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How Far is Too Far? Ch. 01

==========================

This is a long (very long) story about a married couple who explore their sexual relationship. It centres around cuckolding, and I know not everyone likes that. As the story progresses there will be cheating, lying and unfair treatment of a loved one, and if this is not to your liking, consider yourself warned.

It’s also a slowly evolving story, where the characters’ feelings and thoughts are as important as the sex, so it will be a while before we get to the good stuff. I try to keep it somewhat grounded, though at the end of the day, this IS porn, so please take it as such.

I hope you will enjoy it.

A huge thanks to my wonderful wife for ideas, editing and reining me in when I got too crazy. I love you. <3

David

All this madness started one Wednesday afternoon when I had summoned Tom Jefferson into my office. He was a big man as he stood there in front of my desk, half a head taller than me at least, broad shoulders and a developing gut — typical former jock who was letting himself go, in other words. He had a square face with a strong jaw and blonde, unkept hair. He was wearing a white shirt with the sleeves unbuttoned, and I could see his tattoo snake its way up his forearms. It looked like a random, swirly pattern, vaguely threatening, somehow. I didn’t care for it.

There was something shifty in his pale, blue eyes. Something untrustworthy. And there was a sour smell around him.

A typical Swede my father would say. He himself had immigrated from Denmark in his twenties and had strong opinions about Swedes. Mostly negative.

But no matter, Tom was one of my underlings and as such, I needed to deal with him.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Martinsen?” he asked while I was looking something up on my computer. The words were servile, but his tone said he didn’t appreciate me wasting his time with this nonsense. I knew he — and others still — regarded me as a nepo-baby that had unfairly been placed above him because of connections. And, well, they weren’t wrong. My dad was one of the company’s most important suppliers and when he’d asked for a job-interview for his son, they weren’t saying no. But he’d only opened the door for me (and, well, maybe pressured them a bit) but I’d been advancing on my own merit for the last five years now. I’d been working hard and diligently, and I’d won the respect of most of my coworkers. Not Tom though.

“Sec,” I told him and held up a finger. Mostly to not let him dictate how this meeting was gonna go. It might sound bad that I had to remind him who was boss, but some people did need it. Especially from a guy who was younger than them.

“Okay, Tom,” I said about 30 seconds later, “we need to talk. Your numbers are down. You have lots of cases that aren’t being closed.” There, bluntly said.

He clenched his jaw but forced out through tight lips: “I’m sorry… sir.”

“I don’t want to let you go,” I said honestly — even though he was incompetent, in the short run it would be easier if we didn’t have to train a new guy, “but you’re gonna have to pick up some slack.”

“I’m working as hard as anybo—” he began but I held up a hand.

“This is not a competition,” I said, though of course it was, “but we — the company — expect better results. So, close your cases, get them done, stop scrolling reddit and… well, I don’t know if you’ve noticed but I always stay late on Wednesdays. Until you’re all caught up, so will you.” Some people only respond to clear and concise orders.

He flushed, opened his mouth to speak, then thought better of it.

“Yes, sir,” he said in an angry tone, “how late?”

I shrugged, “I stay till eighth or nine, depending on what needs to be done… you can leave before, but you need to make a dent in the backlog you’ve accumulated.”

“Yes, sir,” he muttered darkly, “was that all?”

“It was,” I nodded, and he left.



“Hey sweetie!” my wonderful wife, Jia said as she entered my office a couple of hours later, “I got you Chinese, Kung Pao Chicken.”

“You’re a life-saver,” I exclaimed and stood to hug her. She kissed me and smiled, that wonderful smile that lit up the room. I loved that smile, and I loved her. She was smart, funny and good… and oh, so sexy! She had a heart-shaped face, large, dark almond-shaped eyes and a mouth that could turn the coldest, darkest day bright. In her left nostil she had a piercing with a small, silver heart — an act of rebellion she’d gotten the day after she turned 18.

“You need your energy,” she answered and smiled at me, like she always did. Jia came by every Wednesday night with dinner for me — often take-out, sometimes something home-cooked if she had the time.

“So, I noticed we’re not alone,” she said while I unpacked the paper-bag she’d handed me and nodded at the closed door, behind which the larger office-space was where Tom still sat in his cubicle, presumably working.

“Yeah, that’s Tom. He’s a little behind, so I told him he had to work late Wednesdays same as me.”

“Ooooh, the bad boss-man commanding his minions,” she said in a teasing voice and bit her lower lip. Suddenly the atmosphere was dripping with sex, and I had no idea how she’d done it.

She really was something.

“Gotta keep them in line,” I grinned.

“You’re sexy when you’re stern,” she said and gave me a smoldering look through her long, dark eye-lashes.

“Yeah? Am I getting lucky tonight?” I asked and cast a quick glance at her breasts. The grey blouse and the blue skirt-combo wasn’t what I ordinarily would call sexy, but this woman made it work.

“You just might,” she grinned back.

We bantered a little more before she left me to my food. I followed her to the door — as I always did — and watched her walk away… and noticed something. After she’d passed his cubicle, Tom stuck his head up and watched her too. She didn’t notice but there was no doubt in my mind that this creep of a guy was staring my wife’s ass.

I should give that pervert a piece of my mind. I should chew that guy out and make him apologise. I should tear him a new one. I really should.

Instead, I stood with a heavily beating heart and watched the back of his head as he in turn watched the back of my wife. My mouth was suddenly dry, and I felt my hands shake ever so slightly.

At this point it’s probably the best to explain something that happened about a year before Jia and I got married… so about three years ago now. She was gone for a couple of weeks, visiting some family in Korea, and I couldn’t go because of work — I was busy climbing the ladder.

Well, weeks without my gorgeous girlfriend caused quite a bit of alone-time, and a fair bit of that time was spent with, well… porn. And let me tell you, there are some rabbit-holes out there, and I fell into one of them.

More and more, my porn-searches started to be about men whose wives were unfaithful, with or without their husband’s knowledge. And it didn’t stop when Jia came home.

I wouldn’t say it became an obsession and I wasn’t addicted or anything. I still watched ordinary porn as well. Not that I was addicted to regular porn either!

But standing there, letting my wife being ogled by this repulsive man-beast, it suddenly became real. Instead of yelling at him, I silently walked back into my office and quietly closed the door.



“Ah… that was good!” Jia sighed as I rolled off her, a small, very pleased smile on her lips.

“Oh yeah…” I agreed. It had been good. I’d really been in the zone, so turned on! Because she was hot and sexy… not because of Tom staring at her. Definitely not.

“You’re so hot…” I snuggled up close to her, putting my head on her golden shoulder, filling my vision with her large, beautiful breasts. Unlike many Asian girls, Jia was deliciously curvy.

Well, she was now, after the 35 grand we’d paid a surgeon to enhance them last year. Not that she’d been exactly flat before but apparently, she’d been comparing herself with larger-breasted friends (and her immaculate sister Nari), so it’d been a hole in her self-consciousness. Ever since the operation, she’d been happier and more pleased with herself… and more eager to dress… let’s say provocatively. Maybe that had helped in firing up my cuckolding-fantasies? Who could say?

At any rate, they were mouth-wateringly sexy. Big and firm with dark-brown areolas and nipples. And her ass was to die for, tight and round and strong, and she made sure to keep it that way with intense work-outs.

“Mhm, you’re not so bad yourself,” she smiled.

We lay in silence for a while.

“You know, you got a new admirer today,” my mouth suddenly blurted out.

“What?” she asked, looking at me.

I told her about Tom staring at her.

“Did you yell at him?” she asked, grinning at me.

“Eh… no. I, eh… I just went back to work,” I muttered, suddenly feeling a little ashamed. Why had I told her about it? I could have just kept my mouth shut, and she would never have known.

“So… you just let him?” she asked, her brows furrowed. Not angry or anything, more… bewildered.

“Eh…” I really didn’t have an answer. I could have put him in his place that was true, but I hadn’t.

Again, there was a long silence. This one was less comfortable though, at least to me, and to Jia too, I thought. She was playing with her nose-piercing, something she always did when she was nervous.

“Is this because of that Discord-server you’re on?” she finally asked, her voice carefully neutral and looked at me.

My stomach plummeted. What did she say? What did she know?

“Eh… what…?” I tried.

“You know, your Discord-server. ‘Cucks and hotwives captions’? That Discord-server,” she rolled onto her side, looking at me more intensely. Her new position did interesting things to her boobs but suddenly I was in no mood to stare at her.

“You… you know about that?” I asked lamely. Of course she did, she wasn’t pulling that name out of her ass.

“You left your computer on sometime last month, and I was curious,” she shrugged, “what, it’s no big deal. You hadn’t posted anything though.”

“No, I’m… I’m just…” I said.

“Lurking,” she nodded, as if it made perfect sense.

“Eh, yeah…” I admitted.

The Discord-server was, as the name suggested, dedicated to the cuckold-hotwife lifestyle, more specific images or short videos with captions added to them. Like a picture of a sexy woman dressed up and the text would read something like “Just stay and wait while I have fun with your friends, cucky.” Or a close-up of a pussy dripping with cum and it would say “dinner’s served, cuck.”

You get the point. It was not a nice, respectful place but I’d found myself going there more often than I’d care to admit.

“So… is it?” she asked, bringing me back to Earth.

“I-what?” I replied.

“That thing with your bad coworker… what’s-his-name…” she waved her hand as she tried to remember.

“Tom,” I reminded her.

“Yeah, that. Is that why you brought it up now? Oh my, is that why you were so… turned on… tonight?” Her eyes lit up in a mischievous way, “It is, isn’t it?”

“I don’t… I’m not…” I tried to speak, to defend myself but my head was numb. I had no idea what to say or even think.

“I’m sorry, nae sarang, I’m just teasing you,” she said in a soothing voice, using her favourite Korean pet-name for me, “it’s okay…” She leaned in and gave me a long kiss.

“I love you no matter what,” she assured me.

“I love you too,” I said, almost automatically.

Again, a silence descended on the bedroom. I was trying to figure out what to say but nothing came to me.

Naturally, Jia didn’t stay silent for long. She chewed on her lower-lip and reached down and found my dick under the quilt. Despite cumming inside her… what, ten minutes ago? Fifteen?… I was already half-hard. She wrapped her small hand around me and started stroking me slowly. What was happening? No matter what it was, I was not gonna stop it!

“Do you think he liked what he saw?” she wondered.

“Eh?” I asked stupidly, despite knowing what she was thinking.

“Your guy. Tom. Do you think he liked what he saw?” she explained, still stroking me.

“I… guess…” I answered. Was she going where I thought she was going? Butterflies were flapping their wings in my stomach.

“Hmm… that blue skirt is not the sexiest,” she said in a regretful tone, her hand moving fast on my dick now. It felt so good!

“I… well, maybe not…” I conceded.

“Still… my butt looks good in anything, doesn’t it?” she continued. There was only one right answer to that question, and I knew it.

“Oh yeah!” I agreed. My dick was full-on hard by now but I stayed motion-less. This was her show, and I dared not move in fear of interrupting something that could be wonderful.

“So he liked it, you think?” she concluded, “he liked looking at his boss’ wife’s butt?”

“I bet he did!” I groaned, very aroused by now. Compared to what was going on on the Discord-server this was pretty tame, but it was real, it was Jia and not some random chick online and that made all the difference.

“Yeah,” she agreed slowly, “he liked looking, didn’t he? Looking at his boss’ woman… at your woman…”

“Uh-huh!” I grunted, breathing hard now.

“And instead of defending your woman,” she continued, “you just let him stare, didn’t you? You just looked on, as his eyes feasted on your woman…”

“Ye-yes…” I admitted, ashamed and aroused at the same time.

She gave me a long look before continuing, her hand still working wonders on my dick.

“He didn’t just want to look though, did he?” she asked me, her eyes on mine.

“No… no, he didn’t,” I admitted, staring back into her beautiful, almond eyes.

In a quick movement, she let go of me and flipped the cover off me, letting my dick out into the open. We could both easily see, how hard it was. How hard her words of Tom had made me. Well, and her hand.

She crawled up on me, letting my dick into her warm, wet pussy, which I had greased up not so long ago.

“Mhm…” she sighed and I moaned in response. She began riding me, her strong pussy doing its best to milk me.

“Tell me… ah…” she demanded, “tell me what he wanted…”

“I eh… I don’t…” I stammered, caught between the naughtiness, the embarrassment and the sheer pleasure.

“Tell me,” she demanded, much more forceful than I’d ever seen her before. Truth be told, this was a side of Jia that was completely new to me — and I liked it! She was very demure and very conservative when it came to sex. Oh, sure, she’d tease and suggest and be just the naughtiest little girl ever… until we got to the bedroom (and we ever only had sex in the bed in the bedroom). Then it was more… automatic. Foreplay was kissing and me playing with her boobs and light fingering of each other. And then the sex was either missionary or cowgirl as now.

Nothing else. No oral. No dirty talk. Nothing like that. I’d once asked her to call me Daddy while we were doing it, and she’d looked at me as if I’d suggested we eat out of the garbage-can tonight.

When we had sex, we told each other how much we loved one another, how good it felt… and personally, I was prone to call upon God when the big O reared its delicious head — Jia however never misused God’s name in such a way, just like she never cursed or swore, something I also had a hard time refraining from when her tight pussy was milking me.

And now out of the blue this? Maybe that’s what made it so much hotter. So much naughtier.

Maybe that’s what made me admit to the truth.

“He wants to fuck you!” I gasped out loud.

“Yeeesss… he does…” she moaned.

Then she didn’t say anymore. She just rode me, her long raven-black hair swinging wildly and it didn’t take too long before she came in a cute moan and I groaned loudly and filled her again.



Jia

David was asleep. Poor guy, I’d completely drained him, in more ways than one.

Twice in one night, that was something of a record for us.

And it had confirmed what I’d been suspecting for a while now.

David was not happy with our sex-life.

I was failing him.

That Discord-server had been something of an eye-opener. I’d known he liked sex — that was fine, I did too. And he was so… good. So patient, so compassionate. He always made sure I got mine before he came. When my friends talked about their sex-lives (especially my Korean friends) they always made it sound like a chore, like something that should be done. But their husbands didn’t seem to care about their enjoyment, so it made sense.

David was different, and that’s what made it so terrible that he was unhappy. He deserved to get whatever he wanted. Even if he wanted was… well, weird. And why that Tom-guy? I couldn’t remember meeting him but from David’s descriptions he was a pretty unimpressive guy. If he wanted to be jealous, there were loads of hotter guys at the gym, checking me out, even hitting on me. Not that I’d ever given them the slightest interest — David was enough for me!

It had been surprisingly easy, actually, playing with him like that. And surprisingly hot, if I were honest. I felt myself blush as I recalled what I’d done, what I’d said. It had certainly been way out of my comfort-zone.

But he’d liked it, and that was what mattered. He’d brought up that silly Tom-person, so clearly, he had meant something with it. My poor husband was obviously ashamed of his… well, his little kink but he’d found the courage to bring him up.

Oh my, the filthy things I’d said! Hopefully, he wouldn’t resent me in the morning. He had liked it now, but tomorrow?

We’d see. If he regretted it, I’d apologise and we’d go back to the old ways. If not… well, it had been quite exciting. Even if my parents wouldn’t approve, we could have some fun with it.



“About last night,” David said next morning, as I was cooking breakfast for us. He was standing next to me, looking at the coffee-maker as the coffee ran down into the pot. He was decisively not looking at me, I couldn’t help but notice.

“Yes?” I asked, making sure my voice was light, even though my heart was suddenly beating like mad.

“I… ehm… I just want to say…” he said slowly, clearly embarrassed, “that it… that it was… so good.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said with that wry smile I knew he loved.

He grabbed me and kissed me. Hard. Intense. In a way that made me just melt.

“I love you,” he whispered, staring into my eyes.

“I love you too,” I said back. He looked into my eyes for a little while, as if searching for something. Then he slowly nodded and relaxed, giving me that boyish smile that had first won me over, despite him not being Korean… well, worse than that, being white.

We ate our breakfast, and neither of us mentioned last night again, but I was sure we were both thinking about it. At least I was.

I had gotten an idea…



David

I met Tom outside the elevator the next morning. It felt odd.

“Hey Tom, good work last night,” I nodded at him, forcing myself to act naturally.

He gave me an angry glare and the tiniest of nods and mumbled, “thanks, boss.”

We didn’t say anything else as the elevator arrived and we moved into it, and while I made sure my face was impassive, I couldn’t help checking him out out of the corner of my eye. He really was nothing special. A large, coarse-looking man. Large hands too. Not that that mattered in the slightest. I certainly didn’t care about the size of his… hands.

When we reached our floor, I hurried out ahead of him.

Work was dull, as work is. I did notice that Tom’s numbers were up — staying late yesterday (alongside my pep-talk about making better use of the time) had worked. A few months of working late every Wednesday, and he’d be up to square. And that was all I needed to think about the guy. I needed to shut down whatever else I was thinking about him and his checking out my wife. I needed to stay professional.

About an hour before I was heading home, I got an odd text from Jia: [You’re about to get a message. Don’t open it unless you’re alone.]

What could it be? She was most likely at home by now — she was a librarian at the local library but only worked part-time, around 20 hours a week.

When the message came, I stood alone in my office, looking out my window, wondering what was going on… and boy was I glad I was alone when I did open it!

It was a picture of Jia, standing in front of our bathroom-mirror with her phone in her hand — obviously taking a selfie. She was wearing a short, orange skirt — so short it only reached halfway down her thighs, leaving a lot of her deliciously smooth skin bare. A white crop-top covered her breasts, though only barely, and it was so tight that they strained to break free, and it left her soft tummy bare.

Her nipples were impossible to miss through the thin fabric; they were hard and pointed right at me. She gave the camera — me — that sexy smile, biting her bottom-lip, and her dark eyes radiated sexiness.

And worst… or best?… of all: across the screen stood a text… a caption: ‘Don’t tell my husband I go out dressed like this!’

“Oh my God,” I muttered. This was… this was unbelievable! Out of this world! I sat down at my desk, studying the image, committing everything to memory. I noticed her left hand on the counter and saw the flash reflected in her wedding-ring. The swell of her gigantic breasts, the way her white teeth stood against her dark-red lips, her cute belly-button that she sometimes talked about getting pierced…

I realized I had a raging hard-on. I wanted to touch myself, I wanted to go home to her, I wanted… fuck, I didn’t know what I wanted.

Well, that wasn’t true. I wanted her. Should I just leave already?

Was she even home — the text had said not to tell me she was going out like that. But that was obviously just a line thrown on to entice me. Right?

Right. It had to be.

But what if it wasn’t?

But it was. Of course it was.

[Youre so unbelievably sexy!!!] I wrote back. But she didn’t reply. No more texts, no more dirty pictures, not even an acknowledgement that she got my text. She left me on read. As if she really had gone out…

I didn’t get much more done that day, instead I stared at my phone and debated what to do. In the end, I did leave work early — for the first time in forever.

And of course she was waiting for me at home, still wearing that sexy outfit. It looked even better in real life! Immediately when I saw her, I kissed her, my hands roaming her sexy body, wanting to touch her everywhere. I pushed the top up above her tits, groping her like a teenager. She really had the most beautiful breasts, the tan colour, the dark-brown aerolas and the small, hard nipples.

She led me to the bedroom — I tried to stop at the couch, thinking she was perhaps willing to explore some fun outside the bedroom but she insisted, and, honestly, I was in no mood to argue.

I pushed her down on the bed, and pulled her skirt up, showing off her long, sexy legs… and her black bush, covering her sacred cave. She wasn’t wearing panties! For my modest wife to go commando was quite unheard of, so it came as quite the shock.

“You like?” she asked, all shyly but with this incredibly sexy smile.

“God yes!” I said. I moved my face in between her legs, hoping to taste my amazing woman for the first time but she closed her legs and put a hand on my head.

“Don’t, David,” she bade me, “it’s… dirty.”

I knew she showered regularly, and I had no doubt she kept herself clean down there but again, I wasn’t going to argue. Instead I gave her a loving kiss on her stomach and used a finger on her. She was already quite wet so I quickly added another.

“Mhm, come here,” she asked, and I was only too eager to obey. I got out of my clothes on my way, kissing her large, wonderful boobs and sucking on her nipples on the way up to her mouth that greeted me warmly.

My cock had been hard more or less since she sent me that picture… well, it seemed that way at least, and positioning me atop of her, I slid into her wet, wonderful pussy with no problems.

She moaned and I grunted, and it felt so good! She was wet and tight and wonderful, and I wanted to stay in her forever. But I also really wanted to make sweet love to her and cum in her.

“Oooh… David…” she sighed.

“You’re so hot!” I whispered into her ear.

“Yeah? You liked it?” she asked, her beautiful eyes looking up at me.

“Of course! You’re beautiful,” I answered, “and you’re, uh! dressed like a sex-goddess!”

“Ooh… you… do you think… Tom would like it?” she wondered in between moans.

Why would she ask that? I stopped what I was doing and stared down at her, noticing her naughty smile. It was just sex-talk, right? Was she playing me or was there more to it?

Either way, it was HOT as FUCK!

“GOD yes!” I groaned, “oh God, he’d… fuck, he’d love you in that!”

No more sweet love. I grabbed her hard and fucked her, her words echoing in my ears.

It didn’t take long before my sweet wife was moaning loudly and writhing in orgasm, and I only barely managed to hold my own off long enough.

“He! Would! Love! IT!” I grunted as I fired my gun deep inside her and collapsed on top of her.

We lay there for a while, both of us gasping. It had been the best sex we’d had in something like forever. And honestly, that fact shamed me. Bringing that oaf into our bedroom — even if it only was in spirit — shouldn’t affect us this way. Well, it was mostly me, I supposed, as Jia was mainly playing up to my twisted fantasies.

“You know I’m only doing this for you, right?” she said, echoing my thoughts.

“You are?” I asked, feeling a little let down. I thought she’d enjoyed herself.

“Oh. I… I don’t mind I’m not not having fun.” That old Jia-smile appeared on her lips, “I am! A lot! But… if… only if you’re okay with it. No, not okay… only as long as you enjoy it.”

“Yeah, I understand,” I nodded, appreciating where she was heading.

“Because I love you,” she told me earnestly, looking into me.

“I love you too… you’re an incredible wife,” I answered and kissed her.



Jia

Tonight certainly confirmed my suspicions. David wasn’t happy. But he could be. I could make him happy, if I only made a little effort.

Okay, the picture had been a lot of effort. Not just the slutty clothes but the whole… sending naughty pictures to my husband. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him but what if it ended up in the wrong hands. People’s phones got hacked all the time.

And the words! I’d been shaking when I sent it to him, worried that he’d take it the wrong way and get upset. I’d been so relieved when he texted me back, but I couldn’t think of anything more to write. Anything would be lame after a picture like that, so I just… didn’t. Maybe it was mean but he seemed to like it.

I looked down at my beloved husband as he snored ever so slightly beside me. He was so handsome, even in his sleep. I loved him so much!

“If this is what you want, nae sarang, my love, then I’ll make sure you get it…” I promised him. It felt like a solemn vow though I wasn’t really sure what I was promising.

Then I snuggled up to him and I fell asleep too.

David

Over the next couple of days, life returned to normal. We had some fun sex during the weekend, but while I certainly was thinking ever so slightly about Tom and his clear interest in my wife, nothing out of the ordinary was mentioned.

And as a new week started, we seemingly moved away from all this Tom-nonsense. Which was for the best. Definitely.

I didn’t want to bring it up again. Not only was I thoroughly embarrassed that she now knew, it would also feel incredibly needy. Even though she’d been cool with it, it seemed it was a one-time thing.

Wednesday came, and I locked the kinky thoughts away. Maybe one day, I wistfully thought to myself as I looked at Tom’s numbers. There was a marked improvement, and I felt good about myself. Yeah, it was mean to make him stay late, but it’d have been meaner to fire him, right? I was teaching a man to fish, as the old saying went. At five, my secretary, Alice popped into my office.

“I’m off for the day, bossman,” she said and her lips formed her trademarked cheeky smile of hers. She really was the treasure of the office — efficient, smart and hard-working… and also, I could admit to myself, damn cute — a secret thought I’d take to my grave.

“Sure,” I answered and smiled back, “see you tomorrow.”

“Don’t work too hard now,” she admonished me in a mock-stern voice and left. The large office-space emptied out, except for Tom of course. I ignored him, though a part of me was wondering if he was gonna stare at my wife again when she arrived.

Not that it mattered. It didn’t. I’d locked that kink away, as I said.

It was just nice to know that other men found her attractive… for some reason.

I’d… better get back to work.

“Dinner’s here!” At around quarter past six, my door opened, and Jia entered.

“Right on time, hon—” I interrupted myself as I looked up at her, really looked at her.

She was hot. Not just her useful, beautiful self but downright smoking. She was wearing insanely tight jeans that clung to her like a second layer of skin, letting me see every curve of her smooth thighs. She fully turned to close the door behind her, and I got the best view of her tight ass I’d ever had without her having to take some clothes off. And what an ass! Jia spent a lot of time in the gym, making sure it was well-toned and well-shaped.

She was even wearing heeled sandals. Not that tall but noticeable, and they gave her ass that extra je ne sais quoi that made it truly mouth-watering.

Her top was a blue one that showed a generous amount of cleavage, though nothing as scandalous as what had called me home early last week, and it did cover her stomach.

She was even wearing make-up. Well, she was usually wearing make-up but tonight she was wearing more make-up. Not slutty or anything but, again, it was noticeable that she’d made an effort. Red lips and dark eyeshadow.

She looked good.

“Evening dear,” she smiled at me as she stalked into the room in that swaying, oh-so-sexy walk women have in heels. Mhm, just that sexy clack-clack sound on my wooden floor was arousing.

“I… wow! You look gorgeous, darling,” I told her honestly, my eyes focused on her like a lion watching a particularly juicy gazelle.

“What, this old thing?” she grinned and pulled on her top — only a tiny bit but it allowed me to see juuust a little more of her big, beautiful boobs.

That old thing? Okay, I’d seen the sandals before, but I was pretty sure the top was new, and I knew I had never seen those jeans before. They were out-of-this-world sexy on her!

Which meant she’d been out clothes-shopping. And she’d chosen tonight to wear it -tonight of all nights; tonight when I was alone in the office, except for Tom. Tom, whom we already knew had a preference for my wife’s derriere, was also going to see her in those jeans.

Wait, had she worn this at work? Of course, technically, there was nothing wrong with a dead-sexy librarian in skin-tight jeans (it had entire sections of porn dedicated to it, in fact), and it certainly would help with getting more traffic to the library but… had she really worn this to work?

There was no way. She had to have gone home and changed. She had worn this outfit just to show it off… and not to me.

To my bumbling coworker. To that ungrateful oaf who couldn’t keep pace with the rest of my team. To that overweight, resentful fool who looked at me like I stole his lunch-money.

I got up, ignoring my quickly hardening dick and gave her a hug, a long tight hug, trying to tell her how I felt about her get-up without using words.

“I love you,” I then told her and kissed her… Or I tried to, but she turned slightly and my lips touched her cheek instead.

“Don’t smudge my make-up,” she admonished me sternly, but with a smile to take the sting out of her words.

I gaped at her for a second before regaining my senses.

“Of-of course, honey,” I croaked, not knowing how to react to that rejection.

“Well, you can have a little one,” she relented and gave me a quick, closed-mouth peck on my lips.

“Eh… thanks?” I muttered, still not sure how to react.

“Well, eat your dinner while its hot,” she smiled and turned and walked out of my office again, leaving the door open. My eyes were irresistibly drawn to her ass in those jeans, and I watched as it sashayed out my office and out into the greater office-area… where Tom was sitting.

As silently as I could, I moved to the door to watch her walk, and to see if he noticed. When she passed his cubicle, he stuck his head out and watched her. Watched the show she was putting on for him. I had no doubt in my mind she hadn’t dressed up like this for me. She wanted that great big dolt to stare at her sexy behind, and she was putting on quite a show for my subordinate!

My heart was beating like crazy, my mouth was dry and my hands were shaking… and my dick was hard as a rock.

I wanted her so badly.

I wanted to run after her. To kiss her, really kiss her, to make sure she was mine, now and forever.

Instead, I stood silently and stared at the two of them, until she rounded the corner towards the elevators. Then I went back into my office to continue working… with the biggest hard-on I could remember.



“Oh David! Oh yes!” Jia cried under me as I hammered into her again and again. My every thrust sent a ripple through her, causing her great tits to shake in all manner of interesting ways. I was in a frenzy, having torn her sexy clothes off her the moment I came home and dragged her into the bedroom.

She’d been more than ready too, wet and eager and it’d taken no more than a few minutes from I closed the door behind me ’till I was inside her.

“You’re so hot!” I gasped, “so sexy!”

“Yeah? You think… you think Tom thought so too?” she wondered and smiled up at me, her eyes twinkling.

“Ah! AH!” I groaned, “Yes! God, he loved… loved looking at you!”

She moaned loudly, caressing my forearms.

“Tell me more,” she demanded, her dark eyes alight with a strange, teasing desire.

“Oh God, he… he watched your ass in those jeans…!” I exclaimed.

“But I’m… mhm… I’m your woman… and-ah! And he still stared at me…” she said, in between sounds of pleasure.

“Oh God!” I groaned, lust rushing through my body.

“And you just let him!” she continued.

“Yes! Yes, I let him,” I admitted, shame and intense arousal mixed in my voice.

“Mhm… What ELSE do you… think he wants to do…?” she whispered in my ear.

Like last week, just the question had a profound effect. We both knew, of course, what a guy like Tom would do to a sexy woman like Jia. It was more than implied. But her making me say it out loud was intense.

“He wants to FUCK you!” I gasped. At this point I gave her all I had, fucking her like in a frenzy. I knew I couldn’t last long like that, but I couldn’t control myself anymore. She was driving me crazy!

“AH! You… you think so?” she moaned. Her eyes were closed, her breathing was fast and if I knew my Jia, she wasn’t far from erupting either.

“I know so!” I groaned. Then a thought popped into my head. Something I wanted to say. I shouldn’t though. How would she react? It was too crazy. It was going too far.

“He wants to fuck you with his BIG dick!” my mouth gasped. Oh fuck, did I say that? Shit, I did! And just as I had decided NOT to bring it up!

Jia’s eyes widened in surprise and met mine. Then she closed them a let out a loud moan.

Was she into it? She might be. Or maybe she was playing along. Either way, it was hot!

“Ooooh…” my wonderful wife moaned, “yes, yes, more, more, more!”

More dick? More hard fucking? More dirty-talk about Tom… and his big dick? I didn’t know, so I gave her a more of everything.

“Yes, he’d love to fuck my woman… fuck you with his big dick… make you cum on his huge dick!” I groaned and fucked her as hard and fast as I ever had. My words and the images they conjured in my head — not to mention my wife’s tight, wondrous pussy — was pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I had to slow down and think of something else, but I couldn’t! It was sooo good!

“Oh YES!” my sexy wife cried and writhed in pleasure as she came. Hard. Intensely. Loudly.

“Fuuuck… take his big dick!” I cried as her orgasm triggered my own. As bliss rushed through me, I kissed her hard, my tongue swirling in her mouth. God, I loved this woman.

Hopefully, she hadn’t heard that last thing though…

Now, did I know that Tom had a big dick? No. No, I did not. But he was a big guy so it stood to reason. And since I’d never know for sure, I could imagine it any way I wanted.



Jia

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world, you know?” my wonderful husband told me. He was looking at me with the most loving eyes I could remember.

“Oh, you,” I grinned back at him, feeling pretty good about myself. I had just rocked his world after all, playing into his… fantasies.

It had been so weird! I had been so close to backing out so many times, and I’d stood at least five minutes outside the elevator, gathering courage to enter the cubicle-area where I knew Tom would be working.

I could still feel his eyes on me, studying me like a piece of meat, like something he’d like to possess. He’d ignored me when I brought the food (though I had a feeling he was looking at my ass once I’d passed his cubicle) but when I left David’s office, he’d rolled his chair out of the cubicle and I was certain he’d been waiting for me. Oh, he’d pretended to look at his phone but I could tell; he was most definitely staring at my breasts.

And I’d just let him. Not just that, I’d played up it, moving slowly, seductively, letting him watch me.

It had been the strangest experience. But strangest of all — and not something I was willing to tell David — was the little twinge of excitement, I had felt. This was his deal, through and through but there had been a small part of me that enjoyed it.

I couldn’t say why. I wasn’t the least bit attracted to this man who, as my husband had pointed out countless times was neither attractive nor clever nor interesting. He was large and on all accounts, crude.

So where had that tiny, little warm feeling in my stomach come from? I was not a bad girl, and I had never gotten a kick out of men lusting after me before. I knew they looked, but I’d never cared… not like that. Only this time. It was strange.

“I really mean it. You’re… you’re fantastic,” my husband told me quite earnestly and interrupted my musings. I gave him a kiss and scooted up against him, feeling the warmth coming from him. I’d always liked how his pale skin contrasted against mine. It looked good. Right.

For a while, I just rested against him, enjoying his closeness. Then I looked up at him and noticed this pensive expression. What was on his mind?

“What are you thinking, nae sarang?” I asked. I was never one to just wonder in silence. Not about David at least.

“Oh, I… I was just thinking about earlier… in the office,” he muttered.

“When I dressed up like a sex-bomb for you and your coworker?” I teased him in a soft voice.

“Ah… yeah, that,” he said and his cheeks coloured. He was so embarrassed about this! It was adorable.

“And when… when, you know, when I wanted to kiss you…” he managed to croak out.

“Hmm?” I wondered. What was he talking about, we hadn’t kissed in the office.

“You… you didn’t want to kiss me,” he said. Not in an accusing tone or anything. I thought back to the office… so much had happened since then!

“You… you were worried I’d smear your make-up,” he said, helping my memory along. Yeah, I had said that. My, that had been mean! No wonder he was hurt.

“I—” I began my apology.

“I don’t know why,” he interrupted, “but that… that drove me wild!”

“I’m— what?” I said, confused.

“It’s insane, I know,” he admitted, “but… the thought that… well, you wouldn’t even let me kiss you, just so you could stay sexy for him… that… wow, that was some…” He couldn’t even finish his sentence, he was so embarrassed but he still needed to tell me how much he had liked it.

Not that it made a lot of sense. He would rather I save myself for some stranger than enjoy himself with me? What?

Could I use this? Tease him somehow? He was telling me about it, so he obviously wanted me to use it, right?

I halfways contemplated spinning some tale about wanting to look good for Tom but… well, I was beat. My beloved husband had done me good, and I was more than sated for now. But I had a feeling if I ever was in the mood for some seriously good sex, this would be a good way to get it.

“Why? I asked. He blushed even deeper. As I said, adorable.

“I… I can’t explain it,” he said slowly, “but… it’s like… Okay, I love you, right? And you love me?”

“Yes…” I said, non-plussed. This explained exactly nothing.

“And… and more than that, you’re my wife. So if you… if you dress up, it should be for me, yeah?”

“Well, yes,” I said, still not following.

“And then… when you, you know, do it, I mean dress up or… or whatever, for… for him, Tom, then it’s like… boom!” He made a sound like an explosion and demonstrated his head blowing up with his hands, “insane. An absolute mind-fuck.”

He looked at me, all eager. But he still hadn’t explained anything!

“And… and you want that?” I asked, cautiously eyeing him.

He paused for a moment, suddenly looking thoughtful, before nodding solemnly.

“I can’t explain it. He’s not good enough for you — but the thought that you keeping your makeup un-smudged for him was more important than kissing me, your husband… it’s wild. Beyond wild. But why? I can’t… I just can’t explain it.”

Yeah, I got that, he’d said it like five times now.

But I loved him. And I would do a lot to keep him happy, even if I didn’t understand it.

“It’s okay, nae sarang,” I smiled and hugged him, “as long as it makes you happy.”

“You make me happy,” he said as we hugged, “you’re amazing.”



David

The next day on my way home from work, I bought her a huge bouquet of flowers (pink lilies, her favourite) and a box of chocolate in an attempt to show her my gratitude. I imagined it was a difficult task to try and keep up with my weird fantasies, and she needed some appreciation.

I didn’t say why, of course, but she knew. She always was smart, and she knew me better than anyone. Not that it was unheard of that I brought her flowers, but the timing would be too conspicuous.

Nevertheless, she was mightily pleased by the gesture, and that night we made sweet, sweet love, where no-one else was invited in. Just her and me and our love.

It was nice. It really was, and we shared a nice orgasm. I didn’t need that kinky fantasy with that dolt Tom to enjoy my wife.

That was certainly good to know.

We had a normal weekend, and the start of the next week was also ordinary. We had a friend-couple over for dinner, and we relaxed, cleaned the house, everything was normal. Sure, we had more sex than before this whole thing began but it was normal sex. Did I think of Tom? Okay, maybe a little. Not much though. And Jia didn’t bring him up once.

So it was safe to say, we weren’t getting consumed by this new… thing.

That’s what I thought when I went to work Monday. And it was still what I thought when I got a message from Jia after lunch.

It was a picture. Of her, of course, my darling, prudish wife. She was on her knees, her wonderful, dark eyes looking up at the camera while she was taking the selfie… and from what I could see she was wearing only a bra, and it was one of her sexy ones. Black with lots of push-up, it made her tits look soooo good!

Her mouth was wide-open with her tongue sticking out, and the caption under the screen read: ‘Who’s next? Just don’t tell my husband!’

“Fuck, Jia!” I gasped. She looked so hot! So sexy, so slutty, so beautiful.

The picture was taken in our bedroom. Apparently, this was what she was doing before work. That crazy woman. That crazy, insanely hot woman!

[Oh my God, youre so sexy!] I wrote back and spent the rest of my break studying the picture in details. The swell of her breasts, the naughty spark in her eyes, the open mouth — symbolising oral, maybe? Not that I figured she’d changed her mind in that regard but the implication that she’d suck off other guys was immensely arousing.

She never wrote back though, so I had to bury my horniness in work… until I got back home, where we once again had pretty wild sex. She looked so sexy riding me while I told her how insanely hot the picture was.

So okay, yeah, this whole hotwife-cuckold-thing was maybe not out of our systems. I was doing way better with the Discord-server though, I didn’t need it anymore, not when I had it in real life!

And I was very much looking forward to Wednesday. I was like a kid counting down to Christmas, wondering what she’d wear and how she’d act.

As Wednesday arrived and went and (almost all) my coworkers went home it suddenly dawned on me that there actually was a very real chance that Jia would just show up with food as if nothing special was going on — that she figured we were done with… with this now — or at least not doing it every Wednesday. Well, if that was how she felt, I’d accept that. I was not gonna pester her with my kinks. It’d be better to just let it die than to—

“Hello dear!” she interrupted my thoughts as she opened the door, “dinner’s here.”

Wow! She was a sight for sore eyes. Or horny eyes.

A thin, black skirt made of some kind of stretch fabric hung so tight around her ass and thighs it was a miracle she could walk in it. It hugged her, showing her off more than covering, and the heeled sandals from last week gave her an alluring walk that was sexy from this angle… I couldn’t even imagine how her ass was looking right now! She was also wearing a black shirt with juuust the right amount of buttons undone to show off the top of her arousing cleavage. She was wearing some make-up again, heavy mascara to really make her eye-lashes pop and dark-red lip-stick.

In short, she was a vision!

“Jia, God! You look… amazing!”

She just smiled at me, a smile that clearly said she already knew that.

“You like it then?” she wondered in a low, provocative voice as she sauntered into the room and put the bag of food on my desk. I didn’t even look at it, being too busy ogling my wife. The way the muscles in her thighs moved, the way her boobs fell ever so slightly forward and gave me a glimpse of her deeper cleavage when she bent over to place the bag.

“I… yeah!” I said enthusiastically and got up and gave her a hug. My hands, all on their own, of course, placed themselves on her butt instead of around her waist.

She had such a nice ass. Round and firm, and I couldn’t help but squeeze it. But she grabbed my wrists and lifted my hands off her.

“That’s not for you tonight,” she chided me, giving me an intense look as she spoke.

Her words felt like a bucket of cold water to my face… and a roaring fire in my pants. I gaped at her for a few seconds then shut my mouth and nodded.

“Can… can I at least have a kiss?” I asked, remembering last week when she didn’t want her make-up smudged… and kinda hoping for a repeat. Even to me it seemed disturbed to be hoping for a rejection but here we were.

“A quick one,” she agreed, still keeping her eyes on mine, “the lip-stick is still fresh, I don’t want it ruined.”

And then I got a quick kiss. Hardly more than a breeze of her soft lips on mine before they were gone again. Less than nothing in a way but still so, so much.

“Thank… thank you,” I croaked. She smiled, a little condescendingly, maybe, before leaning in and whispering in my ear: “I hope you enjoy this!”

I felt a sudden pain in my earlobe, as her sharp teeth bit into it, then she turned and stalked away, and I was left, staring at her ass as it swayed out of my office.

As before, I quietly followed her to the door, where I could see my subordinate appreciate the charms of my wife. Her walk, the way the skirt hugged her ass… the knowledge that Tom would see this in just a few moments

Then I heard Tom’s wolf-whistle. He was wolf-whistling my wife as if she was some common slut on the street and not his boss’ wife! I ought to go out there and give that asshole a piece of my mind!

Instead, I quietly closed the door and sat at my desk. She had left me a bag from McDonald’s but I wasn’t hungry. Well, not for food, at least.



Jia

When I heard the demeaning whistle, I got all confused. My heart was already beating hard with doing… whatever it was I was doing for David, and now this? It was 2025, women shouldn’t still be subjected to that kind of male arrogance! In the library, on my safe ground, I’d give this neanderthal a piece of my mind, but… well, in this skirt, in this shirt, I was so very far out of my comfort-zone, I had really no idea how to react. What should I do? What would David want me to do? Should I ignore him? Confront him? Thank him?

All these thoughts ran through my head almost instantaneously, and I halted my steps. I stood for a second, quickly pondering my options before I turned around.

Tom Jefferson, my husband’s fool of an employee was staring at me with a wolfish grin. That expression of arrogance stoked a fire in me, and I stomped up to him.

“You really think that’s appropriate?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said in a slow, deep rumbling voice and held his hands up, palms out, “I meant no offence.”

“No offence? What else could you have meant but offence?” I demanded.

“Nah, nah, it’s a compliment!” he explained with a wide grin, his eyes roaming my body.

“A compliment?” I repeated, eyebrows raised.

“Yeah, yeah,” he nodded, “when I see a beautiful woman, I give her a compliment.”

“Is that so?” I mused and for some reason felt my cheeks flush, “so I should thank you?” That didn’t come out as the ice-cold scolding I had intended. I had actually sounded genuine, and I could see that he took as such.

“Nono, no thanks necessary. Hah, I should be thanking you!” he laughed, “for… eh, brightening up the office.” His eyes again roamed my revealing clothes and settled on my boobs. He was quite a big man, so him sitting and me in my heels meant that they were about eye-level with him.

It was impossible not to notice him staring, but instead of giving him a piece of my mind, I crossed my arms across my chest, just under my breasts, which, of course, just pressed them further together and up, making my cleavage even more obvious. He smiled widely at my gesture, and I flushed a bit harder.

This is for David, I told myself and ignored the tingle of excitement in my stomach. Or did it originate a little further south than my stomach? Wherever it was, I ignored it. It didn’t mean anything.

“You’re his wife, ain’t you?” he asked and nodded towards the door to David’s office.

“Yes, yes, I am. I just brought him some food,” I said, “and you’re Tom, right?” I knew that of course but he didn’t need to know that. He nodded.

“How nice of you. How a boy like him got a woman like you…” he shook his head at the unfairness of the world.

“That boy is your boss,” I pointed out, in what should have been a cold voice but came out more playful than planned. I’d meant to put him in his place, not tease him.

“Pah, I know. Daddy got him a cozy job and he’s been lording over us ever since,” he replied bitterly.

“You know,” I said and unconsciously bit my lower lip, “if I told my husband how you talk about him, I don’t think he’d be very happy… You might just be looking for a new job very suddenly.” It was pretty ballsy of him to talk about David like that… to me, of all people. Did he not care, did he not believe David could fire him or what?

“Ah, but you’re not gonna tell him,” he said and leaned in conspiratorially. Was that it? Did he believe he and I were in cahoots or something? That it was the two of us against my husband? How stupid was he?

“I’m not?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Oh no… you like a few secrets, don’t ya?” he smiled at me. What would David want me to do here? Ignore him?

No… he’d like me to play along, wouldn’t he?

“Hmm… maybe I do…” I admitted and bit my lower lip.

“Yeah, you do,” he nodded with a cocky grin.

“Well, I guess you’ll see whether my husband fires you tomorrow or not,” I smiled at him, “but now… I gotta go.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I should get back to work too. Otherwise, somebody’s gonna throw another tantrum…”

He really liked talking derogatorily about my husband, didn’t he?

“Can’t have that,” I muttered and turned to leave.

“Wait, what’s your name?” he asked loudly before I’d taken more than two steps. He’d been working for my husband for at least a year, but he didn’t know the name of his wife? Not good with sucking up to the boss, it seemed. But I already knew that.

“Jia,” I said over my shoulder and caught him staring unapologetically at my butt, “Jia Martinsen.”

“Pretty name, Jia,” he said and showed me his teeth in that predatory smile he had, “for a pretty girl.” A shudder ran down my spine, and I had to hurry out of the room.



David

I shut the door behind me and hurried through the apartment, looking for Jia. God, I needed her so badly. She looked so hot in that outfit! I was gonna rip it off her. Or, rather, that skirt was so short, I could just pull it up over her magnificent ass and take her. That should save me a good thirty seconds.

“Oh, hey dear,” she greeted me calmly from the couch when I entered our small living-room.

Only, she wasn’t wearing that insanely hot skirt and shirt-combo. She had a loose, pale-green shirt on that hung down past her waist and a pair of old faded jeans. Not the sexy ones she’d been wearing last Wednesday, that was certain.

“You… you changed?” I asked, suddenly all confused. She’d washed her face too, the sexy make-up was gone. Not that her face wasn’t pretty but… well, this wasn’t what I was expecting. She’d even exchanged her heeled sandals with her warm and decidedly unsexy panda-slippers.

She looked down at herself.

“Well, yes,” she agreed.

“I… but…” I tried, not knowing how to react now that Christmas had been cancelled.

“Oh. Well, nae sarang,” she said and made a what-a-shame-face, ‘I kinda wore it for Tom,’ she gave a shrug, “sorry.” She fiddled with her nose-stud as she looked at me.

My eyes widened and my heart skipped a beat. For a long second I just stood there, staring at her. She looked so serious.

“Sorry,” she said again, “I thought you knew.” She bit her lower lip and gave me a look. A look that made me jump her and attack her mouth with my own. I kissed her like never before, hard, demanding. Her lips parted before mine and our tongues danced, and I was so in love with this woman!

I tried to open the top button in her shirt but it was a stubborn bastard, and it wouldn’t open.

“Let me,” she said but I snarled and ripped the damn thing open. Buttons jumped everywhere, rattling on the coffee-table and the floor, wherever they landed.

“David!” she breathed, her beautiful almond-eyes wide open, but I didn’t care. It was an ugly shirt anyway, and it’d been in the way between me and her lovely tits.

She was still wearing that sexy, black bra she’d worn for Tom. It had a lot of push-up and gave her the sexiest cleavage, and I buried my face in it.

“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” she suggested.

“No,” I said, “we stay here,” I said it determined, forcefully even and she furrowed her brows.

“David…” she began, her hands on my chest. Not that she was pushing me away, but she was certainly trying to get control of the situation.

“It’s our house, Jia. It doesn’t matter if we’re in the bedroom or on the couch. And I want to fuck you here and now,” I declared and unbuttoned her jeans. Luckily, they came off easy, and it didn’t take long before I pulled them down her ass. She helped, though she still looked a little doubtful.

A tiny pair of black panties met my eyes, barely hiding anything. The black colour looked so good against her golden skin but I didn’t have time to enjoy the aesthetic, so I pushed it out of the way and found her magical little button hidden beneath her black curls.

“Mhm…” she sighed and surrendered whatever resistance she’d held. I played with her clit, got her good and wet — though she seemed quite ready already. I suspected Jia found our little games quite interesting in her own way. I paved the way with first one then two fingers, making her gasp and moan.

“Fuuuck…” I growled not long after when I sunk my iron-hard dick into her warm, wet secrets. It felt strange, not being in the bed. The couch-back made it uncomfortable but it felt… kinky… doing it in the living-room.

“Oh David…” she sighed.

It was not gonna be a long, sweet and tender act of loving. This was gonna be hard and good.

“Ngh… I can’t believe… you dressed up for… that man!” I said in between hard thrusts into my darling wife.

“Oh! Oh! He’s… he’s not so… bad…” she moaned, meeting my thrusts.

“How would… you know?” I wondered.

“Mhm, I talked to… him…” she admitted.

I stopped mid-stroke and looked down at her. She smiled wickedly up at me, clearly pleased with how her surprise had caught me off guard.

“What? When!?” I asked, my dick still half-way buried in her.

“After I dropped your food off,” she said and moved her pelvis up and down, trying to restart me. It did feel good but I needed to know what had happened.

“Tell me!” I demanded, holding my breath in anticipation of her answer. What had happened!?

“Make love to me,” she replied, “and I might tell you…”

I did. I slid into her again, making her sigh in pleasure, but I moved way slower than before.

“He… well, he whistled at me…” she told me, “so I went back to… to tell him off…”

“And? Did you yell at him?” I asked, a mixture of shame and arousal welling up inside me. After all, I had heard the wolf-whistle too, and I should have been the one to tell him to go fuck himself.

“Ah… no, not… not as such…” she said, “we… mhm, that’s so good…”

“What? What?!” I needed to know!

“Ah… well, we… talked…” she admitted.

“What did you say? What did he say?” I wanted to know.

“Oh, you know… this and that…” she didn’t explain, instead she closed her eyes, just enjoying herself.

“Tell me!” I growled and grabbed her shoulders hard and using that hold to hammer my dick into her as hard as I could.

“OH!” she gasped, “Oh wow, that’s good! Oh, more…”

“Tell me!” I demanded again and kept hammering into her. My orgasm was quickly rising, fueled by her secrets and the hard way I took my wonderful wife.

“Oh! Oh, oh, oh!” she cried and her face twisted in pleasure. She liked my rough treatment too, it seemed, as evident by her orgasm.

“Fuck! Jia! What! Did! You! AHHHH!” I never finished my sentence but came instead, spurting my jizz into her welcoming pussy. I all but roared my excitement out into the living-room, as my entire world was rocked by pleasure. I rolled off her and we lay next to each other in a rather uncomfortable position — our couch wasn’t that big.

“So… what did you talk about?” I wondered after a little while.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she grinned at me and gave me a knowing look.

“I would!” I admitted.

“I’ll tell you tomorrow,” she yawned, “find something good on Netflix, would you?”

“Goddamn!” I muttered but did as she asked.



It wasn’t until the next night that she told that she’d flirted a little with Tom. That sparked another round of love-making, though less intense and more caring, with a couple of nice orgasms as a result.

She also told me that Tom didn’t hold me in the highest regard, though she didn’t tell me precisely what he’d said, and she also made me promise not to say or do anything.

Despite her swearing me to secrecy, I appreciated her telling me. Her having a secret had been hot during the fucking but it would be poisonous long-term if she started keeping things from me.



Jia (next Wednesday)

These new heels were hell to walk in. They were taller than anything else I owned, and I’d never really gotten the hang of stilettos. Thankfully, YouTube was full of guides, and I’d found a really excellent one for heels. Always heel down first, then the toe, and one foot directly ahead of the other to get that sexy, swaying walk. It was a lot of work, and they made my ankles ache.

It was worth it though, as I just knew they would drive David mad, and, well… I was pretty sure Tom would like them too. Not that that should matter. It didn’t matter. I was here to make David jealous, nothing else. Tom didn’t matter.

Still, it wouldn’t hurt if he liked my outfit too. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be appreciated. Nothing at all.

“Well, well, well, if it ain’t the boss’ wife herself, Jia,” came the uncut voice of my newest admirer, “and she’s looking fiiine tonight!” He was sitting in his cubicle but not pretending to work or use his phone. Rather, he seemed to have been waiting for me.

He studied me appreciatively, and I knew he was right. I was looking fine.

I wore a simple grey dress. It wasn’t deep-cut or short or anything naughty like that. It was just tight. It stretched around me like a second skin and my trusty, black push-up bra made my boobs very noticeable — Tom’s eyes were glued to them.

Besides these damn heels — that made my butt look so good by the way, the boys were gonna go mad for it — I was also trying something new and exciting: around my neck, I wore a lace choker. I’d seen girls wear them and never thought much about it but when I was shoe-shopping earlier, I came across some, and… for some reason they spoke to me, so I bought one.

It looked sexy on me. I made me look… vulnerable. Submissive. The constant, mild pressure on my neck and throat was a continuous reminder that it was there, and it made me tingle all over.

“What, no whistle tonight?” I asked with a raised eye-brow when I stopped in front of Tom. He grinned and whistled at me.

“Thank you, thank you,” I said and gave a little, mocking bow.

“Man, you’re looking good, girl,” he told me, “fine as hell. There’s something about a girl in heels, ya know? Especially a little Asian babe.”

I shrugged modestly, not knowing what to do with the casual race-remark. It was skirting the borders of racism but I had feeling that Tom held some intolerant views anyway. While that should have turned me off from the whole thing, it just made it more taboo, more… wrong. Besides, it wasn’t like I was trying to date him or anything. He was just a pawn in a game, David and I were playing.

He grinned and gave me yet another elevator-look.

“What are those tattoos?” I wondered, when his eyes on me started to feel a little uncomfortable.

“What this?” he asked and pointed at his right wrist where a long, black edge was circling his arm and disappearing up beneath his shirt, “it’s nothing, really, just a cool pattern.” He rolled his shirt up at bit so I could see the line branch out into various edges and swirling around his arm.

“It goes all the way up here,” he told me and pointed at his shoulder and collarbone, “wanna see?”

I thought about that for a quick second. David would want me to see, wouldn’t he? He’d love if I could tell just how Tom’s tattoos looked. And how Tom’s arms looked. Ignoring the tickling feeling in my lower-body, I shrugged and nodded — I didn’t want to come off as too eager.

He grinned and unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off and the t-shirt right after, leaving his large torso uncovered. Suddenly I was standing here at my husband’s work with an older, half-naked man. This hadn’t been the plan, how had it happened?

Ignoring the little voice inside me that told me to get out of here, I swallowed hard and focused on the drawings on his arms. His large, muscular, powerful arms, so unlike my slender husband’s.

He wasn’t actually as fat as he looked, the shirt was just really unflattering. Not that he was lean either, and that beer-gut was pretty far from appealing, but I could easily see his arm-muscles, especially as he just happened to flex while I was studying the tattoos that swung across his biceps and up his shoulder and ended in a sort of arrow-form at his collar-bone. Honestly, it was a well-done tattoo, and it had a kind of menace about it that I found I liked, in a strange sort of way.

“They’re nice,” I told him.

“Not quite like the boy at home, huh?” he smirked with a very pleased look in his eyes.

“No, David doesn’t have tattoos,” I said, playing dumb.

“That’s not what I meant,” he told me and flexed again. Against my will, my eyes were drawn to his large upper arm where the muscle contracted and grew to impressive size.

“Very nice,” I muttered under my breath.

“Heh, thanks,” he grunted, “see something you like, eh?”

Oops, I hadn’t meant for him to hear that. I could feel my face grow hot, and I didn’t know what to do now. All flustered like I’d been caught doing something I shouldn’t, I looked down, avoiding his eyes. Then I saw the bag with food I was still holding.

“Right, I forgot, I, eh… brought you some food,” I mumbled and looked back up at him.

“You did?” he asked unable to cover his surprise.

“Yeah. I mean, it’s… it’s my husband that’s keeping you here, thought it was the least I could do…” I fished up a couple of tin-foil packets and put them on the table next to him, careful not to look at him.

“Thank you,” he said, more softly than I’d have expected.

“It’s just a couple of tacos,” I shrugged.

“Still, mighty sweet of ya. Hot AND kind,” he shook his head sadly, “you’re wasted on a fellow like…” he nodded towards the closed door to David’s office.

“Be nice,” I scolded him but softened the words with a smile. He had paid me a compliment, even if he was trash-talking my husband. What would David want me to do in this situation? Anyone else saying something like that about him, we’d have words. Big, angry words. But this whole situation was so confusing! I had a feeling that David would find it arousing, and that made me unsure on how to proceed.

“I try…” he sighed, “but it ain’t easy.”

We stood at little both of us unsure how to proceed. Then his eyes were unavoidably drawn to the clear outline of my breasts through my tight dress.

“I’m thinking I’m sitting here, almost naked,” the large man said to me slowly, briefly meeting my eyes before refocusing on my boobs, “how’d you think your hubby would like that?”

“I’m thinking maybe he doesn’t have to know,” I lied with a wry smile. I was very much gonna tell David about this, and I was sure he’d like it just fine. Juuust fine…

“Well, you should feel free to, eh… follow my example…” he said with a smirk, and lifted his eyebrows suggestively.

“Oh, what, this isn’t enough?” I asked, sarcasm heavy in my voice and gesture to my sexy dress that put me on display for his benefit. Well, his and David’s…

“Oh, it’s more than enough,” he grinned, his eyes fixed on my bust, and I felt the need to cover myself. I didn’t though, just let him stare, and that strange tickling-sensation increased.

“You know,” he said and slowly got up, “first… I thought you got all dressed for hubby… that you and him were having fun these days when he’s ‘working’ late…”

He was towering above me, even in my heels, and my heart was beating like crazy. My mouth was dry and for some reason my eyes kept returning to his upper arm… to study the tattoo, of course.

“Both last week and the week before, you were looking seriously dangerous…” he went on and took a step towards me, invading my personal space. I fought the urge to take a step back and stood my ground.

“But you were only in there like a minute or something, and, well, even if little David is a fast-shooter, I’d imagine it’d take a little longer than that…”

He was so close! His musky, masculine smell overwhelmed me and made it hard to think. I tried to swallow but there was nothing to swallow. What should I do? Should I walk away? What would David want… what did I want?

“So I’m thinking,” Tom, who my husband called an oaf but whose presence had become so strong, said, “that it might just be for… MY benefit…”

And all of a sudden, his arms were around me… and his mouth was pressed against mine.

What was happening!?

I tore myself free and took a quick step back, nearly toppling over in my damn heels, and looked at him with huge eyes. What had happened? This wasn’t right! What was I doing, what should I do now? I was all confused and scared but there was still an exciting edge to that fear, an edge that was all new and completely foreign.

“I… I…” My mouth tried to form words, but nothing came out. My entire body was shaking and my heart was beating so hard in my chest that he might be able to hear it.

“Very nice…” he said and licked his lips, like real slow and deliberate.

I turned around and fled, walking as fast as I could in these damn shoes.

This had all gone wrong somehow! I was just gonna tease him and then me and David could have some fun when we got home, and now he’d kissed me, and he shouldn’t have done that! So why could I still feel his lips against mine — and why the hell were my nipples so hard that I was glad I had worn a bra so he hadn’t seen them!?!

“Mhm, I just looove watching you walk, girlie…” came his voice

My face burned as I walked away, and yet I still made sure to sway my butt with every step, giving him the show I came here to put on.

I felt his eyes on me as I walked to my husband’s office-door and went inside without looking back.

“Jia, I — wow!” my beloved husband said, his eyes huge as he stared at me — in much the same way that Tom had. I sure knew how to get boys’ attention.

“Hello, dear. Working hard?” I smiled at him, that special smile that’s just for him. Behind it, I was working hard to calm myself. That… that man had actually kissed me!

Should I tell David? He’d want to know, right?

But how should I tell him…? Could… should I use it, somehow — tease him with it? He’d like that rejection-stuff — it seemed my David had a thing for humiliation.

“I try. Hard not to be distracted when the most gorgeous woman alive walks through the door though,” he grinned and gave me the elevator-look.

“Yeah?” I asked and slowly, sensually walked into his office. I stopped and slowly turned around, letting him see my back-side and even wiggled my behind for his benefit.

“Jia, you’re incredible…” he marvelled and got up and hugged me. Well, I never got tired of hearing that so I hugged him back with a smile, pressing myself against him. But when he moved to kiss me, the most devilish idea struck me. And I just had to go for it.



David

“Sorry, dear,” my sexy wife said with an innocent little smile as she turned her face away from me, avoiding my lips. She took a step back, intensely studying my face and biting her bottom lip as she dropped the next bomb-shell on me:

“Tom just kissed me, and… well, I want to savour it for a while.”

At first, I didn’t understand; her words just didn’t make sense. Then, as her meaning sunk in, I felt my eyes grow wide and huge and I stood there, gaping at her, like a fish on land.

“I… I… what did…? I mean…” I couldn’t form a coherent sentence.

She looked doubtful for a moment, then her smile reformed, sexier, more radiant.

“You heard me,” she said in a low purr, like nothing I’d heard from her before.

“Oh wow,” I breathed, my world suddenly spinning. Did that mean… what had they done? He had kissed her? How had that happened? She moved closer to me and squeezed my upper-arm.

“He took off his shirt, too. That man has some serious arm-muscles…” she breathed into my ear.

“Oh God, Jia,” I said, my world getting more disturbed by her every word. Why had he taken off his shirt!?

She reached down and cupped my crotch, and we both noticed my iron-hard dick. She gave me a little smirk.

“Do you like that? That I know, that I’ve seen what he’s hiding under his shirt?” she asked in a low murmur, one hand still on my arm, the other on my dick.

“I… yes…” I admitted thoroughly shaken. She knew anyway, no way she couldn’t figure out why I was harder than steel right now. God, it was embarrassing! God, it was HOT!

“And… given how much bigger his arms are…” the hand on my bicep gave me a little squeeze, “I wonder… is everything… bigger?” I felt her hand caress my hard dick, so there was no misinterpreting what she meant. Her eyes were laser-focused on mine as she spoke those naughty, forbidden words, reading my reaction.

“Oh God, Jia!” I gasped, and despite what she’d just told me, I wrapped my arms around her in a tight hug and kissed her hard. She kissed me back, no longer pretending she didn’t want to.

I wanted to tear her clothes off and have her right here and now but I’d have to wait till tonight when I got home. Too soon she broke the kiss and gave me a naughty little smile.

“I should probably let you get back to work,” she said.

“I… yeah, I guess,” I agreed reluctantly, “but how did—”

“I’ll tell you later, at home,” she interrupted me and gave me a last, quick kiss before she put the bag of food on my desk and walked back towards the door. There she stopped and looked back at me over her shoulder with another smile on her red lips.

“He knows I’m dressing up for his benefit,” she told me.

“He does? Eh, does he-?” I stuttered.

“He has no idea you’re in on it, no,” she explained and opened the door and walked out, leaving me staring at that sexy ass. Wow, that dress was so tight around her butt, it made my mouth water. I was sure as hell Tom was liking it too.

Shit, I couldn’t believe they had kissed! But Jia wouldn’t make something like that up, so it had happened. It was so crazy! My mind was jumping all over the place as I silently moved to the door to see them interact as she left. I heard her heels clack on the hard floor, as she made her way past the cubicles.

“Mhm, there’s that fine girl!” Tom’s crude words were hard and loud in the empty office and made my heart skip a beat as he no doubt enjoyed the view of my wife leaving.

I couldn’t make out Jia’s words but they weren’t the stern scolding it ought to have been — her voice was soft, teasing even.

“Haha, for now, maybe!” I heard his harsh words and wondered what she’d said.



Jia

“What, you think you can steal me away from him or something?” I asked skeptically. I crossed my arms across my chest and raised an eye-brow, really letting him know how preposterous that notion was. At least he’d gotten dressed while I was in David’s office. Not that it mattered how much clothes he wore. It didn’t.

“Well…” he said slowly and scratched his chin, “you didn’t tell him about our little kiss, now did you?” He smiled widely at me, and I felt my cheeks flush — though not for the reason he thought. After all, I had told David about it — and he’d loved it.

“Didn’t think so,” this big, oafish man said, overly pleased with himself and slowly stood up, “see, here’s what I think. I think the good little Jia-girl here doesn’t want to be good all the time…” he took a step towards me, and I had a clear feeling of déjà vu. The good girl in me told me to take a step back; to protect my personal space but I stood my ground. Granted, his towering presence made me nervous, but at the same time it was exciting. Unpredictable. What was going to happen next? Was he gonna kiss me again?

I didn’t know, and it was exciting not knowing! Still, if it hadn’t been for David, none of this would be happening. Why, Tom was nothing compared to David — he was slow, arrogant, brutish. Completely opposite my clever, handsome and gentle husband.

So why was my heart speeding up when this huge man stepped up close to me.

“I… I am a good girl,” I defended myself, “no, I mean, I’m a good woman. I’m a good wife!”

“Are you? Then why are you letting me kiss you?” his voice was full of triumph, and I’d have liked to give him a piece of my mind, but unfortunately, I could no longer speak, since his mouth was pressed against mine.

We were kissing again. Oh no, we were kissing again! This had not been part of the plan, I only meant to tease him. Gosh, now he was hugging me! This really wasn’t okay! Women weren’t his for hugging and kissing just because he wanted to. I was a person, I had the right to be asked if I wanted to be kissed and hugged…

And yet I said nothing. Why?

I couldn’t help but notice how different it felt from David. His huge arms were enveloping me and his mouth was aggressive and pressed against mine in a demanding fashion that I wasn’t used to. Oh my, what should I do, what should I do? What would David want me to do?

“I’ve wanted to feel this ass for weeks now,” he mumbled into my mouth and I felt his big hands on my butt. He pressed me against him, my boobs getting squished against his broad chest.

That butt was only for David’s hands, I’d promised to forsake all others when we married, and yet here I stood, getting kissed and felt up.

Did I ever make the conscious decision to kiss him back? I couldn’t say. But as the kiss stretched out and time sort of melted away, I found myself doing just that, even opening my mouth to let his tongue in. My hands, seemingly on their own, found their way to his upper-arms where he happily flexed his biceps for me.

That tickling sensation I had had in my stomach and… lower parts… was replaced by full-on arousal. I was horny! Kissing this beast of a man was turning me on, gods help me.

When we finally broke the kiss, he looked down at me with the most infuriating grin.

“I knew I could melt the ice-queen,” he said to me. And kissed me again, not giving me any chance to object.

That presumptuous ox! How dare he talk to me like that!

And why, for the love of all that is holy, did it turn me on like that!? Because it did. His hands groping my buttocks, his lips on mine, his tongue exploring my mouth… it was causing something of a sensory overload, and everything seemed to converge between my legs. Oh dear, if only he’d touch me there!

Where had that thought come from? I did not want that! I… really, I didn’t want any of this. It was only for David.

“I… I gotta go,” I mumbled as I broke the kiss. He didn’t try to stop me as I took a step back, out of his embrace and hurried down the corridor, all but running for the elevator. No time for sexy walk now, I had to get out of here before… well, best not to think about that. I just had to get out of here!

“See ya soon, Jia-girl!” he called after me, and the mirth in his words only added to my embarrassment.

And my arousal, for some reason. Why did that cocky bastard have this effect on me? I liked nice men, men like David who were sweet and kind and handsome. Not ogres who groped and kissed without invitations!

I ignored the little voice in the back of my mind that suggested that perhaps me dressing up for his sake had been all the invitation he’d needed…



David

They’d been kissing. I was sure of it. I didn’t dare get a look but those were definitely two people kissing.

Christ, what had I started!? I was so excited, so aroused, so, so… out of my goddamn mind! The rest of the evening, I tried to focus on whatever work I had to do, but my mind kept going back. After a few hours, I decided to cut my losses and get out of here. I needed to get home to Jia, I needed her so badly!

When I finally made it home, I rushed in, searching for my wonderful wife.

I found her in the living-room, sitting in the couch, like last time — when we’d finally had sex outside of the bedroom, I remembered gleefully. She’d changed out of her sexy dress, wearing her unsexy terry clothed bathrobe instead. She’d washed the makeup off her face and sadly taken off that damn sexy little collar-thingie she’d worn in the office. That had been hot!

Only then did I notice her expression. She didn’t have that teasing look in her eyes she had had last time, and there was no knowing smile on her lips. Instead, she looked nervous and was fidgeting with the stud in her nose.

“Hey honey,” I said and hurried to her and gave her a hug.

“He kissed me,” she told me, her eyes large and worried.

“I know,” I answered and hugged her tighter.

“No,” she shook her head and pulled away from me, “again. After I left your office. He… he kissed me, and not just a little one, like before.” She looked at me guardedly, trying to gauge my reaction.

“I know. I… I heard,” I admitted with a feeling of shame spreading through me. I knew and hadn’t even considered stopping them.

She nodded slowly. She didn’t seem overly surprised by this. Not angry or relieved either though.

“Are you okay?” I asked simply.

“Yeah. Yeah,” she said, gathering herself, “there’s just… a lot going on in here right now.” She pointed at her temple.

“Tell me, please.”

“It’s… well, he didn’t even ask! And he just… just groped my butt, like… like it was his right. I mean, I’m a married woman, and he just assumed I’d be okay with him kissing me and groping my butt!” Her voice rose as she talked herself warm.

“I mean where does he come off, groping me like that! And kissing me, and just assuming I’d be okay with it. Liking it even!”

I couldn’t keep my mouth shut and interjected: “Well, did you?”

“What?”

“Like it. Did you?”

Her face flushed red, and she avoided my eyes, giving me a very clear answer.

“Well, that is neither here nor there,” she declared, voice shriller than usual.

I leaned in and kissed her, interrupting whatever else she was about to say. Her lips tasted sweet, and I could never get enough of the soft feel of them. She only reluctantly kissed me back — like she knew, I was stopping her from making more objections.

“I think it’s so damn hot that you kissed — that he kissed you, and you let him,” I said slowly and honestly, “but… only if you’re okay with it. If you’re not — if he attacked you or forced himself on you, he’s out of a job first thing tomorrow, and I’m calling the cops right now.”

She looked at me for a second, then looked away.

“No, don’t… don’t do that.”

I knew it. She did like it, she had wanted it!

I hid my grin and hugged her again, my mind reeling. She had liked it, she was into it! I loved her so much, but the thought of her in the arms of my simple underling was too damn hot!

“Okay. So… and please be honest here. Is the problem that he kissed you or… that you liked it?”

I searched her face for answers but she was trying to keep her face neutral when she suddenly exclaimed: “It’s not whether I liked it or not, it’s that he’s so damn cocky about it!” She furrowed her eyebrows and her hand went to her nose-stud again.

“But… did you maybe also like that? Just a bit?” I asked her softly in her ear.

She turned and looked at me. Then a small smile slowly appeared, and she bit her lower lip.

“Okay, maybe… a little,” she admitted, she flushed and looked away.

I kissed her again and again, and pushed her down on her back, so I could lay a top of her and kiss her some more.

“Tell me what happened,” I asked her breathlessly in between kisses.

“You know what happened…” she answered coyly.

“Maybe,” I admitted, “but I’d really like to hear you tell me.” I kissed her again and pushed my tongue into her mouth, playing with hers. It sent bolts of lightning through my entire body to think that Tom had done that just a few hours ago.

“Well…” she said slowly, again watching me, gauging my reaction, “he said something stupid, something to provoke me, and I answered and, maybe teased him a bit…”

“What did you say?” I interrupted, eager to get all the details.

“Ehm, something like… don’t forget I’m your boss’ woman or… or something like that. And he laughed and said for… for now,” her mouth curled in displeasure, “really the gall of that man!”

Slowly, I parted the bathrobe and found her large, naked breasts — she wasn’t even wearing a bra. While she kept talking I gently cupped her them, loving the soft feel of them and played with her nipples that quickly hardened.

“And then… and then he got up, said I wanted to be a bad girl, and before I knew it, he was kissing me! And groping my butt!”

She was breathing heavier, while I kept paying attention to her nipples.

“And… and how did it feel?” I asked.

Silence answered me. Then she bit her lower-lip and said: “I guess… I guess it turned me on. A little.”

“God, you’re hot!” I kissed her again, I needed more of this wonderful woman!

I opened the bathrobe the rest of the way — she wasn’t wearing panties either — and tenderly touched her pussy.

She was already wet.

I didn’t comment on this, just slid a finger into her and enjoyed the sharp intake of breath she took.

“It freaked me out though,” she admitted, “mhm, that feels good… I don’t-don’t know how long we kissed but it… ah… it got too much, and I just had to get out of there.”

“That’s so hot,” I whispered in her ear. I was kinda repeating myself but I couldn’t really think of anything else to say. Another finger slipped up into her warm, wet folds and my thumb found her clit, and she rewarded me with a lustful moan.

“I wish I could have seen it,” I continued while pleasuring her, “you, beautiful, strong, sexy letting yourself be kissed by that big, lazy, lumbering dolt. Real-life beauty and the beast-situation.”

“Only ’cause you want it,” she reminded me — or reassured herself, maybe.

“Oh yeah, it was just what I wanted!” I agreed.

“Good. Then stop talking and make love to me!” she demanded. And what kind of husband would I be if I refused?



Jia

David was snoring slightly beside me but I couldn’t fall asleep. We’d gone to bed not long after our love-making, even though it was still early. David had been worn out, it seemed.

Sleep eluded me though. All manner of thoughts and images kept turning in my head. Mostly the kiss, well the second kiss, and my reaction to it. I had expected to be detached from it all… well, honestly, I hadn’t expected to be kissing him at all! And that was another thing that was frightening. I was a lot less in control than I should be… should have been.

As David had pointed out, Tom was hardly in my league. I worked hard to take care of myself; excersising, eating right, more creams and lotions than David could ever understand… Tom on the other hand didn’t seem to work hard at anything. Well, except seducing his boss’ wife.

No, scratch that. He didn’t even work hard at seducing me either! He just expected me to be grateful for a kiss and a peek at his tattooed arms with the large, rippling muscles…

I was getting side-tracked and forced myself to refocus. Actually, his arms weren’t that special either. I’d been hit on by guys ten times hotter at the gym more times than I could count, and I’d always just ignored them. What was going on with this particular guy?

Should we stop here before someone got hurt? It seemed the wiser. But David was so excited about our new game! And I had promised him… even if he had been asleep and didn’t know about it.

And the sex was… definitely better this way. David had been really been fired up, and that fire spread to me. I’d climaxed twice before he finished, and they had both been hard… intense.

Well, we could continue the game a little longer. What was the harm? We loved each other, and that’s all that mattered.

End Part I

Thanks for reading so far.

I hope you enjoyed it.

I do want to point out though, that I know next to nothing about Korean or corporate American culture, so I’ve taken liberties along the way. I hope this doesn’t insult anyone, as this was never my intent.

How Far is Too Far? chapter 02

==============================

Work the day after Jia’s and Tom’s strange and exciting rendezvous was dull, and I was already looking forward till next Wednesday. Tom seemed rather nervous but I pretended not to notice, and as the day wore on, he relaxed.

Half an hour before I was off, I got a text from Jia. I opened in the privacy of my office and was treated to a nice image of her delicious ass. It was in a black skirt but she held it up, letting me see her long smooth leg and a glimpse of a pair of black panties.

Underneath it said: “Not just for you anymore” and a winky emoji.

“God, Jia,” I gasped. I loved how she leaned into this teasing-angle. She was amazing!

I studied the picture excessively, admiring the curve of her ass, her golden skin-tone, her strong legs… and I imagined Tom’s huge hands groping it, squeezing it. In my mind, she was pressing her ass into his fingers, letting him explore as he pleased.

It was an insanely hot image, and it was everything I wanted from her. My heart was beating crazy fast, and I was almost drooling like a horny teenager.

How to reply though?

I could just reply, as I did last time, that she was hot — which she was — and that I loved the message — which I did. But I could come up with something better, I was sure of that.

[Youre so hot, he couldnt keep his hands away!!!] I wrote with shaking hands and pressed send. That let her know that I liked it — AND that I was thinking about yesterday. Honestly, I’d been thinking about yesterday a whole lot.

I tried to focus on work but I kept looking at my phone, wondering if she’d reply. A couple of minutes later, it vibrated and I immediately snatched it up and read the text from my wife.

[I can still feel his big, big hands on my butt.] it said. My heart was going a hundred miles an hour and I couldn’t sit still.

While I was trying to compose a reply, a new message come: ‘HUGE really’ it just said. There was no doubt in my mind that she wasn’t talking about hands. The clear implication that my wife was thinking about the size of another man’s cock was driving me crazy.

[Im sure he can still feel your ass too] I wrote.

[And he misses it!!!] I added. Just for good measure. And why wouldn’t he?

She took her sweet time replying but when it finally showed up it made me groan in excitement.

[He’ll just have to wait for Wednesday.] and two winking smileys and one with a halo.

“Oh shit, oh wow,” I breathed. She was going for a repeat performance on Wednesday! I had hoped she would, of course, but it was insane to get it confirmed.

[Were ALL looking forward to it!!!] I answered, letting her know I was SO on board.

[As you should.] came her short response. Was she mad? That I was insinuating that she was also looking forward to it? Did I push too far too fast? She’d seemed to be into it, after all.

[I love you] I texted her nervously and added a heart and a smiling emoji.

[I love you too.] she replied with three hearts. Okay, good, she wasn’t mad. Now I just needed the time to pass so I could get home to her!

While still checking my phone regularly (It was possible (though maybe not probable) I could overhear the vibrations when I was busy with work), I managed to focus on my work for the next 20 minutes until I could get out of the office. Sadly, no new messages came.



“I love you so much!” I told her and kissed her. I’d just gotten home and had found her in the kitchen where the food was almost done.

“I love you too,” she grinned at me, her face lightening up.

“You’re just… so amazing!” I had to let her know.

“Well,” she said and tilted her head teasingly, “glad you’ve noticed.”

“And I want you so bad…” I whispered into her ear.

She cast a quick glance at the stove, turned it off and pushed the pot of rice off the heat and shut off the oven.

“It’ll keep…” she said with the sexiest smile I’d ever seen. It took a second before I caught her meaning, and then we rushed off to the bedroom, shedding clothes on the way.

Less than five minutes after I’d entered my house, I was buried to the hilt in my incredible wife, making her cry out in arousal.

I was definitely not the only one who enjoyed our little game, I thought as I pushed myself into her again and again. She was on her back, legs wrapped around me, her long hair spread as a halo around her head. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open and making all manners of pleasurable noises.

“Tom misses your ass,” I told her and she moaned loudly in reply.

“He wants to grope you again… and kiss you again!” I continued. Talking like this was among the most erotic things I’d ever done. Only, I was worried I’d go too far, so i tried to reign it in… at least a little.

“Yesss…” she sighed. I bent down and kissed her and she hungrily kissed me back.

“He wants you…” I said.

“Of course he does!” she answered, “he… ah! he wants to take me away from you. Oh yes…”

“Ahh…” I grunted.

“Do you like that? That he’s… AH! That he’s trying to steal your wife away from you? Your woman!” she wondered while I kept thrusting into her.

“It’s fucking hot. I have the sexiest woman on the planet… and he’s got squat… He can just watch… and be jealous…”

“Mhm… he’s done a little more than… watching though…” she reminded me.

“Ah, yes… God, that was sexy…”

“Tell me, David, nae sarang… what… what do you want to happen?” she asked, her eyes suddenly serious and focused on mine.

“I want you to cum… and then I want to cum,” I answered honestly.

She gave me a playful slap on my arm, “with this whole Tom-situation!” she exclaimed, “he’ll want more, you know that!”

“I ahh… I don’t… know…” Well, that was kinda a lie. I did know what I want, but I wasn’t ready to tell her. She already knew though, I figured, since she’d been on that discord-server and seen what I was into.

“You don’t know?” she wondered doubtfully, “after… all this, you… don’t know?”

I didn’t reply for a good, long while. Instead I focused on her; how sexy she looked, how wonderful she felt, how much I loved her.

I wanted to tell her. I wanted to say the words.

Just the thought of it made my arousal triple, and I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer. I hammered into her faster and faster, while trying to gather the courage to say what she already knew.

“I want… I want you to let him fuck you…” I whispered into her ear, admitting my twisted desire to her.

She looked at me, her mouth open and breathing hard, but her eyes filled with love and understanding.

Our mouths met in a long, intense kiss.

And I came in a thunderous orgasm.



“So, ehm… a situation is developing,” Jia told me. Her language always got more uptight when she was nervous, so I instantly paid attention to her. It was Saturday night, and neither of us had mentioned Tom or anything like that since my… confession Thursday night.

I still had very mixed feelings about that. For one, Jia hadn’t cum, and that stung. I’d always prided myself on letting her get hers, but when I’d… said those words… I just couldn’t hold back anymore. It had felt so good to finally say it! Even though she probably already knew.

Then the post-nut clarity had hit, and I’d felt odd and embarrassed. Jia had been understanding and loving, of course, and we’d just cuddled without talking about… that.

“Yeah? What is it, dear?” I asked and put my phone away. Jia had put some silly show on the television but we were both sitting with our phones, unwinding after a rather productive Saturday. She’d been in the garden, and I’d been cleaning as well as preparing some notes for a meeting on Monday.

“Easier if I just show you,” she mumbled and scooted closer to me on the couch, showing me her phone.

It was her instagram-profile, more specific an image of her in a bathing-suit. A damn sexy picture, to be honest, that I’d taken a couple of years ago at the beach. The suit was red and deeply cut, showing off her golden boobs and the angle gave the viewer an easy look down her cleavage.

“Yeah, you’re hot,” I agreed, “but I already knew that.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and we both laughed.

“Look at this latest comment,” she instructed and pointed my attention away from her delicious curves and down to the comment-section. Where a user named Big_Tom82 had posted: ‘I’m whistling at you right now!!!’

“What? Whistling?” I asked, a little confused, though the meaning was hard to miss. She blushed a little, her golden skin growing darker.

“Just a little… inside joke,” she said.

They had inside jokes? Was that worrying? It was arousing but it also made me feel… strange. Outside. Mostly aroused though.

“Well, he whistled at me one time when I came to the office, and when I told him off about it, he said I should take it as a compliment,” she quickly explained, “but that’s not the point. I didn’t think it was a good idea for people too see Tom of all people leave thirsty comments on my insta-pics. People at your office might talk, and I doubt Grover would get it.”

Grover was the district-manager and my direct supervisor. And no, he would most definitely not understand.

“You’re right,” I nodded, “I’ll talk to him—”

“Oh, I already did,” she mumbled and opened their chat.

Jia: You shouldn’t comment on my pictures.

Big_Tom82: cant put up pics like those and expect a guy not to react babe

Jia: And how do you think my husband, YOUR BOSS, will think about your horny comments?!?

Big_Tom82: aww worried hubby will find out about us?

Jia: There’s nothing to find out! Just stop leaving comments on my pictures.

Big_Tom82: nothing huh?

Bib_Tom82: Seem to me like there was something

Big_Tom82: I can stop but youll have to send me something to look at then

Jia: What are you talking about?

Big_Tom82: u know something sweet

Big_Tom82: something not on ur insta my own private pics.

That’s how far the conversation went. She’d gotten the last message half an hour ago.

I read the few lines of text again and again, trying to get a hold of my emotions. Them talking like this was… and him demanding pictures of MY wife was… and the fact that she hadn’t told him off was making me shake with nervous arousal.

“You could just block him, you know?” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. I was still embarrassed about what I’d said last time we made love and didn’t want her to know how strongly this affected me.

“I could,” she agreed and studied my face. I forced myself to meet her eyes, and I was sure she knew what I was thinking.

“Where’s the fun in that though?” she added after a long moment’s silence and bit her lip in a most endearing fashion.

“You mean…?” I asked, mouth dry.

“If you want me to,” she said, “only if you want me to.”

Did I want her to? Of course, I did, but it was insane! We’d be handing damning material to a guy who was certainly no friend of mine. Not exactly a rival — not professionally, at least, but still one I needed to keep an eye on.

“No… no face,” I mumbled without looking at her. That way we could keep it under control, at least somewhat.

She gave me a kiss and left me alone in the living-room, her silly show still on. She was going to take pictures… right? It had to be that.

Shit, she just left me alone to make dirty pics for her… well, whatever he was. I felt light-headed and worried and so, so confused. I wanted this but I felt so… I couldn’t even describe it to myself.

I sat on the couch for… like 30 minutes, wondering what to do. Should I follow her, maybe watch her take that picture — or pictures! Even help her perhaps? Or should I stay? She hadn’t invited me along but shouldn’t I be a part of… this?

Finally, I got up and went to our bedroom where Jia was on the bed in her night-dress, using her phone.

“Oh, hi, nae sarang,” she smiled when she saw me.

“So?” I asked as I stepped into the room and sat down on the bed.

“So?” she repeated, her smile wider and more teasing than ever.

“Well, you never came back! What happened? The pictures?! Did you do it?” I exclaimed. God, she was such a tease.

“I did as you wanted, yeah,” she nodded, “and then I’ve been… chatting a little with my new admirer.” She blushed as she said that last part but there was an excited glint in her eyes.

“Just as I wanted, huh? So you don’t enjoy teasing that great, big creep?” I inquired, “what have you been chatting about?”

“Well… maaaybe…” she admitted, grinning but completely ignored my question about their chat.

“Shit, you’re so hot, honey! Let me see!”

“I don’t know, David,” she said, her brows furrowing. She began playing with her nose-stud.

“What?” I demanded. I wanted to see those pictures, and I wanted to see what they’d been saying to one another. We were in this together, damnit!

“Well, it’s just… he asked for something just for him… so it doesn’t seem fair to let you see them too,” she explained and looked at me intensely.

“I… I… you won’t let me see the… the naughty pictures you sent to… to Tom?” I stammered incredulously.

“No…” she said slowly and sat up and crawled next to me, “how does that make you feel…?” She put her hand on my crotch and easily felt the hard outline of my erection.

“Pretty good it seems,” she said without waiting for an answer.

“Christ, Jia,” I mumbled as she opened my pants and started stroking my dick, first through my boxers but then she lowered them, getting her little fingers around my hardon. Her hands were so soft that I couldn’t focus on anything else.

“I can tell you that Tom really appreciated my photos… Really appreciated them,” she told me in a naughty voice.

“Oh God…” I gasped.

Still rubbing me she pulled up her phone, though held it at such an angle that I couldn’t see the screen.

“Do you want to know what he said?” she wondered, stoking the fires of my arousal.

“Please, yes…” I all but begged.

She split her attention between slowly stroking my hard dick and controlling her phone one-handed.

“Let’s see… you’re sure you can handle hearing what another man said about your wife? Not everyone would like that, you know…” she commented in a teasing voice without slowing down her strokes.

Her teasing was making me crazy, and my dick loved her attention, her slow strokes that kept the fire burning but didn’t send me over the edge.

“Please…” I asked meekly.

“If you’re sure,” she shrugged, “when he got the first pic, he wrote: [yeah thats what im talking about]. Not good with apostrophes, is he? Or punctuation, at all, really,” she remarked somewhat crassly, the librarian in her suddenly emerging.

My sex-crazed mind was trying to keep up with the naughty words another man was sending her… and her disappointment with his grammar.

“I… I guess not,” I mumbled, “but… but he liked the picture.” I tried getting her back on track.

“Hmm. Yeah, I guess that’s what’s important,” she agreed. Then she shot me an indignant look and added: “Of course he liked the picture! My boobs in the black bra, and he would disapprove? I think not!”

“No… no, of course not,” I nodded, “so you gave him a cleavage-shot huh? God, it must have been hot…”

“It was,” she smiled down at me, “and you can’t see it…”

“Christ, Jia…” I gasped and my dick jerked at her words. When did she become so good at teasing?! She felt it, I was sure, and paid extra mind to my erection for a little while, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“You want the rest of the texts, or is it too much?” she wondered after having listened to me groan for a good while. I had no idea how long though, I had lost all track of time.

“Please, I want it all!”

“Well, I sent another picture — that you can’t see either — and he sent back: [wowza that ass looks divine cant wait for wednesday]. I guess, he assumes we’re— oh,” she interrupted herself and stopped her hand as well.

“What?” I asked.

“He.. ehm, he… he just sent me a picture…” she fumbled with the words.

“Of what?” I asked and tried to sit up and see the screen but she moved it out of my view.

“Well… of himself, really. Just in… boxers… Well, it’s mostly his… well, his…” she stopped speaking and just showed me the phone.

An image of a man filled the screen, or rather the lower part of a man. A heavy-set man who was slowly losing the fight against his beer-gut, with large, powerful thighs and a tattoo snaking its way up the arm that was in view.

Tom in other words. And what caught my attention — and what I knew had caught Jia’s attention as well — was the outline of something large down his right thigh.

A cock. A huge, fucking cock.

He was pulling his boxers tight around it so it stood out clear and impossible not to spot.

“Jeez…” I gasped, more than impressed despite my disdain for the man.

Jia looked from me to the phone and back again. Then a smile slowly spread on her full lips and she leaned down to whisper in my ear: “Do you want to… finish… while I look at my new picture?” She squeezed my dick that was ready to explode.

“I… I…” Of course I did! But I didn’t really want to say that. It was too embarrassing.

“Yes or no, David,” she demanded and released my dick, leaving it alone and desperate for her touch. She had the most insufferable glint in her eyes — one that told me she enjoyed putting me on the spot like this!

“Yes,” I admitted, “I do.”

“Mhm, I thought you might,” she said and grasped my dick again.

“Oh yes!” I gasped.

“It’s… it’s quite… quite big, isn’t it?” she asked me, taking her eyes of the screen to look at me, again gauging my reaction.

“I… I guess,” I said.

“You guess? Do you want to see it again?” she teased me.

“No… I’m… I’ll…” My mouth couldn’t form words anymore. The sheer eroticism of Jia studying another man’s dick while she was stroking mine was making my brain short-circuit.

“Quite… biiig…” she said slowly, and finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I thrust up into her hand and exploded, sending waves of cum shooting up into the air before they fell down on my crotch, pants and shirt from my stomach to my chest… and on Jia’s hand.

“Fuuuuck…” I gasped as I bathed in the orgasm, one of the most powerful I had ever felt.

Jia wiped her hand on my shirt and laid down next to me, her head on my shoulder.

“You liked it?” she asked, all innocently, like she hadn’t just teased an insanely powerful orgasm out of me by talking about another man’s size.

“I… yeah,” I sighed, though I started to feel that shame once again.

We lay a while in silence, just enjoying each other.

“You know, it’s probably photo-shopped,” I had to say.

“Hmm?” Jia asked, apparently not following my line of thought.

“The picture. The… the one he sent you. It’s probably photo-shopped,” I repeated.

“You think so?” she wondered.

I didn’t. Not really. Tom wouldn’t know how to do something as sophisticated as that, I was fairly sure.

“Maybe,” I shrugged, feeling pretty insecure. Maybe it was Jia’s obvious interest in that big bulge, maybe the fact that I had cum (and cum hard) to her admiring that bulge, maybe it was just male ego that made me say it.

“Maybe,” she agreed and we cuddled without saying much.



Jia

I needed a second opinion. I was too involved and David was too caught up in his fantasies to look at his with even a shred of objectivity or clear judgment. I couldn’t talk to my family, of course, they’d never understand, not even my older sister Nari who was more… worldly than the rest of them.

The internet had been a help, of course. There were entire forums and lots of subreddits dedicated to this kind of lifestyle, but while they gave me some insight into the whys (and a lot of ideas as to the hows) of my husband’s kink, they still didn’t know our situation. And I didn’t want to ask horny internet-strangers whether or not I should try to live out this fantasy. I could guess what they’d answer, the perverts.

That was why Monday I knocked on the open door to Madison Turner’s small office and stepped inside. It had been almost a week since Tom and I had gotten… a little more intimate than was the idea, and Wednesday was fast approaching.

Technically, Madison was my boss but in reality she was my favourite colleague and one of my best friends. She was a pretty woman a little older than me with long, honey-blonde hair and intense, green eyes.

The office was very small and very messy. Books of all kinds; instruction-manuals, children’s books and novels lay spread around her desk, mixed with papers of various kinds and the bookcase behind her was filled with binders in various colours.

“Hey Jia,” she said and looked away from the computer for a short second, “any trouble?”

“No,” I answered, “well, yes, but not with…” I gestured out the open door to the rest of the library, “can we talk?”

“Of course,” she answered and gave me more attention.

“About something… private?” I clarified, feeling awfully nervous. How would I even breach the subject of mine and David’s… illicit desires? Or… David’s desires at any rate.

“Of course,” she said again and finally gave me her full attention, leaning forward, a curious expression on her bespectacled face.

I closed the door behind me and sat down in the chair in front of her desk, trying to figure out how to start.

“So…?” she asked, raising her eye-brows.

“it’s a bit personal,” I squirmed, trying to find the best way to bring it up, “but… well…” I ran out of words, and she looked at me with concern.

“It is something with David?” she wondered.

“Yes,” I admitted, looking into her eyes through her cat-eye glasses.

“Is he sick?”

“No…” Not the kind of sick she was thinking of at least, “it’s… okay, it’s about… sex.” I blushed at the admission. Thankfully, it’s harder to tell with my dark skin.

“Oh.” She sat back in her office-chair, caught off guard.

“David has… has this kind of fantasy, okay? And he wants to live it out. And… in a way I do too… but I’m worried it’ll change our relationship, somehow.”

“O-kay,” Madison said slowly and nodded, “and this fantasy… is it… safe?”

“I… well, physically, yeah, I guess,” I shrugged.

“And you won’t tell me what it is?”

I didn’t. Not really. But how was she going to give me any meaningful advice, if I didn’t?

“David… wants me to sleep with one of his employees,” I said simply. There it was.

“Oh.” Was that all she had to say?

“Long story short, this employee, Tom, wasn’t doing his job properly, so David told him to stay late Wednesdays, when he’s also staying late. And…” I paused. How had all this madness started?

“And?” Madison asked. Impatient much? Let me tell the story!

“And well, I usually bring David dinner Wednesdays, right? ’Cause he’s staying late. And that day, Tom apparently checked me out when I was leaving, and David caught him doing it. Only instead of getting angry, he… he got turned on. And we had sex when he got home. Since then I’ve… kinda dressed up every Wednesday. For them.” The words tumbled out of my mouth — It was like now that I’d begun I wanted it all over with at once.

“Okay. A little harmless fun?” Madison wondered, and I blushed harder.

“That’s how it started. Then… well, I don’t know how but the stakes got upped, you know? Some talking, some flirting… and last Wednesday, we… we kissed.”

“Really?” Madison’s eyebrows were so high, they were almost at her hair-line, “and David knows?”

I nodded, looking down.

“And he’s okay with it?” she asked, carefully neutral.

“More than okay, actually,” I admitted, still looking down, feeling an intense shame on my husband’s behalf. Oh my, if he knew I was talking to Madison about this! He’d be mortified.

“But he wants more?” she guessed. Well, yes, I’d already said as much.

I said nothing but simply nodded.

“And what do you want, Jia?” she asked, her tone very mild.

“I… I want my husband to be happy. That’s… that’s my priority,” I said, finally meeting her eyes again.

“And you’re not sure if sleeping with this other man will make him happy?” she asked shrewdly, “you’re worried he’s not careful with what he wishes for, as the saying goes?”

“Yes, precisely. I mean, maybe he wants it now but what if he changes his mind? After? Then…” I shrugged helplessly.

“Yeah, that makes sense,” she nodded.

“So what should I do?” I asked, throwing out my arms.

“Well, I think there’s something you should take into your considerations,” Madison said and held my eyes.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“I…”

“I know your husband wants you to sleep with this guy, but do you want to?” she asked sternly. She had captured my eyes, and I couldn’t look away.

“I…” Oh dear, my face felt so hot! If this had been a cartoon, steam would have been coming out of my ears, and in one of David’s animes I would be sweating huge drops down my face.

“You’re maybe on the same page as your husband?” my friend asked, correctly gauging the source of my embarrassment.

I shrugged weakly, not willing to admit to anything.

“You want my advice?” she asked.

“Of course.” This was what I was here for after all.

“Live a little. If you want it, and if David wants it, then enjoy your life! But,” and she held up a warning finger, “make sure you’re both on the same page all the way. Make sure he can’t afterwards complain that you didn’t listen to him. Make him tell you what he wants, don’t just guess. I know David, and he can be a little vague. No offence…”

“None taken. You really think this is the right thing to do?”

“What’s the right thing? Just don’t end up all ‘it might have been’ eh?”

“Whittier,” I replied, with a little smile. She enjoyed giving me quotes that she felt I ought to know. That wasn’t even a difficult one.

“Atta girl,” she smiled.




Tuesday night found me feeling pretty antsy. Tomorrow was… so unknown. What would happen? I had no idea. Somehow, I had lost control — and to Tom, of all people! Not that there was anything wrong with Tom, he was just… not my type. To put it mildly. Older, out of shape… and my husband’s subordinate, for crying out loud! He should be wrapped around my finger, eager to do my bidding, and yet here we were.

Over these last weeks, things had certainly… escalated, and not in a way I had really intended. Not planned for, at least. Last Wednesday, when he had kissed me and touched me had been… well, it hadn’t been the plan.

David’s reaction had been all I needed to keep going though. I was finally giving him what he needed. And Madison’s advice had been sound. Live a little indeed.

The picture Tom had sent me had cemented the fact that David’s kink was real and powerful. Especially when I… when I pointed out Tom’s… endowment. He’d certainly liked that.

I did feel bad for him though. He seemed so embarrassed by his needs. That ridiculous line about photo-shop? Please. And how he couldn’t even look at me after he’d admitted that he wanted me to sleep with Tom? Well, hopefully he’d get over it… if we kept playing this strange game of his.

Not that I planned on sleeping with Tom. I didn’t. But I could tease the both of them from here to eternity, and they’d love it.

But… well… I didn’t plan on sleeping with Tom, and I didn’t want to. I didn’t. On the other hand, I hadn’t planned on kissing him either, and yet here we were.

Which was why I was wearing my sexy, red bra— and panties-set that David so loved, and why I was putting on too much make-up right now. I knew how much he adored my eyes, and a healthy dose of eye-shadow accentuate them and red lipstick would drive the poor man insane. I needed to seduce my husband tonight, and this look would easily accomplish that.

“Hello honey,” I murmured as I stepped into the bedroom in my slutty get-up, where he was already in bed, checking his phone.

“Wow, JIA!” he gasped, clearly caught off guard. I gave him a sultry smile and crawled into bed, in under his duvet and up upon him, my butt resting against his crotch.

“I… God, you look amazing!” he marveled and slid his hands around me.

“What, this old thing?” I grinned and pushed my chest out towards him, forcing his eyes to my boobs.

“Uh-huh,” he and leaned forward, kissing the bra-cups right above my nipples.

“You approve then?” I wondered, as if there was any doubt. For good measure I rubbed my butt against his already hardening penis.

“Of course!” he grinned, “you look amazing!” His eyes were roaming my body, looking everywhere at once.

“You think Tom would think so too?” I carefully whispered into his ear.

“God yes!” he gasped, his eyes huge.

“Mhm, yeah, I think so too… he really like groping my butt last week…” I said in a low voice and took his hands and led them down to my backside, where he instantly started exploring my round globes.

“Of course!” my darling husband agreed, “it’s perfect.”

“Mhm…” I kissed him while my hands caressed his chest and shoulders. We both got lost in the moment, just enjoying each other’s bodies. It didn’t take long before his member was making a tent in his boxers, poking into me.

I opened my bra and revealed my breasts to him, and it took him about a second until he had his lips wrapped around a nipple, sucking it into his mouth. It sent a wave of electricity though my body, and I sighed loudly and kissed him again.

“Of course,” I said when I broke the kiss, “you don’t mind Tom groping my butt, do you?”

“N-no,” he admitted, his arousal overruling his embarrassment but I could easily feel how his fingers dug into my bottom. Instead of looking at me, he attacked my other nipple, even introducing it to his teeth. I took a sharp intake of breath as arousal spread out from my breast to the rest of my body… and ended in my nether regions.

“In fact, you like that Tom now know what my butts feels like, don’t you?” I continued.

“God, honey,” he groaned, releasing my nipple — but didn’t answer.

“Don’t you, nae sarang?” I insisted and caught his eyes, trying to act all stern.

He swallowed hard and nodded, his mouth open and panting, his eyes shining with desire. Underneath me, he was dry-humping his hardness into my panty-clad crotch, trying desperately to find some purchase, some relief. He was really into this. He really wanted this… I had to keep going.

Not that it was much of a sacrifice, actually, as I found myself sharing his excitement. There was something about this fantasy of his that was arousing… and to watch him get so aroused was contagious. His excitement fed my own until I wanted it as much as him. Or almost, at least.

I kissed him hard and quick.

“Say it,” I bade him, keeping my eyes on his, reading his reaction.

He closed his eyes and groaned, and for a split-second I worried I had messed up, gone too far.

“I like that… that he, that Tom knows how… how your ass feels,” he said, his voice coarse. Then he opened his eyes, looking up at me, his face a mix of shame and lust.

I kissed him again, and while our tongues intermingled, I reached down and pulled his boxers down and my panties to the side. He immediately started thrusting up against me, but I had to grab his penis and guide it up into me.

“Ahhhh…” we both groaned as he slid into me, unhindered as I was more ready than I had anticipated.

I took a hold of his shoulders and rode him hard, and he met my movements with strong thrusts up into me, and it felt sooo good. We quickly found a rhythm.

The sounds of our grunts, sighs and moans and that of our bodies coming together filled the room, and I lost myself in the sensations my husband so expertly awoke in me. He filled me so nicely, we fit together so well.

“Oh, oh, David…” he soon had me gasping. The well-known and welcome electric feeling was gathering in my pleasure-spots. I was almost there, soon my darling husband would give me that orgasmic high I needed.

“Yeah… yeah…” he answered.

“You feel… so good,” I moaned, “yes, yes, yes, right there! More!”

Pleasure exploded through me and I gave a last, sharp moan as I came.

“Oh fuck, Jia!” he grunted and hammered up into me a couple of times before he grunted loudly and released his seed into me.

It had been a fast round but it had been so nice.



David

We stayed like that for a minute until she crawled off me and laid next to me, her head on my shoulder. Her warmth and the small weight of her were honestly so comforting.

“Ahh…” I sighed contently. This had been just what I needed. Honestly, I had been feeling a little anxious about tomorrow — it was Wednesday, after all, but trust Jia to put my mind at ease. She was good. We were good. All was good.

I was so relaxed, I might as well close my eyes, if only for a second…

“You know,” she said slowly before I could drift off, “tomorrow is Wednesday.”

Suddenly, I was wide awake again. I turned my head and looked at her, wondering where she was going with this.

“So it is…” I acknowledged, not really sure how else to respond.

“Mhm-hm. And I have a feeling Tom is looking forward to it…” she said, carefully watching my reaction. Her words jump-started my heart that started beating like crazy.

“I… I bet he is,” I agreed, once I found my voice.

“And last Wednesday, things… got a little out of hand,” she admitted, “but you seemed to like that. And the next day when we made love, you said you wanted me to… well, you remember.”

I did. I felt my face grow red at the memory.

“Well, I just want to… ehm… I want to know what you… expect? from tomorrow? No, that’s not the right word. What you’ll accept, is maybe better,” she explained hesitantly. She seemed to struggle with the words but I got the gist.

“You mean… what you would be ‘allowed’ to do?” I clarified, making air quotes around the word.

“Yes, I guess that’s what I’m asking. Only, it’s not like I want to sleep with him or anything… I don’t!” she quickly assured me, though there was something in her voice… She shrugged and looked down, “it’s just… I don’t want to cross any lines I shouldn’t.”

“I understand,” I nodded slowly.

Lines not to cross? Well, what did I want to happen? Honestly, I was glad I’d just gotten my nut off, otherwise I probably wouldn’t be able to think straight right now. Wait, was that why we’d just have sex — so she could ask me this question without horniness clouding my mind? It was! God, she was amazing. So considerate!

“So?” she asked impatiently when I didn’t answer.

“I’m thinking,” I said slowly. So what did I want to happen — or rather, not to happen? Did I want her to fuck him? I imagined my beautiful, pure wife under the massive weight of the office-fool, him grunting away between her spread legs, his enormous tool fucking her like she’d never been before, her face contorted in ecstasy as he brought her to new heights of pleasure.

Did I want that? Fuck yeah!

“Tomorrow, I…” I said, looking into her eyes so she could read the truth in my words, “I want you to do with Tom as you please. I don’t have any limitations or… or conditions. If you want to sleep with him or anything else, go for it. I’m onboard. As long as you love me, that’s all I want.”

Wow, did I really just say that? My hands were shaking and my dick was growing again. It was such a rush to admit these twisted desires — and she was so understanding. I loved this woman so much.

“You’re sure? You’re absolutely sure? Once we ring this bell, it can’t exactly become unrung,” she pointed out.

“I can’t explain it. I mean, I’m horrified that you should end up preferring him to me, or that word’ll get out and I’ll be the laughing stock of the company or of our friends… but at the same time, there’s literally nothing in the world I would want more than for… for this to happen.”

Was this really happening? It’d been a fantasy for so long, but wow… to live it was something else entirely. Thank God Jia was so honest and true — nothing or no-one would ever come between us.

“You’re really sure?” she asked with a very serious expression on her face.

“I am,” I nodded.

“Then stop saying ‘this’ or ‘it’. Call if for what it is,” she demanded. Was this a test or something? If so, it was an easy one.

“There’s literally nothing in the world I would want more than for you to… to let Tom fuck you and… and turn me into your cuck,” I said slowly, and although I fumbled some of the words, she believed me. I could see it in her eyes.

“I don’t know if… if I can go all the way,” she admitted, “but I’ll… I’ll try to make your dream or fantasy or whatever come true. I just hope we aren’t making a big mistake.”

I just smiled at her and drew her into my embrace and kissed her.

“Just be honest with me, and we’ll be fine,” I promised her.

“Always,” she said, and we kissed some more.



Next day lasted forever. Jia had been all innocent smile and good vibes when I kissed her goodbye and left for work.

I managed to avoid Tom — which was so easy that I suspected he was also avoiding me — and just focus on my work. That wasn’t nearly as easy. A million scenarios kept entering my mind, ranging from cute and harmless to the worst plot of a porn-flick. Images of Tom, the brute, the most unworthy person imaginably taking his pleasure from my sweet, beautiful Jia, my bride, my woman, the love of my life were constantly playing in my head, while I tried to analyse spreadsheets and manage time-tables.

She’d never been anti-sex but there were a whole lot of things she refused to do — and now she was going to… well, I had no idea what she was going to do! Sleep with another man? Fuck another man?

I kept imagining her bent over a desk, her face twisted in pleasure as he took her in a way she’d never let me do.

And I was so turned on by it! It was somewhat disturbing to realise how much I wanted this fantasy to become a reality but I couldn’t help it. I wanted to be a cuck. Her cuck.

God, I hoped she could still love me and respect me after tonight. If something happened tonight, at any rate. Jia probably wasn’t as far ahead as I was. This had been my fantasy for so long, and she was only just catching up. After all, what had the two of them done? Kissed some and she’d let him feel her up? And here I was imagining them doing the deed.

Most likely nothing would happen, nothing more than a more kissing and petting… and that was fine too! Just the fact that the ball was rolling was more than enough to get me all worked up, and when I got home to her tonight… we were gonna have so much fun!

When Alice popped her head in and said goodnight, I was almost giddy. My blonde secretary gave me an odd look but was smart enough not to dig too deep — she just gave me her pretty smile.

Soon, soon Jia would be here, and whatever was going to happen, would happen. I managed to stay calm and nodded goodnight to Alice — though maybe I wasn’t as cool as I thought ’cause she gave me another strange look as she left.

No matter. Jia would soon be here. She usually got here around six o’clock. It was five now. Then… well, some time with Tom — though the raunchy stuff would most likely happen after she left my office — so… she’d be here, a quarter past six?

The minutes ticked away. Quarter past five, half past, quarter to six, the clock in the lower right of my screen seemed to go slower and slower… The clock on the wall as well.

Twenty minutes past six, the door finally opened and my beautiful Jia walked through it. And holy moly, she was a sight for sore eyes!

She was wearing a canary-yellow shirt, a rather tight one that stretched invitingly across her well-built chest and a loose, black skirt that reached around mid-thigh and black shoes with decent heels and a small, black bag across her shoulder. Not a slutty get-up by any means, but definitely one that made a guy take notice.

Her long, beautiful hair was pulled back from her face and tied in some sort of intricate knot at the nape of her neck… though as she slowly made her way into my office, I noticed more than a few strands were loose and hung down the side of her head or pointed out from it. How had that happened? Had my orderly wife missed them when she fixed her hair, or had something happened? Something with Tom, perhaps?

Her face was beautiful made-up with silvery eye-shadow and black, heavy eyelashes and dark lips. Was the lip-stick smeared a bit? Hard to tell.

Something had happened! I was sure of it. But I had to play this cool. I couldn’t let her see how freaked out I was, she might think I was getting cold feet. Stay cool, stay cool…

“There you are,” she smiled at me and waved the plastic-bag she held in her hand, presumably holding my dinner, “working hard?” The words were so ordinary, as if nothing had changed over the last weeks, like we were like we always were. And yet, there was something teasing to her smile, something… knowing.

“Hey honey,” I forced my voice to remain calm as I greeted her warmly and got up and hugged her. She put the plastic-bag on my table and eagerly wrapped her arms around me and hugged me back, clinging to me.

But when I moved to kiss her, she dodged my mouth so my lips only connected with her cheek.

I raised my eye-brows in a really?-manner, and she nodded slowly at me while keeping eye-contact, wordlessly letting me know that she’d been kissed again.

“How’s Tom?” I asked, my heart in my throat, my palms sweaty all of a sudden… and my dick begging for attention.

“Oh, Tom is good,” she whispered slowly in my ear.

“Wow, Jia,” I gasped, not knowing what else to say. This was all so much, so arousing!

“Are you alright?” she asked, a note of worry creeping into her voice, “I mean, are you sure you want… this?”

“God yes! You’re fantastic,” I assured her and kept the mantra going. Stay cool, stay cool, stay cool. If I didn’t freak out now, there was no ends to the possibilities.

“Okay, then I better get back out to… then I better let you get back to work,” she corrected herself and winked at me, as unsubtle as possible.

“Okay. Yeah,” I said and watched as her ass swayed out of my office until she closed the door behind her with a “see you at home” and a wave of her hand.

Wait, why did she close the door? Did she want privacy? Didn’t she want me to sneak out and overhear — maybe even watch?

What should I do? Honour my wife’s wish — if that was indeed her wish! — or satisfy my need to see what was happening?

I tried to stay behind, I really did but my mind was so filled with images of Jia and Tom together that it was impossible to sit still. I took my dinner out of the bag — a couple of sandwiches and began eating, trying to distract myself.

What was happening out there? Were they kissing? Would she let him fuck her? Here? The only place other than a bed she’d ever had sex in, was on our couch, so it would be a giant leap to do it in the office but I had no idea what she would and wouldn’t do anymore.

After maybe 10 minutes, I couldn’t sit still anymore. I put my half-eaten sandwich down and got up and as silently as possible I opened the door and crept out into the greater office-space. I stayed still, trying to hear anything… kissing noises or… maybe something else, something more intense.

But there were no sounds. Quiet as a mouse, I went to the line of cubicles behind Tom’s and moved down it, keeping my ears peeled.

Nothing. I carefully peeked up above the cubicle-walls — Tom’s computer was running and a half-open tin-foil package lay on his desk, as if he was about to eat dinner. Looked like a sandwich.

Wait, wait, wait. It looked suspiciously like the sandwich I had just been eating. Had she made food for him too? The same food for the both of us?

“Jeez…” I muttered, my head spinning. This seemed significant. Like… like she was putting me and Tom on an even level.

God, I wanted her right now! Despite the pit opening in my stomach, I was so turned on right now. I loved her, I wanted her and I had no idea where she was…

Now what? My first instinct was to go and look for her, but at the same time, I needed to stay hidden. Suddenly stumbling upon my wife doing… something… with my coworker was not a part of the plan — far from it. My need to find out what was going on with my wife and to watch battled my need for secrecy for a little while, but in the end, I went back to my office, like a good cuck.

There I sat, wondering what my wife was doing and watching the closed door, trying to work and debating when I could leave without running into my wife and her (perhaps!) lover.

Then around a quarter past seven — almost an hour since Jia left my office — a text ticked in. From Jia, obviously. It simply read: [It was NOT photo-shopped!]



Jia

David was serious about Tom. Even though it shamed him, he kept wanting it. If I were honest with myself, I had half-expected him to call it quits by now, but no matter how far I went, he only seemed to like it more. There was no way I could expect him to go back to our old ways now. Not if I wanted to make him happy, and I did want that — more than anything, really.

Which was why I had spent more than an hour getting my make-up perfect, choosing a sexy outfit and set my hair — and honestly, I was more than pleased with how the chignon had come out; I looked damn sophisticated, especially with the silvery pin I used to hold it together.

The yellow button-down shirt really complimented my golden skin, and the skirt was short enough to let them see my legs. The open-toed pumps showed off my bright pink nails that matched my finger-nails.

All that sophistication, admittedly, did clash a little with my intention of chatting up my husband’s coworker but that only made it all the naughtier. The Beauty and the Beast, right? I looked good, and the fact that it wasn’t for my husband was crazy. All that time, effort and energy on preparing myself for Tom. But this was where we were, and if it made David happy, it made me happy.

After all, I was only doing it for him.

As I rode the elevator up to my husband’s floor, I couldn’t stop fidgeting with my shirt, my skirt-hem, my nose-stud. I was nervous, but I couldn’t figure out why? Tom? Really? I could handle him. I could. I was smarter than him, hotter, younger. I had my husband. I had an education.

Really, what did he have?

Unbidden and unwelcome, the photo he had sent me entered my mind.

But that enormous bulge in his boxers didn’t matter. If he didn’t behave, I didn’t need him, I had David and he more than satisfied me. I was only doing this for him, so Tom better not be giving me any attitude.

The elevator dinged, and I took a deep breath, steeling myself for… what was to come. Then I stepped out into the office-area, turned a corner and headed down the row of cubicles towards my husband’s office. The clock on the wall said it was five minutes to six, so I had made good time. David would appreciate getting his food at six, like we usually did at home.

I was almost at Tom’s cubicle, and no doubt he had heard me come, as my heels clacked loudly in the quiet office.

“Ah, finally something to brighten up my night,” his gruff voice greeted me, “my Jia-girl, looking good!”

He sat in his office-chair, turned towards me, his beady eyes rushing up and down my body, though they seemed to keep returning to my boobs. Well, there was a lot to look at in that department, if I do say so myself.

“Your Jia-girl?” I asked wryly and stopped at his cubicle, “your Jia-girl?”

“Well, you sure as shit didn’t dress up like that for the pip-squeak in there,” he commented and nodded towards my husband’s office.

Well, in a roundabout way I did, since my David wanted this guy to react to me. But naturally I wasn’t going to explain that to Tom, so I let him think what he wanted and just shrugged. I tried to force my eyes on his but I kept glancing down at his crotch, wondering what was beneath his jeans. Had he really photo-shopped that picture as David claimed?

“No whistle tonight though?” I wondered, trying to distract myself from what may or may not be between his legs. Not that I wanted his demeaning whistle, I certainly didn’t but he should still show me the proper respect. Or lack thereof. Whatever passed for respect to his simple mind.

“Well, I haven’t seen all of you yet,” he pointed out and made a turning motion with his finger, indicating I should do a pirouette. In other words, he wanted to check out my butt. The filthy little goblin.

“Really?” I asked skeptically and crossed my arms across my chest.

“Aw, come on, Jia-girl! It’s all good fun,” he grunted, “go on, you know you want to. Show me that ass — that’s why you got dressed up, ain’t it?”

It was. But still. He shouldn’t order me around like that. I shouldn’t do this.

And yet I found myself slowly turning around, showing my backside to him, looking down in embarrassment.

“Yeah, there’s that sweet Jia-ass I remember,” he smiled and whistled at me, just as I finished turning around.

“Happy now?” I asked, trying to sound as sour as I ought to but it didn’t come out right, and I felt myself flush. My eyes quickly found their traitorous way to his crotch again before I caught myself and forced my gaze down to his shoes. He didn’t seem to notice, fortunately.

“Extremely,” he grunted and got up from his small chair, “and I think you’ve earned yourself a reward.” In one, long step he was up close to me, and I had to fight the impulse to take a step back.

David wants this, I reminded myself and held my ground. His close proximity made it difficult to think, his masculine smell filled my nose and I had to look up to meet his eyes. My heart was beating like mad, and I felt beads of sweat gather on my back. I needed to stay strong though.

“And what kind of reward do you think you can—” I began but got cut off when he bent down and pressed lips against mine. He kissed me hard and intense.

The butterflies in my stomach that had lain dormant exploded into confused, unfocused feelings that left me defenseless against his sudden attack. My pep-talk to myself forgotten, I found myself surrendering to him, even opened my mouth when his tongue pressed against my lips. He pulled me closer into his embrace, wrapping his big arms around me, pinning my own arms against my sides. Not that I tried to resist but we both knew I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. He mushed me against his broad chest and large belly. And I didn’t resist, I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the kiss.

Enjoyed? What was going ON with me? This was for David, remember?!

“You’re such a fine girl, Jia,” he whispered in my ear when our mouths finally parted.

I didn’t answer, I just stood there, getting hugged by this large stranger. And much to my surprised dismay, a growing part of me liked it.

“With such a fine ass,” he continued, as suave as Don Juan himself, and groped my butt again. Before I could protest — was I even trying to protest? — his lips pressed against mine again, and we continued kissing while he dug his fingers into my bottom.

He even slid his large hands under my short skirt, feeling my panties directly. I should stop that… but for some unknown reason a moaning-sound made its way out of my throat and into his kissing mouth. The butterflies from my stomach seemed to have wandered south and was now wreaking havoc on my private parts, making me short of breath and forcing strange noises out of me.

“Yeah, you like that,” he said, insufferably pleased with himself and kissed me again, not giving me time for a rebuttal. It was highly unfair not giving me time to defend myself and tell him how I certainly didn’t like his large hands on my butt! Infuriatingly unfair! If I wasn’t busy getting kissed, I’d give him a piece of my mind.

Maybe later. When my tongue wasn’t in his mouth. Wait, when had that happened? Why were my body-parts doing things on their own!?

I was in charge, and I’d decide if I wanted to slide my tongue into his warm, welcoming mouth which was so erotically charged…

Okay, I’d keep it there for now. But I really had to get a hold of myself!

We kept kissing and I kept getting felt up, and time seemed to lose meaning. I, at least, had no idea how long ago it was that I left the elevator? Two minutes? Five?

Well, it was all very nice, and David wanted this, so it was okay to let go. It was harmless after all.

It wasn’t until I felt his hand moved around my body and in between my legs — which spread themselves on their own accord, the traitorous harlots — that I came to my senses. When his large finger started to rub me through my panties (my wet panties, how had that happened!?) and another moan rose in my throat, I opened my eyes and everything that was happening came crashing down around me.

It was getting felt up and kissed by this foolish man! This was not my husband!!

I broke the kiss and took a couple of quick steps back, my eyes wide and flickering between his face and his hands.

He smiled gently, trying to calm me. To no avail, I might add.

“It’s okay, Jia,” he said, his voice had lost that gruff quality, he sounded genuine now, like he really cared. Or was that a trick? I was all confused, not trusting anything right now, least of all my own senses.

“Yeah, sure,” I mumbled and reached down and picked up the plastic-bag with the food. I dug a tin-foil-wrapped sandwich out and tossed it to him.

“Enjoy,” I said as I quickly made my escape, well as quickly as I could in these damn heels.

“Still looking fine,” I heard him call out, not overly loud but definitely loud enough that it was meant for my ears.

I paused outside my husband’s office, forcing my breath back under control and calming myself enough that I could make it enjoyable for David. If he didn’t enjoy it, it would have been for naught. It certainly wasn’t for my benefit, I told myself as I opened the door and went inside. My stomach was still in an uproar and I worried my hands were shaking, but I put on a brave smile for David. I didn’t want him to know how much this affected me. It was… private.

“There you are,” I smiled as I saw him at his desk, my handsome husband, “working hard?”

“Hey honey,” he greeted me and got up and hugged me. So different from Tom, he was actually respectful and warm. He didn’t try to trap me or grope me or anything. I put the bag on his desk and gave him a long, tight hug. God, I needed this! His familiar smell, familiar body. The love I had for this man was unparalleled. The knot in my stomach loosened — we were okay. It was for him I’d done… it, and for no other reason. His fantasy, his kink. I was helping him with that, living it for him.

Which was why I turned my head away, when he tried to kiss me. He wanted that, right? He wanted to get teased. This was a way of telling him that I’d done as he wanted, that I’d let Tom… well…

He looked surprised but then got that glassy-eyed look that I knew meant he was getting turned on. I nodded at him, confirming his aroused suspicion.

“How’s Tom?” he asked, sounding like he was fighting to keep his voice normal.

“Oh, Tom is good,” I whispered in his ears, remembering how only my flimsy panties had been between his hand and my most sacred place. That thought sent a new shiver through me, but I decidedly ignored it.

“Wow, Jia,” he exclaimed but there was an edge to his voice.

“Are you alright?” I asked, my brows furrowed in worry, “I mean, are you sure you want… this?” If he was finally getting cold feet, we would abandon this whole escapade immediately.

“God, yes! You’re amazing,” he answered. He even gave me a smile, one that looked natural.

“Okay, then I better get back out to…” I interrupted myself. It felt wrong to say I was going back out to Tom — if I even was, I hadn’t decided on that yet. Perhaps it was better just get out of here, regroup and try to think about how to continue this whole masquerade once I was all calm and steady. Not that I was unstable now or anything. I was in control still. Again.

“Then I better let you get back to work,” I finished lamely and gave him a wink for good measure.

“Okay. Yeah,” he said and I walked slowly out the door, putting extra emphasis on every step, giving him the best possible show of my butt.

“See you at home,” I said and gave him a wave before I closed the door behind me. Composing myself, I leaned against his closed door, trying to decide what to do from here on.

I could go home — either just move past Tom or even go the long way round and avoid him altogether. I had more than enough… material… to entertain David when he came home and for the rest of the week, easily.

Or… I could go back to Tom and see what would happen. That thought made the butterflies flutter their wings in my stomach again, and my breathing sped up. It was the more exciting route that was certain.

David would definitely want me to go talk to Tom, I reasoned and moved back towards his cubicle. I was doing it for him. Why deny him? What was I scared of? That big oaf? Hardly. I just needed some more control, that was all.

“Well, look who came back for more,” a cocky, self-assured voice greeted me even before I saw him. It was no easy task to sneak around in these heels, I had to admit.

His vain smile was insufferable, like he knew I couldn’t stay away. Which I could, I just chose to come back. For David’s sake.

“Maybe I’m just heading home,” I pointed out, quickly getting annoyed with him.

“Sure, sure,” he dismissed my words but continued before I could give him a piece of my mind, “hey, I been meaning to ask, how did you like that pic I sent you?”

“What, the one where you photo-shopped yourself bigger?” I asked with a demeaning smile of my own, “yeah, real impressive.” Two could play that game. I crossed my arms across my chest and leaned against the cubicle-wall, acting all calm and cool.

In reality, my heart was beating wildly. There was something dangerous and exciting about taunting him like this. He was like a bull and I was the matador, and my words were the red flag I waved in front of him.

“Photo-shopped… PHOTO-SHOPPED!” he all but roared. I briefly wondered if David could hear him, but the big man jumped to his feet and strode to me, chasing all other thoughts from my head.

“Come here, I’ll show you fucking photo-shop,” he grunted and grabbed my hand and dragged off with me. Caught completely off guard, I stumbled after him my heels not helping at all. I should put a stop to this but my brain was drawing a blank — I had no response ready for this, so in the end I just meekly followed along, curiously nervous as to where we were going — and why?

He went straight for the nearest men’s room and dragged me inside. It was quite spacious with three urinals along one wall, three stalls with toilets along another and two sinks on the third. It was as clean and nice as a men’s bathroom can be at the end of the day.

As soon as the door shut behind us, he turned around, opened his pants and pulled them and his boxers down, freeing… a monster.

No other word described it. It was long, thick and angry-looking as it stared at my thigh with its one eye.

“I… I…” I mumbled. This was all so far outside my life-experience I had no frame of reference to tell me how to react. Somehow, I found myself alone with a half-naked man with the largest member I had ever seen outside of porn. And I hadn’t seen a lot of porn, to be honest.

I couldn’t take my eyes off it though.

Penis-size doesn’t matter, everyone knows that. But knowing and seeing this… this thing in real-life were two different things. Staring at it, a lot of confusing feelings ran through me.

I should be angry. A man shouldn’t just expose himself to a woman, even if she teased him — it was not okay. I was strongly on the side of MeToo, and this was something that should not happen. It was so far from being acceptable behaviour that I ought to scream.

The strange thing was, though… I wasn’t angry. I should be, but it was hidden beneath something else.

What I was… was curious. And scared. And maybe even a tiny, little bit… aroused? What? Where had that come from?

“O-okay… so it wasn’t photo-shopped,” I said, my voice timid. All my teasing and bravado had been knocked out of me when I came face to face with this beast.

Tom didn’t answer. He just towered over me with his snake hanging out in front of me. Why didn’t he say something? What was he expecting here?

Out of nowhere a strange thought popped into my head: How would it feel? The skin of David’s penis was so soft, yet there was no doubt the powerful hardness underneath. Would Tom’s be different?

I shouldn’t be thinking about that! Thinking about feeling another man’s penis was most certainly the wrong thing to think about in this situation! Heck, I shouldn’t even be here, and he should definitely cover himself up!

And still my eyes were glued to it. Mentally I compared it to David’s. About twice as thick and a good portion longer as well.

Stop that! I scolded myself. It didn’t matter if it was 20 times the size. This had not been the plan!

Although… well, David would love this. This right here was what all his twisted fantasies were about. But even so, to come face to… face… with it so suddenly was nerve-wrecking.

I cast a quick glance up at Tom’s face but couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes. I felt so strange, so vulnerable, so… exposed, even though he was the one undressed.

He had an… expectant expression. Like he was waiting for something. What could he be waiting for…? No, surely not. Not that.

Although… he hadn’t just wanted to prove a point, had he? He showed me his thing for a reason. He wanted me to… I breathed deeply, an exciting, tingling feeling spreading in my lower-parts.

It didn’t matter what he wanted! What did I want? Madison’s question echoed in my ears. Live a little…

What did David want? I knew the answer to that question, even if I couldn’t answer for myself. David would want me to…

Moving all on its own, my hand slowly reached out and gingerly touched this vast piece of meat. It tried to wrap itself around the thick shaft but had no chance to reach all the way. Like David’s, the skin was soft but the sheer volume of it, the strength it obvious had… it was on another level.

“Like that…” he mumbled, clearly satisfied with me. I moved a bit closer to him and gently stroked it. Just a little, just to try.

I couldn’t remember having made the conscious decision to try to pleasure him, but here I was. Acting on instinct… living a little.

“Other hand too,” he said. Without thinking, I obeyed and wrapped my left hand around it too, and I could easily feel how he hardened under my fingers. It didn’t grow by much but it lost its downward tilt. Instead of pointing at my thigh, it aimed at my breasts.

“Mhm, feels good, Jia-girl,” he grunted. His praise made me more excited than I expected, and I tried to increase the speed though the angle was odd.

“It would be better,” he said slowly, “if you were on your knees.”

Oh, he would like that, would he? Me kneeling at this brute’s feet, pleasuring him?

But it would make it easier. It really was a bad angle.

I bit my lip, trying to make a decision. What would David prefer? Well, that was an easy question, like usual. In this, he was a simple creature.

But me? I didn’t want to kneel before this ogre and his humongous… member. I didn’t. It was wrong, it was degrading and it’d send the wrong message.

And yet… and yet the thought sent a deliciously forbidden shiver through me. Maybe it was okay? Just this once.

Slowly, I lowered me down on my knees, now face to face with the monster. I shifted my hands around and kept stroking him, harder, faster. My wedding-band caught the light from the lamp as I stroked up and down the huge thing, and it felt so perverted, so illicit… so naughty!

“Ahh… fuck, that feels good…” he grunted.

His continued praise made me double my effort but my eyes kept returning to my gold ring, touching his big thing. It was so wrong, the symbol of my fidelity touching his manhood, so wrong, so so wrong…

“You like that big cock, don’t you, Jia-girl?” he asked. That condescending asshole, I thought… though I didn’t stop. I kept pleasuring his monster, while he called me a girl. This was all messed up. I deliberately ignored the strange sensation in my lady-parts at his word. I did not need that now. She could just shut up for now, I’d deal with her later.

“I asked, you like that big cock, girl?” he repeated, a sudden sternness in his voice. A sternness that my lady-parts found very intriguing. I ignored that feeling too, I’d open that particular can of worms some other time.

Instead, I tried to think of an answer. Obviously, yes, I liked his huge member, though I couldn’t pin-point why exactly. It was so different from David’s, so much more… masculine. I didn’t want him to know that though.

On the other hand, I didn’t want him mad for not answering. Somehow, he did make me feel like a little girl, a little girl that needed to answer the question correctly.

“I…” I lamely began, “I… yeah, I… it’s just so big!” Oh no, I hadn’t meant to say that last part. It just slipped out. I blushed but kept working his mighty member.

Tom threw his head back and laughed, a very masculine laugh that echoed in the small bathroom.

“Bigger than the pip-squeak, huh?” he grinned, ever so smug.

I looked down and didn’t answer which wasn’t good enough for Tom.

“I asked you a question,” he said. My hands still reverently slid up and down his large tool, and I nodded, humiliated, blushing harder. Why was he doing this? And why didn’t I stop him?

“Say it,” he demanded.

“You’re… you’re bigger than… than my David,” I said, my face flashing a deep red.

“I was never in doubt,” he grunted.

I didn’t really have an answer for that, so I just kept serving the fat piece of meat in my hands. For a while I knelt on the hard tiles, giving him the pleasure of my hands, and he grunted and mumbled how it felt nice, how I was his good Jia-girl.

“Take it in your mouth,” he suddenly said, “just the tip, I know you can’t swallow it all.”

What? But he so clearly liked my hands! Where was this coming from? I couldn’t… couldn’t do that.

“No,” I said, panic rising in my chest, “I don’t… I don’t do that.” I stopped moving my hands, though they stayed glued to his long shaft.

“What?” he asked nonplussed.

“I don’t… do that. At all. It’s dirty,” I explained.

“What the fuck are you talking about? You’ve never given little Davie some head?” he asked incredulously.

I just shook my head, embarrassed for myself and my husband. David had always respected my boundries but the way this brute of a man spoke made me feel… selfish — like I’d been holding out on my beloved husband.

“So mr. Big-and-mighty-bossman lands himself a hot Asian babe and she won’t even suck his little dick?” he went on.

What could I say to that? I shrugged, feeling my face burn. It was true that I hadn’t been all that I could be for David.

And this was a truly bizarre way to make up for it.

“Well, okay. Wanna fuck? Want to feel what a real cock can do to a little girl like yourself?” he wondered. The question made my heart skip a beat and an excited tingle spread throughout my body, originating from between my legs.

Oh my, yes. I had a feeling this big guy in my hands could do things to me that David could only dream of. But also no, I did not want that. I had already broken too many taboos for today. I slowly shook my head. It was too much. What I was already doing was already so much more than I had imagined. I was being bad enough as it was, I wasn’t about to go further.

“Hmm. Well, I guess some hand will make do for today. Better make it good then,” he commented. Relieved I let out a breath I hadn’t known I was holding, nodded eagerly and began my milking of his mighty tool again.

For a good long while, I stroked the powerful shaft of his beast, up and down, up and down. Faster. Harder.

He groaned every now and then, clearly liking it — even though it was ‘just hands’ and not what he’d really wanted. Wait, did I feel bad about that? No, surely not. What did I care if I disappointed this common brute. Even if he had a spectacularly big phallus.

“Open your shirt,” he suddenly commanded, “I need some… visual help.”

I didn’t even hesitate, I was so focused on his pleasure, so I quickly opened my shirt, one button at a time, until it was open all the way, and my proud boobs exposed themselves.

“No bra!? Haha, you little slut!” he guffawed, but I ignored him and kept my focus on his engorged prick.

“Fuck, they’re nice,” he grunted and reached down and grabbed my left boob, “fake huh? Well, some nice, big, fake tits… no complaints from me…”

He mumbled on about the quality of my breast implants and how he really liked my size but I wasn’t paying attention. His words held little meaning to me by now.

Instead, I was on fire. His powerful meat in my hands, his strong hand playing with my boob and especially my nipple… my privates were screaming and begging to be touched. And Tom would probably not mind.

My word, I was so turned on! But no. He couldn’t know. It was my secret, mine and later David’s.

I tried to channel it out into my hands, trying to do as good as job for Tom as I could… and I succeeded, because he got more and incoherent, more and more erratic in his movements, and a lot more grunts entered into his praise of my breasts. I was getting tired in my hands and arms, but it was worth it.

“Fuck, Jia…” he grunted, “I’m… I’m…”

I suddenly realised what was about to happen, and I hurriedly pointed his mighty tool away from me. Just in the nick of time because he exploded with a loud grunt, sending a wave of sperm out into the room. I kept jerking him while he grunted and kept cumming, spotting the floor with his pearly substance.

“Fuck, that was good,” he gasped finally and I released his penis. It had been so different than anything I’d ever tried, so much sperm, and I couldn’t remember ever having been so turned on.

But now, I felt all confused, so out of place and I didn’t know what to do. Slowly, I got up and grabbed some tissue-papers and scooped up some of his boyjuice. It was so absurd, my shirt was still open and my boobs on display as I cleaned up after the hand-job I’d just given… What was going on in my world, right now? I felt empty, ashamed… strangely numb. Was this what David wanted? By the stars, I hoped so! And that he still wanted it after everything that had just happened.

When I threw the third piece of cum-filled tissue in the bin, however, Tom seemed to come to his senses. He moved up close to me and kissed me. Kissed me like he and not David was my husband. Just took me and pressed his lips against mine.

I didn’t even pretend to resist, just opened my lips and kissed him back. Soon, his hands were exploring my body, playing with my boobs again, pinching my nipples and finally finding his way up under my skirt.

And I found that the numbness was quickly evaporating. In fact, I started to feel a whole lot of things… most of all was aroused.

I welcomed his hand this time. He pulled my panties aside and touched me.

“Huh. Bush? Thought you’d be better groomed,” he commented, but I barely heard him.

Then he stuck one of his big fingers up into me. It slid in easily, I was so wet and ready for him. I shouldn’t be, I knew that, but I had no resistance left in me. Right here, right now, I was not a good girl. I was the woman who just gave a stranger a handjob in a public rest-room, and now I was getting felt up in return.

And I wanted that.

“Oh my yes!” I gasped and he kissed me again. He wrapped one arm around my shoulders, and the other kept playing with my nether region.

“Oh, oh, oh…” I moaned. Pleasure was quickly moving through me. It was so wrong, so dirty, so undeniably good!

“You like that too, huh Jia?” he breathed in my ear.

“Yeees…” I sighed.

“Tom’s big cock and big fingers for the little Jia-girl?”

“Yeees…” I agreed again. I wanted it so badly! I humped his finger, drawing him further inside. The good girl was so far gone, and the bad one that was left wanted her reward.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” he wanted to know.

“Please, yes…” I begged. I was getting so close. It had taken him no time to get me to the brink. This was unprecedented — David had never gotten me this close this fast. What was happening with me? Did I… did I like being a dirty girl? Liked giving handjobs in bathrooms? Or was it Tom?

“Are you my Jia-girl then? Huh?” he demanded.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried, “please…!” I would have agreed to almost anything at this point. I just needed a little more!

He placed his thumb on my clitoris and rubbed it while he thrust his large finger in and out of me.

“YEEESSS!!” I cried, my shrill voice sounding unnaturally loud in the tiled bathroom but I didn’t care. Just as I was about to orgasm, he bit down on my nipple, causing a sudden sharp pain to mix with the exploding arousal, and it was a brand new, incredibly wild feeling that nearly drove me out of my mind.

My confused nerves mixed the pain and pleasure into one big bowl of frenzied, uncontrollable orgasm that rocked through me. I cried out in intense pleasure and grabbed him around the neck and pressed his face into my bosom.

Time lost meaning, I just existed in a world of exquisite bliss.

Finally, I released him and he let go of me. I slumped back against the wall, my shaking legs barely able to hold me.

“Haha, you’re a wild one,” he grinned at me. It felt like I was waking up from a dream, or like I was sobering up, and as I realised everything that had happened, an intense shame rushed through me. What had I done? No, this was so far outside the plan that I couldn’t even begin to understand what had happened. It felt like a dream but I really had orgasmed hard in this dirty men’s room. Like some common slut.

“Damn, damn, damn,” I muttered, my eyes wild. I focused on Tom, big and tall with the most pleased smile on his face.

“Not a word to anyone. Got it?” I snarled at him. Panic was rising in me, and I had to do some damage-control. What if he told someone? He grinned and nodded.

“Scout’s honour,” he said and made a lame scout salute.

“Whatever;” I said and buttoned my shirt. I had to get out of here. I had to get home. I felt drained and unworthy. Dirty. I had to get a shower. I had to get clean. I had to… I had to get out of here.

“See you next Wednesday!” Tom called after me as I hurried out the door. I stopped in the door, not looking back at him.

“I guess we will,” I shrugged, not knowing what else to say or do. Then I was off.

I got to my car and closed the door behind me. Alone, I was able to breathe and get a bit of perspective. I bit my lip and fiddled with my nose-stud, thinking, wondering. What would David think about this ordeal? Was it what he wanted, what he truly wanted? I hoped so, since I was not able to take it back.

[It was NOT photo-shopped!] I texted him. He would surely know what that meant, and it would drive him wild. I hoped. I breathed slowly, taking stock of the night.

All in all, it hadn’t been a bad experience. Granted, I had kinda lost control for a while, but I’d stood my ground when it mattered. I hadn’t had real sex with Tom and he had respected my distaste for oral-sex.

And, well… the orgasm had been out of this world.



David

I almost ran through the house when I got home that night, looking for Jia. She hadn’t responded to any of my texts, so our last communication was still her telling me that Tom really did have a huge cock.

And how did she know that? Had she seen it? Had she felt it? Had he fucked her? I needed to know! Thousands of scenarios were racing through my mind, and I loved them all. It was so sexy, and the fact that I was about to find out made me feel like a kid on christmas.

“In here,” she called from the bedroom.

“Hey honey!” I greeted her, when I entered. She was sitting on the bed, wearing the same clothes as last I’d seen her — that tight, yellow shirt and black skirt combination that looked really good on her. She’d taken off the shoes but that didn’t matter. She was a true sex-goddess, shoes or no shoes.

I hurried to her and kissed her, I just needed to feel her again!

“Someone missed me?” she grinned mischievously.

“Oh, you have no idea! God, you’re so amazing,” I told her and kissed her again, taking her face between my hands.

I was so relieved to find her here, being all normal Jia. I didn’t know what else I’d expected but this was as it should be. A knot in my stomach that I hadn’t even known was there loosened.

We kissed, but soon I couldn’t keep my curiosity at bay any longer.

“So, what happened?” I asked, my heart-beat pounding in my ears.

“Hmm, what makes you think anything happened?” she wondered, all innocenctly.

“Come on, babe! You sent me that text, something must have happened! Please, tell me…”

She twisted her nose-piercing while looking at me, as if trying to make a decision. Then she got a naughty glimmer in her eyes.

“How about a little… show and tell?” she decided, “I’ll tell you AND do to you what I did to him.”

“God yes!” I gasped. This was really happening!

“Okay then. Get off me,” she instructed and we both got out of bed, “okay, so I’m coming back from your office, right? And he’s sitting there all pleased with himself, certain we’re about to kiss some more.”

So they’d been kissing before she came to me. I knew it!

“So I decide to tease him, you know, poke at his ego,” she continued.

“Is that… a good idea?” I wondered but she shot me an annoyed look, so I shut up.

“Anyway, he asked what I thought about the picture he sent, and I remembered what you’d said, so I asked him the one he had photo-shopped to make himself look bigger?”

“You did?!” I grinned. God, she was amazing. So brave, taking control of the situation.

“Yeah. And he got maaaad,” she answered with a grin of her own, “so he took me to the bathroom, and guess what he did there.”

“What?” I asked, my heart beating like mad and my dick begging for attention.

“He just… pulled it out. Unzipped, down with the boxers and you know, now it’s there, right in front of me.”

“His… his dick?” I asked, suddenly out of breath.

“Yes,” she nodded and gave me a look that said ‘what else?’, “so… whip it out.” She made an impatient hand-gesture at me… or more specifically, at my crotch.

“Huh?” I gawked at her.

“Well, if you want me to do to you as I did to him, you have to do as he did. So… let us see,” she explained.

“I… yeah, yeah, that…” I mumbled and stood up. It made sense, I was just a little slow right now. There was not blood enough left in my brain to follow complex instructions, it seemed. My hands were shaking as I unzipped my pants and exposed myself to her. I was rock hard, and a smile spread on her lips when she saw it.

Her cool fingers wrapped around my stiff member, and she immediately began stroking me.

“He wasn’t hard. Not when I started. But…” she looked me dead in the eyes as she said the next words, “he was still… big.”

I grunted as her words sent a bolt of arousal through me and my dick jerked.

“I couldn’t get my hand all away around it, it was so thick,” she said in a hoarse voice, her eyes still locked on mine. I looked down at her hand, where her thumb comfortably met her index finger while she slowly rubbed me.

“He was… huge. I had to use both hands,” she added.

“Oh God, Jia,” I gasped, her words sending needles of aroused jealousy through me.

“And then he told me to kneel… and I did. Imagine that, your little wife kneeling before that big bastard…”

As she spoke, she stepped closer to me, her lips right next to my ear, her soft words slowly driving me insane, alongside her small hand wrapped around my dick.

“Ah… Jia…” I sighed. I was having a meltdown, it was so sexy.

“It wasn’t him that made me kneel though,” she continued in her low, honey-sweet voice, “it was that… huge… powerful… cock.”

“Oh God, oh God, oh GOD,” I gasped. To hear that filthy word from my sweet, soft-spoken wife was insanely hot! Her unspoken point that she wasn’t kneeling for my dick only made it all the sweeter.

She saw my eagerness and smiled at me. She took a break from telling her story though and focused on my dick, jacking me off the best she knew how. And she was good at it, let me tell you. I had to force my mind on other things to stop myself from shooting too quickly. How long did we stand like that, her hand driving me closer and closer to the brink and me trying desperately to hold back? No idea.

“Then… he said he needed some visual help,” she suddenly went on, “so he told me to unbutton my shirt. Do you want me to?”

“God yes!” I gasped.

“You want to see what Tom saw?” she added, biting her lip seductively.

“Please, Jia,” I begged. I was getting so close!

She let go of me, and quickly opened button after button, revealed that she wasn’t wearing ANYTHING underneath, no t-shirt or even a bra. Just a nice, unobstructed view of her huge tits.

“He grabbed them and played with them while I… I pleasured him,” she told me, “of course I was on my knees for him, so you have it easier.”

I didn’t need to be told twice, immediately I grabbed her huge knockers, loving their size and feel. As always when I groped her, I sent a silent thanks to Dr. Meadows who had enhanced them with my first Christmas-bonus.

“Mhm… yes, you like them too, don’t you?” she sighed and went back to work on my dick.

“God yes, you know I love them!” I told her. I did, I really did. I was a boobs-man through and through, and Jia’s were exceptional.

“Ah… so does Tom,” she informed me, and I had no trouble to believe her — he did strike me as a guy who’d enjoy a good pair of hooters.

I found her nipples and pinched them, making her moan a little.

“He really loved squeezing them, his large hands groping them while I jerked his huge tool,” she told me.

“Oh God…” I grunted. I was losing the battle against my orgasm. Her words, her hands, her big fucking tits, it was too much!

“Ah, honey, he is so BIG! Can you believe I couldn’t even reach around it with my hand?” she told me and I groaned out loud.

“And… and I started to think… how it’d feel… you know, inside me…” she admitted breathlessly, and I finally lost it.

“Aaahh…!” I groaned, “fuck… JIA!” I came, her hands and words finally sending me over the edge. Waves of cum blasted out of my dick and landed on her skirt and shirt. Large white lines marring her beautiful clothes, as my world exploded in desire and pleasure.

“Yeah, that’s pretty much how it went with Tom too. Except he didn’t sully my clothes…”

I barely heard her, I was so lost in my orgasm. I couldn’t remember anything ever having felt so good. My head swam and I felt weak to my knees.

“Yes… yes, my love…” she sighed, as I slowly collapsed back down on the bed. She looked at me, a strange look in her eyes before she leaned down and kissed my lips, her large tits spilling out of her open shirt.

“Are you okay?” she asked nervously.

I looked up in her dark, beautiful eyes and saw her worry.

“Yeah… yeah, of course,” I assured her.

“It wasn’t… too much?” she wanted to know.

“Not at all,” I smiled lazily, “it was perfect!”

Her lips split in her beautiful smile, and the weird look disappeared from her eyes.

“Just remember, if you’re not 100% on board, we’re not doing this anymore,” she said.

“Of course, honey. But I love it, don’t worry. You’re amazing!” I told her and hugged her.

“Good, good…” she said slowly and played with her nose-stud.

“You… do you want to hear what happened next?” she finally asked, sounding a bit nervous.

“There’s more?” I asked. Actually, yeah, what had happened? She’d said that Tom came, hadn’t she? My memory was a bit fuzzy — all I could remember was a thunderous orgasm, honestly.

“Well, yes. He… he returned the favour,” she mumbled. I sat straight up, almost making her tumble off me.

“Wow, Jia! Really?”

“Was that not okay?” she asked, worry back in her voice.

“Of course it was! Tell me!” I asked eagerly, then added, “please.”

“Not much to tell,” she shrugged, “I was cleaning up his goo and he… well, put ah… touched me and played with my… you know.” She blushed and looked down, clearly embarrassed — which really made me appreciate her telling me; it told me she was committed to honesty and transparency.

“Was it… was it good!?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking.

She shrugged but looked everywhere but at me. She wasn’t telling me everything, now was she?

“Jia, please, I won’t get mad or anything, but please tell me,” I pleaded with her.

She shrugged again but then slowly nodded. Yes… Yes, it had been good!

“Did you cum?” I asked, since she wasn’t forthcoming with the information on her own.

“Yeah,” she said and bit her lip. Oh God, he’d made her cum. I grabbed her and kissed her, her soft lips and eager tongue welcoming me.

We ended up with her on her back and me on top of her, kissing her and playing with her big tits. My dick soon hardened again and it found her wet slit.

“Oh Jia,” I groaned as I slid into her. She didn’t feel differently, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Tom having his hands here, making her cum.

“David…” she sighed.

It should have been nice and slow but I couldn’t. Even though I’d almost just cum, I was so turned on again, I fucked her. Hard and fast, no patience for gentle love-making left in me.

“You feel so good, Jia,” I whispered into her ear.

“You too, nae sarang,” she whispered back.

For a while the sound of our love-making was the only sound in the room, flesh against flesh and our shared moans.

Then she got this playful expression in her eyes, and she leant up and whispered into my ear: “Don’t worry about me. Tom made sure I got mine…”

“Fuck Jia!” I gasped, as my arousal shot through the roof. I wrapped my arms around her and used her body as leverage as I really pounded into her.

Again and again I thrust into her, making her cry out in pleasure, and in the end, I made sure we both got ours.

Again.
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Jia

“Mhm… yes…” I sighed as my wonderful husband’s member slowly slid into me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. He felt so good, and he was so careful and considerate.

So unlike someone else I could mention…

It was Saturday night, and we’d had a great day. David had taken me out to dinner and when we’d gotten home, we’d put on some music and danced in the living-room until we retired to the bedroom where we had undressed one another, kissing and enjoying ourselves.

And now, finally fully embedded in me he kissed me again. I could never tell him enough how much I loved the feeling of his thing inside me and his lips against mine. I felt so close to him, so loved, so… safe.

Not like with Tom where everything suddenly just happened. No, this was much better. Much.

“God, I love you, Jia,” he whispered to me.

“I love you too, nae sarang,” I told him. My pleasure-level was quickly rising, and I gasped again and again, whenever he thrust himself into me.

He really laboured away, making me feel so good, making beautiful love to me — something David was an expert at. As opposed to Tom who just took what he wanted.

I was breathing hard, moaning even. Every thrust into me sent a wave of desire, of pleasure, of joy through me. Oh, when he pushed all the way inside and touched my little button, it made me feel electric.

“You feel… so good…” he gasped.

“Oh, you too,” I answered, and he really did. His penis had the perfect size for me, it fit so well, made me feel all kinds of things. It was the penis of a man, a gentle, caring man.

Not a brute with a monster between his legs.

“Was… was he really big?” my dear love suddenly grunted, shattering my thoughts of his delightful tool. He had moved his face down next to my ear, so I couldn’t see his face.

“I… yes, I guess…” I admitted, taken aback by his sudden question. I couldn’t get a clear read on him, but there was an edge of excitement in his voice, so I went with the truth.

“Bigger… bigger than me?” he asked, lust clouding his voice. He began thrusting harder and faster, clearly getting worked up by his own words.

I had to be honest, didn’t I? That’s what he wanted, right? Besides, he wouldn’t believe anything else.

“Yes… but that doesn’t—” I answered but he groaned in response, interrupting me. And so did his hard, fast thrusts into me, making me gasp and moan.

“Much?” he said.

“What?” I asked, bewildered, only paying attention to his delightful member ramming into me harder than I could remember him ever doing before.

“Is he… much bigger?” he wanted to know.

I couldn’t see his eyes, but it didn’t matter. I knew what he wanted to hear, and luckily it was the truth.

“Yeesss…” I gasped.

“Oh fuck, Jia!” he groaned and seemed to lose control. He took me hard and fast, shoving his tool into me with a strength and a wild desire, I’d never seen from him before. Pleasure grew rapidly in my lower parts and soon I found myself crying and moaning and whimpering out little meaningless words.

“Tell me he was bigger,” he asked me, his breathing erratic.

“Oh David!” I moaned, “he was so… so BIG! He has a… a huge, a much… bigger COCK!” The last word I cried out loud, and then I just moaned as pleasure overtook me, rushed through me, burnt within me.

The orgasm stretched on, and David kept taking me through it, he himself growling louder and more intense, as he too neared the big O.

“You want that big cock, don’t you?” he growled, his voice twisted by arousal and jealousy. In a strange twist of fate, it was precisely what Tom had said just days earlier. It seemed both the men in my life longed for me to… enjoy a large phallus. I still had some reservations on that front, however.

“Mhm…” I just sighed content, basking in my glow.

“Don’t you!?” he insisted.

“Yes…” I agreed, just to please him. It wasn’t what I wanted, not really. I just said what David wanted to hear.

And boy did he want to hear it!

“Fuck, fuck, FUUUCK!” he grunted as a response and hammered into me as hard as he could, and just as I was starting to crawl down from my own high, I felt him explode into me.

“Ah… Jia…” he sighed and crashed atop of me.



David

Tuesday afternoon found me musing at my desk, work far from my mind. Jia and I had had a great week together. I’d been worried that after her… adventure Wednesday night, things would be awkward, but they hadn’t been. We’d been closer if anything. We’d spent a lot of time together, talking and enjoying each other’s company… and not just naked, though there’d been alot of pleasurable moments both with and without clothes.

I was still worried though, if I was honest with myself. It was a risky game we were playing. It was a great game, a fun, erotic and completely wild game but still risky. Thursday, when I’d briefly met Tom coming out of the elevator, neither of us could look at the other, and we had hurried in opposite directions, which… well, was not a good sign. I had to act cool, or sooner or later someone would pick up on it, maybe even Tom himself.

Okay, maybe not Tom, he was not the sharpest knife in the drawer. But someone else might start noticing — Alice, my secretary, was pretty sharp. We’d worked together ever since I started at the office, and I had great respect for her insight, especially about what went on among the staff. She also wasn’t hard to look at but that was neither here nor there.

So yeah, that was one thing that worried me. Another was our love-making. Take our delightful romp Saturday night — which had been great! So great! But it was just supposed to be Jia and me, a married couple enjoying a nice night together… and somehow the spectre of Tom had joined us in bed.

Admittedly, I had been the one to bring him up. Jia hadn’t given him a thought, she had just enjoyed our time together but… as the climax had neared, I had had to push my twisted fantasy.

I hadn’t meant to, I just couldn’t help myself! It had been so hot hearing her admit that she wanted his big cock. To hear my gentle Jia even speak like that had been mind-blowing.

But it wasn’t a fluke. Throughout the week, Tom had popped up while we were intimate, and that was worrisome in its own way. I needed to get myself at least somewhat under control. Jia was a beautiful, sexy woman — and I could enjoy her delicious body without thinking about her being with Tom. I could! Really, I could.

Okay. Problems identified, how to solve them?

Well, it really was up to me. I’d have to keep Tom out of the bedroom — at least occasionally. And I’d have to make an effort in acting cool in the office. I’d managed fairly well, both yesterday and today. But tomorrow was Wednesday, and I knew it would become difficult to keep up my professional front — the knowledge that Jia would be joining us later in the day would surely… affect me. Maybe I’d just stay in my office all day. A cowardly but effective strategy.

Even if my plans were a little… vague, it felt good to have thought the problems through and come up with solutions. I needed to get my wife some flowers and try to get her in the sack tonight — without any mentioning of Tom.

“Alice, can I see you for a second?” I asked my secretary through the intercom.

“Sure.”

Five seconds later, she stood in my office. She was wearing a pretty, blue dress that accentuated her curvy body and blue eyes.

“Could you do me a favour? I need some flowers for Jia…” I asked, feeling a little awkward. Technically, it wasn’t in her job-description to buy tokens of gratitude for my wife, but here we were.

“Sure thing, bossman,” she smiled her wry smile at me, “still pink lilies?”

“Yup,” I nodded, grateful for her understanding.

“And you’re buying me coffee for being the best secretary,” she winked as she accepted my credit-card.

“Just not at that cheap place on the corner. It tastes like brown water,” I grinned at her and couldn’t help but notice her cute butt as it sauntered out of my office.

I was feeling good about myself as the door closed. I had plans, soon I’d have flowers… and tomorrow was Wednesday, the most exciting day of the week. The thought of stopping the affair — or whatever it was — never even entered my mind. I was so fully onboard and committed.



Jia had no objections to some fun between the sheets. She loved the flowers, and she seemed in a really good mood all night. Some flirting, some kissing, some suggestive touches when we were heading to bed and soon I had her naked and was sucking on her wondrous breasts and rubbing her eager little pussy while she was moaning and caressing my hair.

I was still wearing my boxers, and I was so hard for her I made a serious tent in them. Not like Tom’s, of course, but I wasn’t thinking about that tonight. Rather, I concentrated my energy on the good things to come: Soon, I would find myself between her legs and make love to my beautiful bride, and we would celebrate our love for one another. We didn’t need anyone but ourselves, and it felt great!

“Oooh, David…” she sighed when I shifted from one nipple to the other.

She was so wet, so ready. I wanted her. I needed her!

“You’re so sexy, my love,” I whispered into her cleavage.

“Mhm, so are you,” she answered and slid a hand down my back, her nails gently teasing me.

I couldn’t wait any longer and moved in between her thighs. Down with the boxers and my hard dick sprung free, ready and eager for service.

“Oooh,” she mumbled and caressed my hardness with her hands. I forced the image of these small hands trying to reach around Tom’s giant sausage out of my mind and focused on the sensations she gave me.

“You want me?” she asked with a teasing smile.

Well, duh! I had my hard dick lined up just outside her wet pussy, what did she think? But I played along.

“So much!” I told her earnestly, and her smile widened as she guided me into her.

“Oh!” she sighed as I slowly drove my dick into her warm, welcoming folds. She was tight but I pushed steadily into her until I was fully inside. I briefly wondered how Tom’s mighty banana would ever fit into her narrow passage, but I waved that thought away. Tonight was for Jia and me only.

“Yeah,” I agreed, my voice filled with desire for her, “you feel so good…”

“Ah, you too…”

I pulled out and gently thrust into her, quickly building a good, solid rhythm; one I knew would bring the both of us to orgasm. Her moans quickly grew in strength, and I basked in the knowledge of how I gave my woman pleasure.

I loved her. I loved her sexy body, her beautiful smile, her majestic tits, her full lips, her cute nose-stud, her dark, mischievous eyes. And I loved that I could bring her pleasure, that I could make her twist in orgasmic bliss. I didn’t need a giant cock to please her, my love and my equipment were more than enough for the task.

Her tight pussy did its best to milk me but I wouldn’t let it — not yet. I wanted her to cum first. At least once. Maybe we’d try for more than one? It had happened before, and I was in the zone tonight.

Slowly, her moans grew louder and more intense. I smiled to myself, knowing I was steadily driving her to the edge. I wanted to give her a big one. Not to prove that I could and that she didn’t need Tom, no, not at all. She simply deserved it.

I looked down at the beautiful woman under me, saw the little pearls of sweat gather in the valley between her boobs and the nape of her neck, and my heart swelled at her sheer beauty.

“Ah… ah… you know…” she sighed into my ear suddenly.

“What, my love?” I asked, my breathing getting laboured. Making love is hard, but so, so worth it.

“I ah… I bought new panties… for tomorrow,” she told me with shiny eyes.

“What?” I asked, though I knew what she meant.

“For mhm… for Tom… I hope… he likes them!”

“Oh God!” I grunted and thoughts of her showing off a pair of sexy, brand-new panties for that oaf popped into my mind, and my arousal spiked.

“Yes, ah… and… and he’ll be the first… to see them,” she continued, forcing the words out between little sounds of pleasure. She bit her lip as she looked up at me, her dark eyes reading my reaction to her wicked words.

“Jia…! God!” I gasped and stopped making love to my beautiful wife. Instead, I grabbed hold of our bedpost and started hammering into her, fucking her the best I could. She was buying lingerie for Tom? And he’d be the first to see them? She was keeping them from me, her husband, to show to Tom, her… whatever he was. That was crazy. That was so crazy, that was so… dirty hot!

“Oh David!” she cried.

“Fuck! Are… are they sexy!?” I demanded to know while shoving my hard dick into her again and again.

“So sexy!” she assured me breathlessly. Of course they were! She wasn’t buying boring panties for Tom, now was she!?

“Jia, you’re driving me insane!” I gasped, “what kind?” Pleasure was quickly rising in my loins, but I couldn’t slow down.

“Ah-ah, I’m not telling! Mhm! That’s for Tom to… to find out!” she all but cried. Oh fuck, she wouldn’t even tell me? God, what could I say to that?

Nothing, really. I let my actions speak for me, fucking her as hard and fast as I could. My dick jack-hammering in and out of her tight pussy that gripped me hard on every down-stroke.

“Oooh…” she sighed and shot me the most teasing smile I’d ever seen on her beautiful face.

Was she close? I was! Could I hold ’till she came too?

I had to!

“He’ll love them… or maybe he’ll… love to take them… off!” she said.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I exclaimed and tried everything I could to stop the rising orgasm. But I couldn’t slow down, my body wouldn’t let me. It wanted the incredible pleasure my wonderful woman was giving me, while my brain was filled with images of Tom stripping Jia of her panties.

“You’ll love them too… if I let you… see them…” she gasped.

If she let me see them? IF? She might deny me the view she was gonna give Tom?!

I finally lost it. Five hard thrusts more and I drove my hard dick into her one last time and exploded into her, while I grunted out loud.

Pleasure erupted throughout my body, and I kept thrusting into her, but the power had left me.

At last, I stopped and laid down atop of her, my face buried in the pillow next to her ear.

“Was it good?” she asked.

“I… it was out of this world,” I admitted, awash with shame. She had only barely mentioned Tom, and I had fired my gun like a teenager watching his first porn. It hadn’t been so bad the other night, what had gone wrong tonight? Was it because tonight was supposed to be just for her and me? Maybe. Or was it because she was going to give Tom something but not me?

That WAS hot.

That didn’t excuse my poor performance though. And I had hoped to give her several orgasms — I couldn’t even give her one! Christ, what must she think?

“That’s good,” she said, and I could her the satisfaction in her voice.

“I’m sorry you didn’t get to… finish,” I mumbled, unable to look at her.

“It’s fine, love,” she reassured me, “it’s my own fault, I shouldn’t have brought up Tom. I know how that… affects you.”

That did nothing to ease my shame, and my face burnt with it. Why had it been enough that she merely mentioned Tom? That was incredibly embarrassing and weird — I hoped she didn’t pay too much attention to that fact.

Was it because tomorrow was Wednesday? Did that make me more… suggestible?

“You want me to finish you? With my hand, I mean,” I offered, chasing away thoughts about tomorrow. I knew she wouldn’t accept, though. The few times we’d had these kinds of accidents, Jia always played if off like it was no big deal.

“No, it’s fine. It happens. Don’t worry about it,” she said, as I had predicted. She didn’t sound disappointed or anything either.

“Okay.”

“Besides… I’ll probably get mine from Tom tomorrow.”

“Oh God, Jia!”



Jia

Some months ago, before all this began, before I found his discord-server, if anyone had asked me if David was turned on by humiliation, I’d have laughed and said no, of course not. He always liked to be in control — of himself and whatever situation he found himself in, and he’d never given me any reason to doubt that that was who he was through and through.

Yet here we were, just the very mentioning that I would show Tom my new panties but not him was enough for a premature ejaculation.

It felt… strange. Like I had a new-found power, or rather that I could make him powerless. Not that I wanted him powerless, I loved and adored him, but… it was intoxicating all the same. He had always been so sure of himself, and now I could bring him to his knees with a few, choice words. I didn’t want to use that power, of course, but…

This strange new feeling was only heightened by the fact that I was highly aroused. I had been close to a huge finish myself when suddenly we were done. No more pleasure for me tonight.

Oh well. He couldn’t help it. I would have to take a cold shower in the morning before work.



As I waited for the elevator to reach its destination, I reached down and for the umpteenth time in the last half hour tried to put my new panties right. Only they were already where they were supposed to, with the little string in-between my cheeks. My word, I was never wearing a thong again! If I’d known they were such an annoyance, I’d never bought them in the first place.

They were worse than the heels. Still, they would drive David wild… if he ever got to see me in them, which I hadn’t decided on yet. On one hand, of course he should, he was my husband and they made my bottom look good. He deserved to behold that view. On the other hand, he’d gotten sooo worked up about them last night, it might be worth it to make good on my threat. It would drive him insane. I’d have to play that one by ear and be very mindful of his reactions.

Finally, the elevator dinged and opened its doors, and I took a deep breath. Show-time! With my head held high and my hands down my sides to avoid further fidgeting, I exited the elevator and found my way into my husband’s company’s office-space. Past the empty cubicles until…

“There you are, Jia-girl!” the gruff voice of my newest admirer greeted me. He was sitting with his chair turned towards the hallway, clearly waiting for me.

As always, he seemed too large for the small office-chair, and he was practically spilling out of it. He was a large man with a growing beer-belly, balding blonde hair and a strong, stubbly chin. His small eyes had a calculating glint, and as I looked into them, I seriously wondered why my husband thought of this man as simple. What I saw in there was… dangerous. Unpredictable.

He was wearing a short-sleeved shirt that left his bulging arms bare with his tribal tattoos visible — I had a feeling it was for my benefit, and I smiled wryly as my eyes swept across them, noticing the muscles.

All in all though… he was not an impressive man, and the fact that just looking at him sped up my heart-rate was a mystery.

“Here I am,” I replied with a raised eye-brow, like nothing special was going on — like thousands of butterflies hadn’t started flapping their wings in my stomach.

Being with David was nice and safe, but this… this was unexplored territory, and it was making me nervous. I had no idea what was going to happen tonight, and it was frighteningly exhilarating. David wasn’t boring but he was predictable… whereas every encounter with Tom was anything but. I liked the safety of David, I really did but…

“And looking good, no surprise there,” he continued, his eyes roaming me. Unconsciously, I stood a little taller under his scrutiny and pushed my chest out. He, of course, noticed and smiled widely.

He was right though; I did look good. I had taken extra care with my make-up, dark cat-eyes and dark-red lipstick, looking really good against my toned skin. A dark, gray sundress that was pretty tight around the chest and a wee bit short, showing off my thighs… and underneath that new, porn-red bra— and panties-set I’d bought yesterday. The panties that David hadn’t seen but was so interested in.

And of course my little black bag over my shoulder and the plastic-bag in my hand.

“Yes, looking real good, kitten,” he decided and got up. He pulled me into his small cubicle and immediately his hands were on my butt, groping it like there was no tomorrow. Kitten? Was that what I was? A kitten? His kitten?

I wasn’t sure I liked that but I let it go. Could be worse, no?

“You seem to have missed me,” I commented instead and leant my head back, looking up at his scruffy face, taking in his five o’clock shade and his dangerous eyes… It was only to keep an eye on him, not to make it easier for him to kiss me, should the desire arise.

“Hell yeah,” he agreed and then he did kiss me, his mouth assaulting mine and his stubble itching my face.

It was so different from my gentle, always clean-shaved David! This man was aggressive, taking what he wanted, where my husband always wanted (and always had) my consent to kissing me.

But different doesn’t mean bad… not at all.

We made out for a while, and I even stuck my tongue into his mouth, letting him suck on it, which just felt so naughty. One thing was allowing his tongue into my mouth, but me doing it to him felt more like a betrayal of David.

It didn’t take long before his hands swept up under my skirt, fondling my uncovered buttcheeks, while he pressed me flat against his chest.

Or, well, as flat as my boobs allowed me to get.

“Goddamn, I’ve missed that ass,” he grunted, happy as a pig in mud and gave me a light slap.

“Hey!” I protested and tried to take a step back but he held me tight. It hadn’t hurt, not really, but he shouldn’t take that kind of liberties!

“Don’t get all high and mighty now, girlie, it’s not like you don’t like it,” he grunted and slapped my other cheek. Argh, he could be so infuriating! How would he know what I liked and didn’t?!

“I don’t!” I assured him, and yet… while I certainly didn’t like the spanking, of course not, there was a tiny, little spark of arousal at the way he treated me. Like, he could do as he pleased with me and I couldn’t stop him. That… that did have a minor effect on me.

“What, you’re telling me you’re not all drenched now?” he said with chauvinistic disbelief in his voice.

“I’m not—” I started telling him off, but he flipped my skirt up, seeing my sexy, red, see-through panties.

“Haha, WOW!” he guffawed, at the sight of my less-than-innocent underwear, and I flushed red. He bent down to study my panties and he nodded approvingly.

“That’s some serious hardware, Jia-girl,” he commented, mirth still obvious in his voice.

“Well, thanks,” I muttered, “I hope you like them. I bought them for you…” It felt both wrong and exciting to admit that, and the butterflies spread their wings and flew south to make my lady-parts tingle.

“That’s a good girl,” he praised me and stroked my thigh admiringly, “you should always dress to impress your man.”

Why did his praise feel good? Because it did. Even if he wasn’t my man. My man was sitting in his office and had not seen this newest addition to my wardrobe.

“Now let’s see,” he continued and ran his hands across my little panties and in under them. It felt strange to let him poke around like that but… not unpleasant. Not unpleasant at all.

He found his way past my labia and into… well, you know, and then he retracted his finger and triumphantly held it in the air. It was hard to miss the liquid on his finger.

“Tsk tsk, Jia-girl,” he grinned and stuck the finger in his mouth with a show of gusto, “you are drenched for sure!”

I flushed harder but was unable to mount a defense. Not that there was much to say, the evidence was right there on his finger. Or had been, rather. I felt a bit nauseated that he’d put my stuff in his mouth but for some reason my lady-parts were all aflutter with excitement — an excitement I couldn’t quite place, but I had to fight the urge to rub my thighs together.

“Well, if you’re quite done with the inspection,” I said in what I hoped was a terse voice, “I’d better go bring my husband his dinner.” I picked up the plastic-bag I had dropped on the floor, somewhere between him groping my butt and probing my kitty.

“Got something for me?” he asked hopefully, a shit-eating grin on his lips.

I shrugged and dug into the bag and pulled out a burger in a styrofoam-box. I’d been at David’s favourite burger-place and picked up a couple.

“Such a good girl,” he grinned wider still and accepted the food. I shook my head with a disapproving harrumph, but secretly his praise pleased me, more than a little.

I turned to leave but then stopped. Biting my lower lip and feeling incredibly daring, I reached down and hiked my skirt up above my butt, letting him see my two golden globes with just the silly little string between them to protect any remnant of modesty. Then I slowly walked away, placing my feet very carefully in front of each other, putting an alluring sway into my steps — giving him the best show possible.

“FUCK, you’re hot!” he all but shouted and wolf-whistled loudly after me.

I couldn’t stop grinning as I walked towards my husband’s office.



Poor David was working hard when I knocked on his door and brought him his food. He was very grateful, and we hugged and kissed. He, however, did not grope my butt, not even a tiny bit.

I could see the questions in his eyes but he couldn’t make himself ask, so I finally put him out of his misery.

“Tom approves of my new underwear. Thoroughly approves…” I whispered into his ear and enjoyed his audible gasp.

“He’s… he’s seen them?” he asked, his eyes shining and his voice strangely needy — a need that wasn’t proportionate to the situation… to me, it was just a pair of panties. To my husband, this was so much more.

It was a brand new world opening before my eyes. David wanted this so much. I’d taken it for a mere fantasy, a fun game we were playing but I was sensing now that this was something that he needed to explore. The floodgates had been opened, and it would be a difficult task indeed to put his desires back in the box now. Not to blow my own horn, but he was lucky to have a clear-headed wife like me, so I could steer us right — otherwise we’d risk going completely off the rails. Admittedly, a large part of the fun was its unpredictable nature, but whereas David might abandon all reason, I’d remain at least somewhat grounded. I’d keep a vestige of sanity where he might have become engulfed in the thrill of it all without me.

The panties — and perhaps more importantly his lack of knowledge about them — was only a small piece in the bigger puzzle, but it was a piece that allowed me to see the outline of the whole image. And that image was of a man very different from the one I’d married.

The neediness I saw in him there and then — it was such an eyeopener. And I cannot describe what a kick it was.

“He has. And he agrees… they are HOT…” I said in a low, sly voice.

“I bet,” he said, his voice all hoarse, and I could easily feel his erection against my thigh. Not as easily as I could have, had it been Tom’s of course, but even so…

With a last, hard kiss on his lips, I put the bag of food on his table, turned around and made my way out of his office. Like Tom, I knew where his eyes were, but unlike Tom, he had to make do with the back of my dress. I didn’t pull anything up for him.

“Wait, Jia,” he said, as I was about to open the door.

“Yes?” I turned to look at him. Was he about to call this all off? Was it all over? My stomach fell — had I completely misread him? I’d been so sure of him, but had I been wrong?

“Could… could you, ehm… would you maybe… record… what’s going to happen. Or, or some of it, at least,” he asked, looking both hopeful and immensely ashamed — two feelings that seemed to be fighting for control of my husband more and more these days.

A strange feeling of relief flowed through me — we weren’t calling off anything it would seem. David was fully commited to our fantasy… his fantasy.

“Really?” I asked, more to taunt him than because I was genuinely surprised. He didn’t answer but nodded while looking down.

“I’ll see what I can do, nae sarang,” I said, not promising anything, and left.

I closed the door behind me, my heart now beating wildly. It had been fun seeing my husband, but now the thrilling conclusion to the night was awaiting. This was what I’d been thinking about all week; the wild, out of control ride where I had no idea what was going to happen and I was just trying to maintain some semblance of control, of dignity.

When David had made love to me or when I’d suddenly found myself awfully excited in the middle of the day in the library this was what I’d been thinking about — the unknown. When Tom had hounded me for more pictures throughout the week, this unknown was why I caved again and again and sent him images of my butt and boobs and thighs — which David still didn’t know about. I hadn’t told him… and I didn’t want to tell him. I knew I ought to, but it felt… private. Like it was between Tom and me.

Which, I also realised, was not an altogether healthy feeling, but until I had sorted it out, the secret stayed with me. After all, I was the one who had to steer the ship straight, and it wouldn’t do to make David think I was confused about the course.

Because I wasn’t. I was just… finding this particular stretch of water difficult to navigate.

But enough nautical similes. It was time to find out what was in store for me tonight.

I moved down the row of cubicles with an eager smile on my lips, until I found the right one. Tom was sitting in his chair, waiting for me, a smug expression on his— AND HIS HUGE MONSTER HANGING OUT OF HIS PANTS!

“Wha—” I begun and stopped, suddenly all confused. As so often with this man, I had no idea how to respond, so I just shut down, waiting for him to seize control. His smile grew wider and he beckoned me closer. I ignored him but couldn’t ignore it. The penis wasn’t erect, it just hung there out of his pants… and still it dwarfed my dear husband’s. Looking at it, a curious, needy desire spread in my lady garden, a desire I wasn’t entirely sure what to do with, how to act on. So I stayed put, staring at the perverted scene in front of me, trying desperately to come up with a clever remark or a flippant line. Nothing came to me though.

“There you are, Jia,” he greeted me as if him having his penis out was the most natural thing in the world, “come here.”

“I… what are you doing?” I asked, wide-eyed… but still found myself stepping into his cubicle.

“Me? I’m not doing anything,” he said and casually leaned back in his chair.

“You can’t… you can’t just…” I couldn’t finish the sentence but gestured at his penis.

“Ah, don’t worry, I asked your little husband, and he said that there are no cameras out here. Only at the entrances,” he explained and gestured at the wider office-area.

“You… you asked my husband!?” I gasped. David hadn’t said anything! Was… was everything out in the open now?!

“Haha, don’t worry, the little pipsqueak has no idea what’s going on. He thinks I’m worried about theft or something,” he grinned.

Right. Like David hadn’t seen through that lame excuse immediately. He’d know exactly why Tom wanted to know about the cameras.

Which he really should have told me. How would all this work if we were keeping secrets from each other? Honestly, David!

“Okay… so because there’s no cameras in here…” I said slowly.

“We don’t have to take our little party to the bathroom,” he smiled as I slowly, almost grudgingly came closer. When I was within reach, he grabbed my hand and put it on his hefty snake. I took a quick, shallow breath but didn’t move. The skin was so deliciously soft, but I could easily feel the power and might this organ held.

“You missed him, didn’t you, Jia-girl?” he said in that smug tone he had. That tone that said he knew I liked his masculine power and wanted to submit, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

Or maybe I was reading too much into it.

Still, as I slowly began to stroke that magnificent piece of meat in my hand, I couldn’t deny that he was right. I had missed it, I’d been thinking a lot about it and him over the last week.

“Maybe,” I said without looking at him, my eyes still on the hardening monster in my hand.

“I really like it better when you’re on your knees,” he said slowly.

This again? It had been a mistake last week. I shouldn’t have knelt. It was only to get a more advantageous angle that I had knelt but of course, he had to find some deeper meaning in it. But really, it had meant nothing. I stayed on my feet, slowly stroking his penis, enjoying its sheer size… and the fact that it was growing for me.

“A woman should be on her knees when pleasuring her man,” he went on, like some sort of internet alpha-male podcast hack.

“My man’s in his office,” I reminded him, “and he doesn’t care if I’m on my knees or not.”

“Hah, that’s not your man! That’s just your husband,” he grunted, “and it’s only weak little beta-boys like that who don’t care. A sexy woman like you belong on her knees…”

His 50’s chauvinistic nonsense made me gag. Typical rubbish that would convince exactly no-one and should make all women vary… and which, for some reason made my nipples hard and lit a fire between my legs.

I shouldn’t kneel. I really shouldn’t. It would only inflate his ego even further, and it would demean me.

On the other hand, it would be easier on my wrist. And… well, maybe I needed to be demeaned — even if his ego didn’t require any more inflation. The very thought made me all excited and slowly, almost reluctantly I lowered myself to my knees infront of this man who my husband considered little more than an imbecile.

“There’s my good girl,” he smiled, and his thing swelled. Apparently, he did enjoy me on my knees — what a surprise.

I added my other hand, stroking the huge thing while staring at the angry-looking purple head. To be honest, I was having a hard time even imagining how he had sex. Could any woman really stretch to accommodate the sheer size of him? An image of this behemoth forcing its way into my little pleasure-hole while I cried and begged for more entered my mind, and a desperate longing welled up in me. With some difficulty I suppressed it. It was bad enough that I was giving him handjobs, we were not going further.

At least… not today.

Besides, David’s penis was more than fine. It got the job done and kept me more than satisfied… usually. We didn’t need to bring up last night.

“Mhm, you like big cock, don’t you, kitten?” he grunted, interrupting my musings.

“I— ehm… yeah, yes, I… like it,” I mumbled. Heavens, I sounded so lame!

“What do you like, Jia-girl?” he demanded.

I took a deep breath and forced my eyes from his thing up to his face.

“I like your monster,” I said slowly.

“I know you do,” he grunted, “now suck it.”

Ugh, this again?

“I already told you, I don’t do that,” I said icily, though I didn’t let go of his rod; my hands kept pleasuring it, seemingly on their own.

His brows furrowed, and I felt small and defenseless, on my knees as I was. Maybe that’s why men prefer us like that. Not all men though, not my David.

“It’s dirty,” I added.

“Fuck, bitch, I’ve just washed it! While you were in there with hubby!” he gestured towards David’s office, “with fucking soap!”

“I…” I had no idea what to say. Did he expect me to be grateful? To swoon at his gentle consideration?

His anger had come out of the blue, and I was not ready for it. Caught by surprise I could only look up at him, wondering what was going to happen next, while my heart was beating like mad in my chest.

“Smell it, huh!? Smell it!” he demanded. A little scared but also feeling incredibly subservient, I leant down and sniffed his penis.

It smelled like nothing. I’d imagined old urine or sweat but there was literally no smell… maybe a lingering smell of inexpensive soap.

“It… it doesn’t smell,” I admitted, “but it’s—”

“No, it doesn’t! ’Cause I cleaned it for her highness,” he grunted.

For a moment, we stared at each other, then my eyes were inadvertently drawn back towards the imposing member in my hands. It was so big, it seemed like a moot point — no way would it fit in my mouth, even if I wanted to try. Which… well, I didn’t but… there was something alluring about it. I’d never been tempted to suck David, but staring at this one-eye titan, I could see why loose women were drawn to such acts. It was… oddly tempting.

“Hell, bitch, just give it a kiss,” he insisted, “just a small one. It’s not gonna bite you!”

He shouldn’t speak to me like this. It was degrading and demeaning and gave him a wrong picture of our… relationship or whatever it was. Calling me kitten was bad enough but bitch? The audacity. That’s where I should draw the line.

Still, down here on my knees, it was hard to demand a proper tone, to object that I was a lady, not a bitch.

And… a kiss was nothing. Right? After all, it was just skin, just like my lips. Nothing would really happen. It wasn’t that bad, was it? He had licked my… my juices earlier. Maybe he just figured it was fair play.

I realised I was trying to justify kissing his thing, so I took a deep breath and leaned forward.

My lips met his dark-red crown for half a second and I pulled back and quickly looked up at him.

“That was good… but a real kiss,” he demanded.

Of course he wanted more. What would be enough? I did it again, my lips pressed against him for a couple of seconds.

“Tongue now,” he demanded as I was about to pull back again.

You give an inch, he takes a mile. Why must he escalate? On the other hand, I’d come this far unscathed. I hadn’t been harmed, my mouth hadn’t burst into flames. To the contrary, something else was burning rather hot, and I shifted nervously, trying to ease the desire that sprung up between my legs.

After all… Why not? I suppressed a new wave of indignation and excitement that washed over me. My lips parted and my tongue touched his sensitive head. This small, simple act sent a bolt of arousal through me that completely squashed the discomfort of licking a man’s genitals. Why did that turn me on? I didn’t know but dear me, it did.

“Mhm, like that. Ah, that’s good, kitten…”

I pulled back, breathing hard, my lady-parts on fire. It was so naughty, so deliciously naughty. It really was dirty, but, as it turned out, so was I.

He didn’t even have to tell me to do it again — I did it on my own volition, directed by the heat in my loins. I french-kissed that big thing, letting my tongue all over the head. Soon, I parted my lips and even took the very tip into my mouth. I explored the slit — where even the thought that this was where his pee came out didn’t stop me — and the underside of his knob. There was a soft spot, just under his head where he groaned lightly when I licked it, so I licked it again and again.

I thought I heard something from the other side of the cubicle’s wall, like a big mouse maybe, but I couldn’t spare any attention for it, I was too enamoured with the big thing in my mouth.

“Ahh… fuck, you’re a natural, Jia-girl,” he grunted, far above me. I had almost forgotten about him, so enraptured was I by this strange new world of exploration with my tongue.

“Now… use your hands as well…” he directed me, and I obeyed without question, stroking him while I kissed and licked.

“Ah, yeah…” he grunted, and suddenly it wasn’t tasteless anymore. A small squirt of salt, sticky liquid ran out of his slit and directly into my mouth. Must be his pre-ejaculatory fluid. David’s penis leaked that too, when he got overly excited, though never in my mouth, obviously.

But it didn’t taste that bad, actually. Just salty.

I swallowed it and kept pleasuring him, acting like some kind of skank… and really enjoying it. A fire was burning in me, ignited by the monster in my mouth and my hands, and all I wanted was to please it.

Based on his growing moans, I tried to work out what he liked the most, and he seemed to want me to take more than just the crown inside my mouth. So, leaning into my new persona as a harlot, I naturally did that and lowered my head, allowing more and more of this fat sausage into my mouth. My jaws stretched painfully to allow its entrance, but it was worth it from the loud groan he rewarded me with.

Until it got too far and my gag-reflex kicked in. With a loud, unlady-like sound, I pulled off him, breathing hard. A tear ran down my cheek, and I wiped it away.

“Damn, you’re hot,” he complimented me and ran his hand through my hair.

“Really?” I asked. His words felt strangely uplifting… and very arousing.

“Fuck yeah,” he nodded. His hand, still in my hair pressed me forward, a gentle reminder to get back to business.

I didn’t mind and dove back to that wonderful willy, filling my mouth with it again.

“Auch, watch the teeth!” Tom admonished me in a pained voice.

“Srrory,” I mumbled, mouth too full to speak properly, and I did my best to keep my teeth off his very sensitive member.

“Ah, yeah, that’s better…” he sighed, again running his hands through my hair, while I bobbed my head up and down his long shaft. I didn’t get much further down than his bulbous head but he seemed to enjoy it.

“Fuck, it feels good… ah, yeah…” he went on, “you’ve really never done this before?”

Looking up at him, still with my mouth full, I shook my head. His praise made me feel really good — especially between my legs for some odd reason — and I redoubled my effort. I forced his thick member further into my mouth and even into the small of my throat, just to where it started to feel painful, and I worried I might throw up. The gagging-noises sounded horrible to my ears but if that’s what he wanted, that’s what he was getting.

“Look up at me,” he told me, and obediently I turned my face upwards, his member still buried in my mouth.

“Fuck yeah, give me those slanted eyes while you choke on my meat,” he grunted. I ignored the casual racism and did as he asked, still gagging loudly on his manhood.

A rustling sound from the other side of the cubicle-wall made me think of David — was it him listening in? — and his… request popped into my mind. A recording.

This was so far out of my comfort-zone, but… well, David needed to be involved in this. I wasn’t doing it for my own sake, that was for sure. It wasn’t for my own pleasure that I was kneeling on the office-floor and getting my mouth invaded for the first time in my life.

“Ehm…” I said hoarsly when I needed another breathing-break, “could you, ehm… maybe record this…?” I blushed so hard as I asked for him to immortalise my humiliation and subservience. But it was for David… and a small, evil part of me really wanted to rub it in his face, though I decidedly didn’t dwell on that.

“Seriously?” he asked. I looked down and nodded, my humiliation making me unable to meet his eyes.

“Why?” he asked, sounding a little suspicious.

Well, I could hardly tell him the truth. It’s for my husband to enjoy. No, that wouldn’t do.

“I just think it’d be hot,” I mumbled, still not looking up at him.

“You’re such a dirty girl,” he said and even without looking up I could easily hear the leer in his voice. He fumbled in his pocket after his phone.

“No, use mine,” I said and picked it up from my bag, thinking it would be a rather unwise to have this kind of video on his phone. I unlocked it, found the camera and handed it to him.

“Okay…” he mumbled, pointing the camera at me and sitting up a little straighter in his chair, making his delicious man-meat flop around obscenely, “so, Jia… what do you want?”

“What?” I asked up at him. I had just told him what was going to happen — how damaged was this guy’s memory?

“For fuck’s sake,” he muttered and moved the camera so he could look at me, “we’re trying to make a sexy film, right? How about you get a little in character first? Say something naughty?”

“Oh. Right. I… I can do that,” I said, biting my lip nervously. Thinking about it, that was probably what David would want. Yes. Yes, it was definitely what he’d want. He’d love watching his wife acting like a porn-star. I could do this. For David.

“Take two,” he said, “so Jia, what do you want?”

“I… I want your… big… ehm, thing,” I said, blushing so hard I was worried my face would burst into flame.

“Christ, woman, that was embarrassing,” he said, shaking his head mockingly.

“Sorry I’m not a freaking actor!” I hissed at him, a feeling of humiliation rising in me. It’s not like this was easy!

“Well, you’re a fucking slut, aren’t you?” he spat back at me, apparently not appreciating my tone, “just act like that!”

What the— How dare he speak to me that way?! I was about to give him a piece of my mind, to let this gloating knucklehead know just what was what. But then I halted. From his vantage-point, I was a slut, right? Cheating on my husband who was sitting clueless in his office not even 20 meters away. And we wanted Tom to stay in that illusion. It would hardly work if I preached my innocence and virtue right now. He needed to think I was a fallen woman, otherwise he might start asking questions.

I closed my eyes, trying to calm down. What did I want? I didn’t need to make a recording. Hell, I didn’t need to suck this piece of work’s willy either. I could just get up and leave, if that’s what I wanted. I did my best to ignore the unhappy surge in my stomach that that thought gave me. I needed to be rational about this! Did I want to leave?

No, I couldn’t do that. I needed to see this through. For David, obviously. David would be so disappointed if I didn’t suck that huge monster to completion. If I didn’t lick that delicious shaft again, if I didn’t kiss and lick and suck that enormous head again.

“Okay. Okay, yes, that makes sense,” I said slowly, and a fire once again spread between my legs as I submitted to his wanton words.

“Great,” he grunted, ‘and what is this?’ He grabbed his large member, forcing my eyes to the strong organ, “sluts use proper words.”

“It’s your dick,” I sighed and rolled my eyes.

“It’s my cock,” he corrected me. He looked at me expectantly.

“It’s your cock,” I agreed and fought the urge to roll my eyes again. Like, what did it matter? Dick, cock, potatoh, potatoe.

“Good. ’Cause it ain’t sexy when you call it my thing.”

“Whatever,” I muttered, hiding my shame at his reprimand. I liked it a lot more when he was praising my efforts, though I couldn’t quite point out why it mattered to me.

“Okay then. Ready? Take three… So, Jia, what do you want?” he asked, his face once again obscured by the phone. That was fine, though, I didn’t want to look at the condescending prick right now anyway.

It was another prick altogether that demanded my attention…

I forced a smile to my lips and looked up at the camera in my phone, imagining it was David I was telling this.

“I… I want to suck your big cock,” I said, putting a lot of emphasis on that last word.

“Yeah? You like big cock, do ya?” he asked.

“You know I do,” I said and reached out and grabbed it. It had lost some of its vigor during our discussion about the various names for the male genitalia. But I would soon get it back.

“Fuck yeah, baby, suck it,” he grunted, and I did just that. I swallowed his head easily, my tongue once again exploring his sensitive tool, feeling the veins, licking everywhere I could reach while I sucked hard on the massive thing in my mouth.

“Ah, fuck, yeah,” he grunted, “take that cock, slut!”

And I did. I loved how he filled my mouth, how I served him, even how my throat quickly started to feel uncomfortable for his pleasure. Even the demeaning name-calling was getting me riled up — though not in the way it would have before I met Tom.

I bobbed my head up and down, taking less than half but still making him groan. It wasn’t long before he put a hand on the back of my head, trying to steer me, to make me go deeper. The salty taste was constant now, he seemed to be leaking his pre-ejaculate fluid as fast as I could swallow it.

“Suck it, yeah,” he mumbled, “take that big cock. Bigger than what you’re used to, huh?”

“Yes,” I gasped when I finally had to let it go for a short break to get some air. I kept stroking it though, kept serving his needs. He didn’t try to prevent me from taking breaks, but he eagerly helped me back on his… cock… again pushing me deeper and faster than I was comfortable with.

“Yeah, like that. Can’t keep you off it anymore, huh? Hah, and you said you didn’t suck dick! Pff!” he laughed above me, “they all say that till they see the monster. Then they’re on their knees, taking cock.”

He rambled on. The camera really made him terribly talkative, it seemed. Not that I minded. His dirty words that should have offended me seemed to stoke the burning need inside me, a need that grew and grew.

Another break, then two fast breaths later and my lips were once again locked around his fat tool, making sweet love to that wonderful… cock.

“Yeah, like that. Suck it, mhm, yeah, ah, ah… that’s good. That’s good… Love that little virgin mouth. Hah, if only your little pipsqueak knew what you were up to! Hah, the little guy would just die if he knew what kind of slut you really are!”

“Guess so,” I mumbled, not meeting his eyes while taking another mouthful of air, before swallowing the giant again.



David

Well, fuck you too, asshole, I thought as I listened to him violate my beloved wife’s mouth.

God, it was hot though! I couldn’t believe she was doing this… she was amazing!

“Glugh! Graaa! Easy, tiger… you’re too big to fit that deep,” she scolded him, sounding out of breath but half a second later, I heard the wet sound of her lips letting the cock in again. Clearly, she wasn’t that mad.

I was hiding a couple of cubicles down, on the opposite row, meaning there was a plywood wall between me and the action. I couldn’t see what was going on, but it was not hard to imagine the scene, and by God it was arousing to listen to.

I had given her a good head start and then I’d silently made my way down to this spot where I could safely hear what was going on. My cock was iron-hard and I was slowly stroking it through my pants.

I really wanted to take it out and jack off here and now, but a manager really can’t masturbate in the office.

Technically, managers probably weren’t supposed to let their wives suck off subordinates in the office either, but we all bend the rules now and then.

“Bah, you gotta learn,” he dismissed her concerns, and I could only imagine how he grinned and tried to shove her face down on his monstrous dick.

“Yeah, like that. Mhm, fuck, you love it, don’t pretend you don’t. Hah, just you wait, when I’m done with you, you can swallow this whole thing. Won’t be the first prissy little lady who’ve been won over by this guy,” he bragged, his arrogant words setting my teeth on edge… and my pants on fire.

“Really?” my wife asked, obviously just paying lip service to the jerk. In more ways than one…

“Fuck yeah! Ah… Once they get a taste, they can’t get enough! You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

“Mhm… maybe I do…” she answered in the most seductive tone I’d heard her use. She WAS just paying lip service to his self-centered ideas… right?

“Fuck yeah. Ah… suck it, more… yeah, fuck, yeah! Look at me, fuck yeah, love those eyes. A real Asian lady, huh? On her knees with a big, white cock in her mouth…”

“Filthy, fat prick,” I muttered soundlessly, too scared to make a sound. His derogatory comments about my sweet wife really pissed me off… but fuck, they also turned me on! What the fuck was the matter with me?!

I wanted to burst in there and knock him the fuck out for talking like that to my wife, but at the same time I didn’t want to interrupt the sexiest scene I’d ever… well, not witnessed but listened to. I felt an overwhelming need to defend my wife’s honour, but I also wanted nothing more than to hear her service this creep in a way she’d never done for me. I stood rooted to the floor, my indecisiveness rendering me helpless… which was just what my cuck-side wanted.

Still… I didn’t need to feel bad. Jia could handle herself. Right? If she didn’t feel he overstepped his bounds, who was I to interrupt?

“Ah.. fuck, it’s good. More… harder… yeah. Yeah, bitch… Ugh…”

His words were losing what coherence they’d had. He must be getting closer to an explosion. Would she let him cum on her face? In her mouth? God, I hoped he recorded it. I wanted to watch that more than anything, really.



Jia

His hands on my head forced my face further and further down on his long, fat shaft, making me swallow more and more of his obscenely large tool. My throat was making sounds of protests whenever he got too far, which he did every time now, and it was wildly uncomfortable. My jaws hurt, bile was rising in my throat and I had buckets of drool down the front of my dress.

And yet I didn’t resist.

I stayed on my knees, like a good skank, letting him take his pleasure from my mouth — heck, I even helped, still sucking the best I could and stroking his monster. His words were a never-ending stream of demeaning words, making me feel like the worst kind of loose woman.

But in spite of this, the words, the raw, burning sensation in my throat that got worse everytime he pushed his huge monster down, I had never been more aroused. My lady-parts were on fire! I was sure I would orgasm immediately if anyone just touched me down there.

It was probably that arousal that kept me here, that kept me serving this condescending asshole and his majestic… cock.

I’d see this through, and then one way or the other, I’d get my reward; a huge freaking orgasm that would put all other orgasms to shame. The orgasm to end all orgasms. If it was going to come from Tom or from David or from anywhere else, I didn’t have the presence of mind to care about. I just knew I was on the edge of a volcano, ready to burst. No, actually, I was the volcano!

“Fuck yeah. Yeah. Yeah, fuck, fuck FUCKFUCKFUCK!” he grunted loudly and suddenly my mouth was filled with a salty, tangy liquid.

I tore my face off his tool and spat out the salty stuff just as a second wave of his jizz exploded out of his prick and hit the right side of my face and some of it even ended up in my hair. I didn’t manage to spit it very far, though and it mostly ended up on my bust, along with the large amount of saliva I had drooled while pleasuring his monstrous member… his monstrous cock.

“Yeeeeeah…” he grunted, “oh fuuuuck…”

Wave after wave burst out of him. I held my eyes closed and put my hands up, protecting my head from his disgusting loads. I felt my left hand get a large wad of stickiness on it, and then another charge hit the top of my head, painting my soft, black hair white.

My mind went blank as I knelt in front of him, accepting his load of man-juice all over me, like a good little girl. I should have been angry and disgusted, but… I wasn’t.

Finally it was done, and he slumped back in his chair with a satisfied sigh. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His eyes met mine with a smug, content smile, and I knew it’d do no good to yell or make a scene. In fact, he’d probably love that.

Instead, I held his eyes as I slowly wiped his stuff off my face with my clean hand and looked at the white, sticky liquid that was now clinging to both of my hands. I shrugged and wiped them on the front of my dress — it was already ruined anyway. I had not the faintest idea what the protocol was in such a situation, so I stayed here, looking up at him, wondering what was going to happen next, while my lady-parts screamed for attention. My mouth still tasted salty after that first round that had caught me unaware. I gathered some saliva and gulped what remained in my mouth down.

“Could’ve warned a girl,” I remarked dryly.

“Coulda. Didn’t,” he shrugged. I noticed the phone in his hand, now pointed at the floor.

“Got everything?” I nodded at the phone. I didn’t want it all to have been for naught, and I was doing this for David, no matter what my vagina was screaming at me right now.

“Oh, yeah. I’m just gonna send this to myself… hmm, how do I-?”

“No!” I interrupted him sharply, “that’s mine. That’s just for me.” I made a grab for it with my least sticky hand but he held it out of reach.

“Aw, come on, kitten. We can both enjoy it,” he grinned.

“You give me that phone, or you won’t ever see me again,” I said and put all the steel I could muster into my voice.

“You’re bluffing,” he said slowly, “you can’t walk away from this,” he squeezed his spent dong but he sounded a lot less sure of himself than he had a few minutes ago. Guess he wasn’t riding an aroused high anymore.

“I’m not. Give it to me,” I ordered coldly.

“Fine,” he muttered and I got my phone. He had stopped the recording but I had no idea when. I put it down in my bag and wiped some more semen off my face.

“Now that that’s out of the way,” I said, standing up, “I believe it’s time for some quid pro quo.” I sent him a sexy smile, so he wasn’t in any doubt about what I meant.

“Ah… the little kitten’s horny?” he grinned.

“The little kitten might just be,” I conceded. I’d have expected to have lost all lust after the little show-down over the phone, but I found it hadn’t quenched the fire one bit.

“It was… pretty good what you did last Wednesday. I wouldn’t mind a repeat…” I told him. I didn’t like asking him for it — it gave him power over me that I didn’t necessarily like — but at this point, I needed relief, and I couldn’t wait for David to come home. A handjob from Tom was just what the doctor ordered.

“Pretty good, was it?” he mused, seemingly mulling it over.

“Very good then,” I shrugged but gave him a smile.

“Yeah, well, can’t say you haven’t earned it,” he smiled back at me. He grabbed me around my waist and turned us around, so my back was to his desk.

“What are you-OH!” I gasped as he suddenly and effortlessly lifted me up on it.

“Oh my,” I smiled at him and caressed his large biceps. I also made sure to leave a little smear of his sperm from my still-sticky hands on his shirt, but he didn’t seem to notice.

He gently pushed me back, until my back was resting against the wall of his cubicle, then he pulled my dress up. I helped a little by lifting my butt, so he could get it up around my waist, out of the way for the main event.

“Gotta love them panties,” he grinned up at me.

“Glad you like them,” I smiled at him, quite pleased with my purchase. Hearing him praise them made it worth the hassle of wearing the annoying thong.

“Oh, I do. Buuuut… time to get ’em off!” he said and slid them down. Again, I had to move my bottom to help, but it didn’t take long before my lower body was bared before his greedy eyes.

“Sucha pretty little pussy,” he said admiringly and gently stroked my sex with his big fingers.

“Mhm, you think so?” I purred, trying to coax more compliments from him.

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted, “only, you need to get rid of this.” He tugged on a tuft of my pubic hair.

“What?” I sat up, looking down at him, “what do you mean?”

“I mean,” he shrugged, “that this all-natural hippie-chick-look you’ve got going on ain’t really working.”

“Hippie-chick?” I asked. Of course, he’d make a big deal out of the fact that I didn’t look like a porn-slut.

“It has to go,” he said.

“Uh-huh,” I muttered and sank back again, “and what do you think my husband will say if I’m suddenly all…” I gestured to my crotch, “hair-less.”

“Just say it’s for him. The idiot’ll buy it… and he’ll love it, trust me.”

Okay, David would probably love it. Especially since it was Tom’s idea. But… women have hair! It would be so—

“Ah!” I gasped, completely interrupted in my line of thought by him sliding a big finger up into me, “oooh, that’s good…”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you? Greedy little cunt you’ve got here…” he grinned, his voice filled with his usual smugness. But I didn’t care; he was stoking the fire that had burnt in me for so long now.

“Yesss…” I agreed, as waves of desire and pleasure were sent through me. His big finger invading my little entrance felt sooo gooood!

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” he said and bowed down and wrapped his big lips around my little pleasure-button.

“No, don’t. That’s dirty… Oooh… WOW!”

I had moved my hands down to push his face off me but suddenly the fire was burning out of control, and I ended up caressing his balding head instead. Arousal shot through me, and the pleasure-levels rose insanely fast. It felt AMAZING!

“Oh Heavens! What… Oooh… I don’t… Is this…” I wasn’t coherent anymore, I had no idea what I wanted or what I was trying to say — all I knew was that when he washed my little bean with his tongue, I never wanted him to stop!

And now he started to drive his finger in and out of me, and by the stars! I immediately started undulating my hips, meeting his rhythm, squeezing him… just trying to get more.

“Oh, MY WORD!” I gasped.

His other hand reached up and grabbed my boob through my dress, finding my nipple even through the bra. I cried out again, my mind getting overwhelmed with pleasure from all angles.

“I… Tom… I’m so… oh, please, don’t stop, don’t stop… moremoremoremore!” I cried as the orgasmic bliss finally crashed over me.

Sensing it, he squeezed my breast tight, mashing my little nipple tight! It hurt like hell, but once again the pain mixed with the pleasure, and my poor body had no idea how to react — the result was an explosion inside me.

“Oh PLEASE, it’s good! Keepgoingkeepgoingkeepgoingkeepgoing!” I demanded, “oh dear me, Tom what are you DOING TO ME?”

He didn’t answer, of course, he just kept doing what he was doing — turning my world into paradise.

“Oh… ah… ohh…” slowly, I crawled down from the extreme heights he had brought me to, and I regained my senses. I realised I was pressing his face into my crotch and released him, almost frightened by my own actions. When had I done that?

“That.. wow…” I sighed and giggled, “that was…”

“Hah, yeah, seemed you liked it.”

“Yes, that… wow…” I shook my head, trying to clear it, “never knew that it would feel so…”

“Good?” he finished with his trademarked smug grin. Not that I minded — he’d earned some smugness that was certain.

“Yes. Yes… I think maybe David will be allowed to eh… do that to me,” I said with a sheepish smile. As I was gathering my senses, I realised just how exposed I was, lying there with my lady-parts out in the open. I pushed my dress down, making it cover my indecent parts and slowly stood up. My panties were on the floor and I grabbed them and put them on, almost falling over in the process. My legs were all wobbly. My word, what had he done to me!?

“Yeah? You think he can do it half as good?” he teased.

“He’s a quick learner,” I shot back, defending my husband even in my post-orgasmic bliss. I wasn’t ready to fight though — I was too mellow, too pleased, too satiated. It had been amazing, and the realisation that this rough, unbecoming man was the reason for my most intense orgasm was one I’d have to grapple with… some other time.

It would seem, all in all, that David’s kink was not so bad after all.



David

Fuck yeah, I am!

God, to think that I’d finally get to taste Jia’s divine pussy! And to think Tom, the office’s version of the village idiot was to thank for it. It was a wild, arousing thought, but also worrying in its own way.

But I wouldn’t — couldn’t worry tonight. I was too elavated, too high on my arousal. And finally, after all these years, it was within my grasp: a blowjob from my beautiful wife which had been on my wish-list since the first day we met. I couldn’t wait to feel her soft lips, to look down into her beautiful eyes while she—

“But I don’t want you to suck the little guy off,” Tom’s gruff voice cut off my line of thoughts. What?!

“Uh-huh?” Jia’s dry response sounded quite stand-offish, and I could easily picture her cross her arms across her chest with a doubtful look on her face.

“Yeah, see, that’s our thing, right?” His voice got lower and more intimate. Sounds of movement indicated he’d stepped closer to her, trying to persuade her, to needle her.

“It is?” she sounded doubtful.

“Yeah. Yeah, something you do just for me…” The sounds of kissing followed.

“Well…” Jia’s voice still sounded unconvinced when she spoke a couple of minutes of intense kissing-sounds later. It was insane listening to them like this, and my dick was hard as steel. They were discussing MY sex-life while making out, truly relegating me to the sideline. Like, that moron Tom with his giant dick was trying to take control of OUR bedroom, and for reasons unknown, that thought was strangely attractive.

Before, Jia-blowjobs had been theoretical, and something I could only dream of and wish for — now that they were real, I needed her to suck me off so badly… I imagined myself looking down at my beautiful wife, her lips stretched around my dick, her smiling up at me, her dark, passionate eyes meeting mine with adoration while she made love to me with her mouth. It was the hottest image I could envision, and I desperately wanted to make it real.

But now Tom was trying to ruin it. What if she were to tell me no? There was something undeniably hot about that thought too. But why? It was crazy! I wanted her to blow me, I wanted to experience everything she had to offer. So why did the thought of the opposite make my heart beat like mad?

“Besides, he might get suspicious if you suddenly start sucking his little toy. Gotta keep this on the down-low, huh?” he argued.

This argument was nonsense, of course, but Jia couldn’t let him know that.

“That’s true, I guess…” she said, and my heart caught in my throat. Was she considering it? She couldn’t. Could she?

“Yeah. So just tell him it’s dirty. Make him go down on you and then just jerk the tiny thing.”

“Well, okay,” she agreed. More kissing followed while my dick — my tiny thing, thanks a lot asshole — was trying to burst through my pants, it was so hard.

“Mhm, great, babe. Those lips are only for me, right?”

“Yes…” she sighed and… well, she sounded like she was getting in the mood again.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I’ll save my lips for you… for your big… cock…” she obediently said. Oh fuck, it was so hot hearing her say that!

“Fuck yeah. God, you’re so fucking hot, kitten…”

More kissing. More grunts from him, some light moans from her.

“I… I better go…” she finally said.

“Nah, stay. We can… have some more fun,” he said, and I could so easily hear the inviting smile in his voice. He wanted her again, and maybe he wanted to take it even further — he sounded like he was trying to get in her panties for real.

Me, I was torn. On one hand, GOD, it’d be hot if she gave herself to him for real, if she couldn’t resist, if she wanted to feel that monster inside of her.

On the other hand, I was afraid she’d regret it if she moved too fast. She’d taken more than a month to get this far, since I let slip my murky desires. Also, I was feeling insanely jealous, and right now I wanted her for myself.

“No, I… No, I gotta go. I gotta shower and get all your stuff off me before David comes home.”

“Haha, I did mark you good,” he agreed, so proud of himself that it made my teeth hurt.

“What, you think you’ve marked your territory like some kind of caveman?” she asked, though I could hear the good humour in her voice.

“Haha, yeah. Tom take Jia. Jia Tom’s woman now. Ugh!” he said in a dumbed down voice. Not that it was all that different from his usual speech.

“Well, Jia leave now. Go shower,” she said in the same kind of voice, leaving him laughing while I listened to her heels clack down the hallway.

“See you next Wednesday, Jia-girl!” he called after her.

She didn’t reply.



Quiet as a mouse I snuck back into my office and managed to focus on work for about an hour (well, focus is a strong word here, but I managed to fill out some forms and spreadsheets, so I called it a win), before I finally gave up and left.

Tom was still in his cubicle, though he must have cleaned up some, as nothing looked out of place.

“Let’s get out of here,” I told him when I reached him, though I couldn’t quite meet his eyes. The image of my wife on her knees in front of this slobby guy, his fat cock in her mouth kept popping up before my eyes.

“Sure thing, boss,” he said with a more-than-pleased smile. Of course he did have a lot to be pleased about, the rat. He’d taken his boss’ wife right under his nose, like that was a great accomplishment. I couldn’t quite figure out if I hated him for it, or wanted to celebrate with him. Maybe both.

“You seem cheerful,” I commented as he shut his computer down and we went down the hallway toward the elevator.

“Ah, yeah, guess I am. Lot of good work got done tonight,” he grinned. He sure thought he was being subtle, but it was not hard to catch his meaning.

I looked away and prayed he didn’t notice anything. Was I blushing? I hoped not.

We rode the elevator in silence and separated with a “see you tomorrow” and I went to my car.

I raced home, only too eager to see my beautiful wife. I needed her so badly! Had she meant what she’d said? Surely not! But what if she had? How did she feel now that she’d blown the guy? I passed a slow driver, dreaming of her beautiful, red lips, of kissing her, of finally feeling them around my dick. Would she let me? Surely, she’d allow her husband the same priviliges as her… her bull, if that’s the right term — and surely she wouldn’t let that oaf dictate who to suck and not suck!

Was he her bull? The internet had told me that it was the term for a hotwife’s lover, but then again, was he her lover? Their relationship was ill-defined at best. Well, words didn’t matter. The bottomline was that Tom, lover, bull, asshole shouldn’t get to decide whether Jia blew me or not. Someone honked after me, but I was too preoccupied with my internal rambling to care.

At home, I tore through the house in search of my wonderful wife. I half hoped she hadn’t changed or showered. I really wanted to see her in that sexy dress again… and I imagined she had cum on her face, on her clothes, and I… I really wanted to see my prim and proper wife like that. In my fantasies, she had been a wanton slut for so long, and now that it was happening… well, I wanted to be a part of that development.

“Oh. Hey nae sarang,” Jia said as I made it into the bedroom. She was sitting in our bed in her unsexy bathrobe, a towel wrapped around her hair and her phone in her hand.

I didn’t have time to process any disappointment at her appearance — I simply threw myself at her, hugging her to me and gave her a long, loving kiss, while I struggled to get my shirt off.

“You really missed me, huh?” she grinned, and we kissed some more while I wriggled out of my pants.

“I did, honey, God, you’re so amazing,” I whispered to her, “I love you so much. Thank you.”

“You already know, don’t you?” she asked, her voice carefully neutral.

“I, yeah… I was listening…” I admitted with a blush.

“So that was you,” she mused, “I figured, but I was a little… preoccupied.”

“Yeah, I heard. It… it was so, so hot. You’re really out of this world,” I told her earnestly.

“I know,” she said with a self-satisfied smile, “that’s why I have two suitors, isn’t it?”

I gaped at her. Hearing her describe it so casually was wild to say the least!

“Right!” I choked out.

“So… what did you think?” she asked, and finally there was something insecure in her voice.

“Honestly?”

“Yeah, of course,” she said, sounding more worried.

“I… LOVED… every second of it,” I told her, staring into her eyes. She blinked a couple of times, then her lips spread in a relieved smile.

“You jerk!” she scolded me and mock-hit me with a pillow while grinning, “you got me thinking you’d gotten cold feet!”

“I’m sorry,” I grinned back and kissed her again. Mollified she kissed me back.

“Did you hear what we were talked about? At the end?” she wanted to know a minute later.

“Yeah, I guess,” I answered, not entirely sure what part she meant.

“So…” she asked and fidgeted with her nose-stud, “you up for it?” She untied the knot that held the bathrobe closed and opened it, revealing her smooth thighs, flat stomach, huge tits and delicious-looking pussy with its dark bush. No panties!

Damn, would I ever see her in her new panties?! The ones she bought and wore for Tom?

“Up for what?” I teased her, not letting my aroused dismay at not knowing about her underwear shine through.

“Oh, well, I just figured you’d want to see if you’re as good as my… as Tom at… you know…” She spread her thighs ever so slightly.

A jolt went through my heart. What had she been about to say? Her…? Her lover? Her sweetheart? Her new man?

“Are you asking me to eat your pussy?” I asked, while putting those disturbing and arousing thoughts away and forcing my lips into a crooked grin, focusing on teasing her.

“Don’t be so crass!” she admonished me — after letting Tom call her a slut and a bitch and whatever other insults the moron hurled at her. This was where she drew the line? She thought I was crass? I hesitated at that — somehow it felt unfair.

“I mean, sure, if you don’t want to…” she shrugged, while she made to close the bathrobe.

I forgot all about the injustices of the world and quickly stopped her, crawling down between her legs, pushing them further open. I had wanted this for so long, I was not about to let simple words stop me.

Her little slit was so pretty that I halted for a second, just to admire her pink folds, covered in coarse black hair.

“Well?” my over-eager wife asked when I didn’t immediately start pleasuring her. For someone who had never wanted me to do this, she sure wasn’t patient now. She really had no sense of the occasion; this was a moment to be savoured, not rushed. I was going to remember this night for years and years to come, and I wanted it done right.

She was probably just horny. Well, me too, and unlike her, I hadn’t even gotten off tonight. I’d been horny for hours by now, and I was still patient, whereas she’d orgasmed not long ago and was still in a hurry.

I gingerly parted her outer lips and found her little pleasure-button and slowly started to stroke it with my fingers… just to set the mood, really.

“How was it?” I asked and tried to look up at her but from my vantage point, I could only see her majestic breasts. Eye-contact would have been good but I enjoyed the swell of her tits for a second before I lowered my mouth to her to her sweet little pussy.

My tongue ran along the inner-side of her labia, enjoying her soft folds, finding her sensitive spots, tasting her innermost parts for the first time. And just as I’d always known, she tasted great. Musky. Sensual.

So hot.

She didn’t answer my question, and I didn’t know if it was because she didn’t want to, hadn’t heard me or was too engrossed in me making love to her with my mouth for the first time.

I was hoping for the last one, myself.

I took my time, gently exploring her, finally getting to know her most intimate secrets. I hadn’t gone down on a girl in years, not since college, not since before Jia. But, like riding a bike, it’s not a skill you forget.

When I finally turned my attention to her little, eager clit, she was already breathing hard and writhing in excitement. More than a little pleased with myself, I slid a finger into her while locking my lips around her most sensitive spot and introduced it to my tongue. Her coarse pubic hair tickled my nose and cheeks, but I ignored it.

“Oooooh…” she panted, and her obvious enjoyment spurred me on. My tongue flicked her clit again and again, while I worked more and more of my finger into her.

Her tunnel was already loosened — was that just because she was aroused, or had Tom also had a finger inside her? Fingers? Several conflicting emotions were sparked by that thought — arousal, jealousy and a determined desire to get her off. I wanted to lick her better than him, I wanted to bring her to a more powerful orgasm than him.

He might win in the dick-department but I loved her, and I needed to prove myself to her.

I’d tongue-fuck her ’till she couldn’t walk.

I barely registered that I was hard as a rock again and was ever so slightly humping the mattress.

“Oh, that’s good,” she murmured far above me and stroked my hair. It felt electric and I redoubled my efforts, licking her and fingering her like my life depended on it.

Subtlety was gone now. My world had become small and wet and delicious-smelling; it consisted of my wife’s pussy, and nothing else mattered. Well, her gasps and praising words helped. And the hand still in my hair, egging me on.

And also the growing cramp in my neck, but I could work through that.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Her moans were coming in small gasps, and she was undulating her lower body harder and harder, trying to find the perfect angle or get more pressure the right places.

“David… Ooooh, David!” she gasped, louder now. Her hands shifted from gentle encouragements in my hair to pressing my face against her wet grotto. She was getting close. Time for the sprint.

As gently as possible, I closed my teeth around her clit — my ex-girlfriend Camille had loved when I did this to her, and it had kind of become my trademark way to finish off a girl.

Well, it had been… and it could be again!

“My WORD!” Jia cried out, “nae saRANG! That’s GOOOD! Moooore!”

She clamped her thighs around my head, trapping me in her groin as her body shivered. Her pussy-muscles grasped my finger and held it in place, while I continued to work her clit, trying to squeeze the last possible pleasure out of it as she exploded in a shaking orgasm.

“Mhhhhhh! Yeees!” she gasped, sounding out of breath, “oh yes!”

She cried at least as loudly as she’d done with Tom, at least!

“Oh wow, oh wow, oh WOW!”

Okay, it was starting to get difficult to breathe with her thighs holding me tight like that. It was more than a little unpleasant, actually.

Worth it, though.

This would not be the last time I went down on her, she’d want this again, I was ready to put good money on that.

“Oh…” she gave a last little sigh and released me, and I took a deep mouthful of air.

“Wow…” she breathed, as I crawled out from between her legs.

“Yeah? You liked that?” I asked, feeling pretty good about myself. I pulled my t-shirt over my head and moved up next to her, now only wearing boxers. She scooted a little further away, though — evidently, she wasn’t too fond of the smell of pussy.

“Mhm, I did. I always thought it was, you know, dirty or filthy, but if you don’t mind..?” she said, looking at me out of the corner of her eye. That was obviously my cue to profess my love of giving her oral-sex.

“Of course not, honey! There’s nothing dirty in loving one anoth—”

“Well, that’s good. We need to do this again then,” she eagerly interrupted me, and I nodded in ready agreement.

We lay a bit in silence, enjoying the closeness, but my mind kept returning to one key aspect of the activities at the office. They had discussed the recording — he’d even made her practice her dirty-talk. And I… I very much wanted to watch that video. Very, very much.

“So ehm… did he record you?” I asked in a very casual tone of voice.

“Didn’t you hear?” she asked and looked at me with raised eye-brows.

“Yeah, I did but wasn’t sure exactly what happened,” I said, trying to keep the eagerness out of my voice, “but he did record?”

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips.

“Have… have you seen it?”

She nodded again, the smile growing a bit wider, while a slight blush darkened her golden cheeks.

“Is… is it good?” I wondered, forcing my voice to remain calm while my heart was jack-hammering in my chest.

She shrugged, “I think you’d like it.”

You’d not you’ll, I noticed. Was she planning on not showing it to me?

“Can-can I see it? Please?” I asked, unable to keep my cool any longer.

She looked at me for a little while, playing with her nose-stud, her smile gone.

“I think I’ll keep it for now,” she said slyly, her eyes on mine.

“I… what?” I gasped.

“Yes. I might show it to you some day but not now,” she said slowly.

“Jia…” I groaned, my hard dick tenting my boxers, trying to draw attention to itself. How could she be so cruel? And why did it turn me on so much?!

Okay, okay, calm down. Don’t make a scene. She’s in control right now, and that’s fine. Deep breaths, deep breaths. Focus on something else.

Well, right now was a great time to get some of what that lucky dog Tom had gotten. Her beautiful lips, wrapped around my hardness… yeah, that would make up for not watching the video.

I wanted that so much. Only I wasn’t quite sure how to ask for it. My hand snuck down there and adjusted my boxers a bit. She followed the movement with her eyes and couldn’t help but notice my erection that was begging for her attention.

“You seemed to like that, dearest,” Jia commented with a teasing note in her voice.

“I like a lot of what’s happened tonight. That… that blowjob, Tom going down on you, me going down on you. This whole night has been crazy,” I admitted.

“Crazy is a good way to sum it up,” she agreed, “what eh… what did you think of… everything? Especially what… happened at the office?”

“It was so intense. I… it’s so different than I thought it’d be, but it’s… it was awesome,” I said with emphasis, echoing what I’d said earlier, “It was so, well I don’t have a better word, it was so hot, I… I can’t describe it,” I finished lamely, trying to find a way put into words how I felt.

“It was awesome listening to your wife give her first… her first blowjob?” she asked, a skeptical note to her voice, while she looked at me with those dark, mysterious eyes.

I swallowed and nodded, filled with embarrassment and arousal.

“Hmm…” she sat up and moved a little down to my erection. Oh God, it was happening. It was about to happen!

“It was awesome hearing me give my mouth to that beast of a man?” she asked again, rubbing it in, her voice low and seductive. She slowly reached out, her hand nearing my boxers.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded and saw and felt how she put her hand down my boxers and pulled my dick out.

“Even though you have no respect for the man, it was awesome to hear him get a pleasure from me that you never had?” she asked, her voice still low, her eyes locked on mine while she carefully fondled my hard dick.

“Uh-huh!” I agreed again, my heart in my throat.

Ever so slowly she lowered her face down towards my dick. I was so hard, I was pulsating in her hand. She was so close, she was almost there!

“Would it also be awesome if I… if I sucked you too?” she asked, evidently still struggling a little with the dirty-talk. She was so adept at teasing me, at rubbing in what she’d done to Tom, but she still struggled with using words she found beneath her.

I really loved her innocence… even if I wanted to see it corrupted.

“Oh GOD yes!” I exclaimed. I could feel her hot breath on my shaft, and it drove me crazy! Please, please, just take it in your mouth!

“But,” she went on, her eyes locked up on mine, “unfortunately for you, Tom did ask me to save my mouth for him…”

What?

No! No, she didn’t mean that!! She couldn’t!

“What?” I asked, my mind reeling. She was joking, surely, even if it wasn’t funny. She was just teasing me… right?

“Yes,” she said and gave my shaft a quick peck and then sat up, “he wants to be the only one I… pleasure… that way.”

“But— but!” I argued, despair and intense arousal gripping me. God, she was gonna deny me her mouth?! While giving it to that lowlife!

“And,” she went on, playing with her nose-stud, “I think you really want me to save my mouth for Tom too…”

“I…” I began but had no words. I was drawing a complete blank — I had no idea what to say. What could I even say? Was she right? Did I want that?

“So…” her delicate fingers wrapped around my dick, “my mouth is only for Tom’s… Tom’s cock,” she moved her hand up and down my shaft while she spoke those damning words. Oh mercy, it felt gooood!

“But you get to lick me. That’s something, isn’t it?” she teased me, “he may get to feel my tongue and lips on his huge… huge tool, but you still get to lick me afterwards. That is something… isn’t it?”

“Jia…” I groaned. She was driving me insane here! Her eyes were still on me, and it felt like she was staring into my soul and using what she found in there to push me towards the edge

“Hmm… what would you call a guy whose wife sucks off other men but not her husband?”

“I… I don’t…” I couldn’t think straight anymore. My mind was stuck on her denying me her mouth while servicing that oaf.

“There is a word for a guy like that…” she went on, her low, intimate voice taking me to the brink. It didn’t help that she was squeezing me and jacking me off.

Oh God, I was getting so close!

“I… yeah…” I sighed, admitting what we both already knew.

“What would you call such a guy?” she demanded, her hand speeding up. Oh, it felt so good! Oh shit, it was too good…

“A… a cuck…” I moaned.

“Yes…” she agreed, her hand and words making me feel so good, “a cuck. MY cuck…”

“Oh God,” I groaned. I LOVED hearing her say that! The shame I normally felt was burnt away, leaving only arousal.

For a while she stayed silent, and the only sound in the room was my dick getting jacked off and my excited groans and moans.

“What more do you want, my dear cuck?” she asked as I was nearing the finish-line, “what else would you want me to do?”

“Oh, Jia…” I groaned, my arousal spiking. I was almost here, just a little more—

“Tell me,” she demanded and slowed down her hand. It went from full on jacking me off to barely moving at all! Why?!

“Jia!” I exclaimed, feeling my orgasm slip away. I was so close!

“Tell. Me.” Christ, what had gotten into my sweet, docile wife.

Oh, right. Tom.

“I… I want him to fuck you!” I all but cried out, so turned on by my wife’s dominating demeanour, “oh God, I want him to fuck you!”

“Really?” she asked in mock-surprise.

“Yes, please…” I begged. She started jacking me off again, apparently rewarding me for telling her what we both already knew.

“Are you sure? You really want that big thing, that absolute monster in little me?” she asked, acting all innocent, “you want that… that huge cock to stretch me out? To make me— oh!”

She stopped describing what it’d do to her when I suddenly groaned loudly and wave after wave of cum exploded out of me, landing on my stomach, chest and her hand.

“Oh Jia…” I moaned in helpless bliss as my world was rocked by an overwhelming and mind-numbing orgasm. Pleasure blasted through me as I groaned and came, basking in the humiliating picture she was painting for me.

“Oh my, David,” she grinned and wiped her hand off on my boxers. I could only smile weakly at her, a deep shame about what she’d just seen and learnt about me suddenly striking me.

“You really like that, huh?” she grinned and slid down next to me.

“I… yeah,” I admitted, embarrassed but hardly able to hide it.

“It’s okay, nae sarang. I still love you,” she assured me and we kissed.

“Even if you taste like, you know…” she told me and grinned and I smiled back, relaxing a little.

“I’m just… worried that you’ll… I dunno, lose respect for me,” I admitted without meeting her eyes.

“David, look at me,” she demanded, and I did.

“I love you. And I respect you. That won’t change,” she promised me.

“You sure?” I asked.

“Yeah! It’s fine if you like a little… I dunno, unconventional stuff,” she reassured me, ‘and if this,’ she gestured to my shrinking dick and the cooling cum spread across my abdomen and chest, “is what you like, then I’m on board. Really.”

“It’s just… when you compare us, something just goes off in my dick. It… it really likes that,” I told her without looking at her. I wanted to say more, to explain, but nothing came to me.

“Okay,” she took my head in her hands and made me look at her, “you are cuter, sweeter, better-looking, kinder, smarter and more accomplished than Tom, and I love you. It’s you I married, and it’s you I want to spend my life with. How’s that for comparison? Does your dick like that?”

“Well,” I said and felt my lips split in a heart-felt smile, “I do.” We kissed some more, what else could we do?

“Although…” she said slowly, with that teasing glint in her eyes, “he does have a pretty good dick.”

End Part III

Thanks for reading so far.

I hope you enjoyed it.

I do want to point out though, that I know next to nothing about Korean or corporate American culture, so I’ve taken liberties along the way. I hope this doesn’t insult anyone, as this was never my intent.
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How Far is Too Far? Chapter 4

By DontJudgeMe_

Warning: This is a cuck-story, and while it starts as a loving tale, it won’t stay that way. If you’re not into that, please stop reading.

As always a huge thanks to my wonderful wife for ideas, editing and reining me in when I got too crazy. I love you. <3

Jia

“Sooo… you know, if we were to take the next step with Tom… I’d of course have to make sure he’s clean, right?” I said as casually as I could while we were eating breakfast the next morning. David almost choked on his porridge, and it was fun to watch him try to eat with that fire burning in his eyes. Me, I was able to keep my cool and look at this objectively — at least on the outside.

“To that end, I’ve drafted this message for him. I just want you to read it and make sure it’s not too… forward,” I went on, since he didn’t answer, and put my phone down next to him. I feigned confidence and forced my hand and voice to remain steady, but it was all so… bizarre, so far outside anything I’d ever thought I’d experience as a wife. For years, I’d been living under the illusion that we had a healthy sexlife, but the wool had certainly been pulled from my eyes, and here I was, making sure I wouldn’t get infected with venereal diseases from a complete stranger.

Well, almost complete stranger. Considering how intimately I’d come to know him.

“Hey stud,” my beloved husband with the twisted fantasies read out loud, ‘I just want to make sure we’re on the same page, so we should both get tested for STD’s. Bring a clean test on Wednesday, and you won’t regret it.’ He looked up as he finished reading, “wow, Jia, really?”

I looked uncertainly at him, hiding my nervousness with a large gulp of coffee. Was it too much? Too forward? At least I hadn’t sent it — we could still back-track if David was getting cold feet.

“Isn’t… isn’t that what you want?” I asked, faking boldness — it wouldn’t do to let him see my doubt. Was I moving too fast? I wanted to be a good wife for him, wasn’t this the way? It certainly wasn’t because this was all my idea, now was it?

“It’s… it’s wow!” he answered with something akin to awe in his voice. A good ‘wow’, right?

“You DO remember what you said last night, don’t you?” I asked as relief flooded me — I had read him correctly.

He nodded, breathing hard, with a wild look in his eyes. He tried to hand me the phone back, but I shook my head and didn’t accept it.

“No, dear, if you want this, I want you to send that message,” I said. His eyes widened with the implication — he had to ask his rival to get tested so he could bed me. I was really getting into this whole thing of his — making him humiliate himself, teasing him. As much as I loved him, I had to admit it was fun. But more importantly, this also put the control of the fantasy-turning-reality on him — he couldn’t just go along. He had to make active choices. In the back of my mind, I was making sure that if this all went south, we went into it together, and no-one could point a finger at the other.

Sensing that he needed to be alone, I got up and left the table, leaving him with the phone and his decision. I headed to the bathroom to make my preparations for the day.

“Now, don’t go snooping around in my phone, you hear?” I commanded before I left the kitchen. He looked up at me, his expression like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie-jar, and I gave him a stern look. He nodded slowly, accepting my demand, so I continued to the bathroom. I knew him well enough that he might have tried to watch the video — or send it to himself for later enjoyment — but not now when I’d called him out on it. He was honourable like that. He would focus on my carefully curated conversation with Tom and the message I’d written — whether it was to be sent or not.

Admittedly, it wasn’t a good look that I’d had to erase texts (and even images) before I let my husband read my chat, but it was for the best. He didn’t need to know, it would only confuse him. It wasn’t like I was being unfaithful or anything — well, not more than David wanted, at least.

About the message though, I had no doubt what the end-result would be. I knew my dear husband, and by now I also knew his wicked desires — he wouldn’t be able to resist the siren’s call.

I was putting on lipstick when he came into the bathroom, holding my phone.

“Here,” he said and handed it to me. He didn’t look at me, not even in the mirror which made it easy to guess what he’d done. I put the phone on my make-up table and continued with the lipstick, gathering my thoughts.

“Did you send it, nae sarang?” I asked, even though I knew the answer, and tried to catch his eyes in the mirror.

“I… yeah,” he admitted and finally looked at me. He shrugged and smiled at me, a cute, helplessly embarrassed smile. Like a puppy who didn’t know what it was doing.

“So,” I said slowly, “let’s say he does get the test — and let’s be honest, why wouldn’t he? — what do you think will happen on Wednesday?” My heart was beating fast and hard. This was the big question, wasn’t it? What did David want, what did David expect — what did I want, what did I expect? And were the two the same?

“There are… there are couches in the break-room, and there are no cameras there either,” he said slowly after a brief silence and looked down.

“What?” I got the gist of what he was saying, but it wasn’t good enough, he needed to spell it out. No doubt, no uncertainties, no room for misinterpretation.

“I want him to take you into the break-room and fuck you silly,” he said quietly and met my eyes in the mirror. My eye-brows flew up. That was certainly direct.

“And you’re sure?” I asked. I knew he was, but he needed as many chances to back out of this as he could get.

“I’m sure. I love you so much, you’re so beautiful and perfect… and the thought of you giving yourself to that idiot is driving me insane. I want this so goddamn much!” He looked so intense, staring deep into my eyes in the mirror.

What could I really say to that? I got up and kissed him, smearing my not-yet dry lipstick on his lips. I hugged him tight while we kissed, and I wasn’t surprised when I felt an erection through his pants.

In the middle of sharing this nice moment, my phone buzzed behind me, and I felt him stiffen. A strange, excited feeling rushed through me.

“And just who do you think that is?” I whispered teasingly.

“Go look,” he asked, his voice hoarse all of a sudden.

I unlocked the phone but gave it to him.

“You look,” I said, both to tease him but also to show I kept nothing from him — he could trust me. Nothing to see here… not anymore at least.

Well, nothing but that recording that he so desperately wanted to watch but couldn’t.

He grabbed the phone and looked, his eyes wide and eager, hands shaking nervously.

“Sure, gon go in the break. What kinda reward am I gon get?” my dear husband read my suitor’s message out loud.

“No patience,” I sighed with mock disappointment, “can no-one wait for a surprise anymore?” I hid the sudden burst of fear and thrill of passion that ran through me behind a uninterested facade. This was getting real so fast. Not that I was surprised — when that text had gone out, we’d committed to this… this mad ride, but it was still a heart-wrenching feeling. Everything was in flux now, I could only hope we were making the right decisions.

“What are you going to answer?” David asked, a boyish eagerness radiating from him. He could barely stand still, nearly jumping out of his skin with impatience. His nervous energy was palpable.

“Hmm… Write: You’ll just have to wait and see. But you won’t regret it! And use a exclamation mark after it… and don’t forget the apostrophes, so he doesn’t get suspicious,” the last part was directed at David who could be a little sloppy in his texting. Especially when he got excited.

“Sure, sure,” he said absentmindedly, tapping away at my phone, “there.”

“Thanks,” I said and took a nervous breath before continuing, “such a good husband, writing to your wife’s lover.” I stared at him, partly to challenge him, partly to read his reactions. Of course I was ready to apologise if I’d gone too far but I really didn’t think I had. As I said, I was really getting to understand my husband and how his fetish worked.

“I…” he looked as if I’d just clubbed him with a hammer, unable to process what I’d said, “I… th-thanks…”

“You’re welcome, dear,” I smiled at him, secretly enjoying how expertly I had wrangled his desires, his wants — how well I understood him by now. He stood there for a while before he finally gathered the courage to ask, “have you thought about that video?”

“It seems you’ve thought about it,” I grinned at him, still utterly enjoying this little game of mine. I had not expected it, but it was a truly exhilarating feeling to have such a hold over him. I had something he really, really wanted, and unlike with so much else, he was completely at my mercy as to when — and if — he’d ever get it.

“Yeah,” he admitted in a humbled voice, “can… when can I watch it?”

“I haven’t decided yet. Maybe there’s something you could do to earn my good graces?” I said letting that statement hang in the air. Truth be told, I had no idea what to do about it, but he didn’t know that. I was curious as to what he’d do.

“Now, shouldn’t you be getting ready too?” I dismissed him and turned back to my lipstick. Dark brown and pretty boring, far from the sexy red one I’d worn for Tom.

“Damn! Yeah, gotta go!” he exclaimed and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before he left, the sound of him hurrying through the house and slamming the door telling me I was home alone.

I finished my make-up and was about to get dressed when a new message popped up on my phone.

[How about another pic? I need to see thse tits again!!] it read.

“How romantic,” I muttered disdainfully with curled lips.

[You’ll have to wait.] I wrote back and went to find a clean bra, shaking my head at his audacity. I’d given him a single inch, and now he was angling for a mile.

[Come on! I cant wait til Wednesday!] another message buzzed in.

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake…” I sighed, already getting exhausted with the demands of my men. David and his video, Tom and his pictures.

[I said no. You’ll have to wait.] I answered, shaking my head at his impertinence.

[Y are u being like this? I just need a pic]

He was not going to give up, was he? What would David say? I paused and thought about it — he’d tell me to do it. It would thrill him, actually.

[Come onnnn I need it] came another, predictable text.

I sighed again. I shouldn’t give in; I shouldn’t reward poor behaviour like this. But… there was something alluring about his demand, his need. Like I’d discovered the other night, I found that I wanted to be a good girl for him, that I liked doing as he said. I knew I shouldn’t but I still exchanged the boring work-bra for David’s favourite, a purple one with lots of push-up that gave me the most delicious cleavage, if I did say so myself. With an unfamiliar feeling of being naughty, I also put on a pair of black panties that almost matched and decided that it would be good enough.

Running low on time, I posed in front of the mirror, making sure to not include anything above the neck and snapped a couple of pictures. One full-frontal, slightly bent-over, a position that really made my boobs ‘pop’ as the kids say and one kinda half-turned, catching lots of side-boob and my butt. Daring and sexy.

Knowing I was taking these pictures for Tom and NOT David made it feel illicit and electrifying — it was wrong in such a delightful way, and it was that feeling that made me send him pictures that David knew nothing about.

[There. Are you happy now?] I wrote as I sent the two images. Then I changed back to the black work-bra, found a shirt and a skirt, threw them on and hurried off to work.

[Good girl! Ure so hot! Cant wait for Wednesday] was his reply. I couldn’t keep a small smile off my face as I drove off to the library.



David

“Mr. Martinsen, I’m gonna need a longer lunch-break today, if that’s okay?” Tom asked, standing relaxed and confident in front of my desk, and there was a quality of command in his voice. It wasn’t disrespectful but something had changed, something hard to define, but one thing was certain — there wasn’t much respect for me as a leader — or even a man — in him. Not that there ever had been, but to me it was a very noticeable change. Or maybe I was reading too much into my own insecurities?

At any rate, I had anticipated this, and while I wasn’t gonna turn him down, I had to pretend not knowing what it was about. It certainly wouldn’t do to give him even a suspicion that I already knew. It was bad enough that he was doing my wife behind my back — I could only imagine the insolence if he ever was to discover the truth.

“How come, Tom?” I asked, keeping up the appearance.

“Doctor’s appointment… sir,” he said, and fucking smirked at me. The prick was having a laugh at me, wasn’t he?

Just because he needed a quick physical, so he could fuck my wife.

“Nothing serious, I hope?” I wondered and avoided glaring at his pants, where I knew the only cock my wife had ever sucked lay. The big, fat cock that she’d made love to with her mouth—

I really had to focus.

“No-no, I don’t think so, just something that needs to be looked at,” he said, grinning at me. Grinning at me, like he knew I was just a little cuck that needed a big strong man like himself to satisfy my wife. Well, I could satisfy her pretty damn well!

I just… I just really wanted to watch him do it.

Back on point!

“Well, I gotta say, your numbers look much better,” I said, hating to praise this absolute fool and his ginormous dick. God, I wished I could have seen Jia suck it. She probably couldn’t even swallow half of that—

“Eh, so… no, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with a long lunch-break today,” I said, feeling myself flush. “You’ll stay late to work it in, I assume?”

“Yes, I can stay about half an hour extra tonight. That alright?”

“Yeah, shouldn’t be a problem. Alright then,” I finished the conversation curtly and went back to work — and back to trying to figure out how to persuade Jia to show me that recording. I needed to watch her suck him!



An hour after Tom, the big oaf with the bigger dick left me to my work and my musings, I found myself in the office of my direct superior, Ben Grover. Just a discussion about the general state of affairs, which, not to blow my own horn, were quite good in my neck of the woods. My teams were all meeting their goals, and with a greater margin than any other department.

“It all looks good, David,” my boss said as we were wrapping up the meeting, “one last thing, that guy you talked about last month… Tim? Tom? Did you get rid of the dead weight?”

“I decided to give him a last chance,” I shrugged, “I had a… rather productive conversation with him, and he’s been staying late with me every Wednesday since.” I felt my face grow hot, but managed to keep it straight at the thought of those Wednesday nights.

“Huh, really?” Mr. Grover looked at me through his heavy glasses, weighing me, measuring me. Shit, he didn’t think I had the guts to let Tom go.

“Yeah,” I went on, calm as I could, “in the end I decided that it would be more profitable if he could get turned around and become an asset, rather than hiring a new face. You know how long it takes to train new people, and just as they start to become useful, they quit on you. So, I gave him a month, and he’s actually worked hard to make up the slack.”

“Makes sense,” he nodded and straightened a stack of papers on his desk, “you know, we’re quite pleased with you, up here. Not just because of your father, no no, you seem to have what it takes to thrive in the company. Me and Charles are both keen on making sure you get the opportunities you need.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, surprised but pleased. Well, not that surprised, I had been working my butt off, but it was nice that they’d noticed.

“Don’t worry about it. You know, that conference in Florida that’s coming up… we want you there. You’re young, you’re clever — it’ll be a good opportunity for you.”

Oh wow! I was really starting to make headway.

“Thank you, sir,” I said again.

“Call me Ben,” he waved his hand.

“Eh, sure… Ben,” I said, though it felt strange to be on first-name basis with the older man, “that conference… the one at the end of September?”

“Yeah, that’s the one. It’s really just a couple of days in a hotel to network. It’ll be good for you. Meeting new people from the industry, getting drunk on the company’s bill,” he chuckled, “cutting loose, eh? Eh?”

“Heh, sure,” I agreed, still pretty much in awe, “wives too?”

“Hell no! You and your secretary. And she is not one you’d mind bringing to a hotel though, eh? Alice, is it?” The old man gave me a leering wink, and I forced myself to smile at his lewd joke, feeling dirty for letting him besmirch Alice like that. She was a hard worker, and yes, she was pretty but that didn’t mean she deserved his improper jokes.

“I’m sure she’ll be thrilled,” I nodded, keeping my opinions to myself.



She was, as it turned out.

I found her, naturally, sitting at her desk outside my office when I returned.

“How’d it go?” she smiled. Alice always had this bubbling energy that I found really endearing — not to mention that she was damn efficient and handled more than her fair share of the workload.

“Really well, actually” I answered, “you’ve got any plans for the 22nd-26th of September?”

“Why, you asking me on a date…?” she grinned, showing her perfect, white teeth. She fluttered her long, dark eye-lashes and gave me a mischievous look.

“Still married,” I lamented and held up my hand, showing off my wedding-band.

“Oh well,” she pouted and pushed a loose, blonde strand of hair out of her face, “you let me know if that changes?”

She’d always been a little flirt, but it was nothing but good fun.

“You’ll be the first to know,” I promised with a smile, “but we’re invited to the Fairmount conference. All expenses paid at the Fairmount Resort in Florida. Can you make it?”

“Oh.” She seemed taken aback for a second, and I relished the experience. It wasn’t often I saw Alice surprised, and it was fun to get the upper hand for a change. Usually, she had every detail planned out well in advance. She broke into a wide smile.

“Well, I’d have to postpone all my dates, of course…” she said in mock concern, “I have a very active social-life you know.”

“I’m sure your cat will be devastated,” I nodded sympathetically and managed to keep a straight face. Alice often complained how there were no good men left in the city, and as far as I knew it’d been a while since she last was on a date. She’d never actually said, but I had a feeling she still had some left-over feelings from an earlier relationship, and no-one quite measured up to that guy.

“Shut up!” she laughed, a smooth, throaty laugh.

“Is that a way to talk to your boss?” I protested.

“Sorry,” she giggled, “shut up, Mr. Jensen!”

“That’s better. Respect costs nothing, young miss Everton,” I said in a pompous voice as I moved into my office, “but you’ll let me know about the conference?”

“Sure, sure. And I’m still three years older than you,” she called after me.



Jia

“Mhm, yeah… ah, SO… GOOD…” I cried, my hands clutching the bed-sheet as my dear husband’s skilled tongue turned my world upside down.

He didn’t relent but kept it on my little button, making me feel all kind of things. All kind of good things… all kind of sexy things. He wasn’t using his fingers this time, just his mouth, and let me tell you, it was more than enough! It had been a thoroughly interesting experience when he stuck his soft, wiggling tongue up into me. I preferred it this way though, with it pressed against my clitoris.

“Oh, David…” I gasped, my orgasm growing stronger and stronger, nearer and nearer, “oh YES!” I ran my hands through his short, wavy hair, pushing him into my crotch. Not that he needed my encouragement — as this point you couldn’t drag him away.

Why hadn’t we done this through our entire marriage? Heavens, if I’d known it was anything like this, we’d done it every night from our first date!

I gasped when his teeth scraped against my overly sensitive nub but it didn’t hurt, it didn’t hurt at all. All nerve-endings in the area were screaming pleasure out into my system, and suddenly, finally the long-awaited explosion rolled through me. An unstoppable force burst forth, like a tight coil had been pulled too tight by his skilful tongue and now finally broke, making me buck and quiver in insane passion, almost making me throw him off me — though he stayed glued to my clitoris, giving me every last ounce of pleasure.

The sounds of my delighted moans filled the room as I cried my gratification out, though I didn’t pay any attention to the ruckus I was making.

Me, the private little Jia was cumming loudly, and I loved it!

“SO… GOOOOOOD!” I gasped, slowly regaining control of myself, “Good… Wow… I… Ahh…”

I gave a last little quake and finally quieted down, and David pulled his face off of me.

“Good?” he asked like the cat that ate the cream — which I supposed he had. Me, I had no words, so I just nodded still in a daze and watched as he came up next to me and kissed me tenderly.

Honestly, I wasn’t a great fan of kissing right after he’d done… that… but he seemed to enjoy it, and really, it was a small price to pay. Especially since I didn’t reciprocate.

He’d gone down on me every night for four days straight by now. Wednesday, I’d masturbated him after my rendezvous with Tom, Thursday and Friday we’d had sex afterwards (he’d cum fairly fast, while I was telling him about the naughty things I’d done with Tom… or that I was going to do on Wednesday) and finally now, tonight. Right now, his erection was poking my thigh, and I knew I should do something about it. Let him into me or masturbate him… but it had been a long day, and I wasn’t really in the mood.

“That was sooo sexy,” he murmured against my neck and kissed it softly.

“That’s good. I’m glad you feel that way,” I said slowly, “and I really do appreciate you doing it for me.”

“I’d like to do more for you,” he said in a throaty voice and rubbed his hard dick against my thigh. The implication was hard to miss but I didn’t feel it. It might sound harsh and unkind, but having David hump away in me after I’d finished was… losing its appeal. Not that I didn’t enjoy our love-making but I just didn’t feel like it tonight.

“Mhm, I’m sure. I’m all done for tonight, though — your tongue really did a number on me…” I told him and watched his face fall. He’d certainly expected something in return.

“David, be honest with me. Are you only doing… that,” I nodded towards my crotch where he’d just so expertly served me, “because you hope you’ll get something in return?”

He got a rather amusing deer-in-headlights expression before he vigorously shook his head no.

“Of course not, honey!” he declared, “I love going down on you.”

That was almost guaranteed a lie — he most certainly did expect something in return. And why shouldn’t he? He’d done a good job on me, after all. It was only fair. I had to throw him a bone.

“However… we could watch my little movie together?” I suggested with raised eye-brows and a coy look. His eyes lit up instantly, like a kid in a candy-store.

“That sounds… yeah, that’s…” he said, trying to sound casual but failing utterly.

I grabbed my phone on the night-stand and scrolled through my image— and video-folder. I made sure to hold the phone at an angle so David couldn’t see the… other images, the ones I’d taken for Tom. I really should save them somewhere secure where I didn’t accidentally show them to someone. The video too, for that matter — it’d be awfully awkward to accidentally show it at a family-gathering or something. I would be a pariah in no time.

“Can… can we watch all three takes?” he asked hopefully.

“No, I erased the other two,” I dismissed him. I didn’t want some stupid outtake sex-videos on my phone. The successful one was embarrassing enough.



David

“Oh. Alright,” I shrugged. It didn’t matter, just getting to finally see the recording was exciting as hell.

It started with a bird’s eye view of my beautiful wife on her knees, wearing that gray sundress that looked so good on her. She looked straight ahead, at something beneath the camera and I immediately knew she was staring at his dick. She had a… a strange look in her eyes. It seemed like raw and pure lust… something I’d never seen on her calm and collected face before. Not like that.

“So, Jia… what do you want?” Tom’s well-known voice said.

She looked up the camera and her lips split in a sexy smile.

“I… I want to suck your big cock,” she said.

I heard Tom tease her and finally, finally I watched my beautiful, once-innocent wife bend down and take that huge sausage in her mouth.

She struggled with its sheer size but there was no doubt at all that she enjoyed the experience. I watched with envy at her enthusiasm, heard her small, aroused moans, and I noticed that she didn’t try to avoid this monumental task. In short, it sure looked Jia loved to suck cock.

Just not mine.

Jealousy, arousal, shame and pride all struggled within me.

“Do you like watching your wife suck… cock?” Jia, the real Jia, whispered in my ear.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen but I nodded; I liked it very much in fact. I was breathing hard, and my hand found its way down to my dick, rubbing it slowly.

“It’s so big, isn’t it?” she went on after screen-Jia had to break from the sucking to get some air, “it filled out my mouth and I couldn’t take more than half.”

“Yeah…” I agreed, arousal shooting through me.

“Do you think I would have the problem with you?” she asked innocently, “if we ever did that?”

“Oh fuck, Jia,” I gasped. The teasing humiliation was insane, and it only fueled my fire.

My hand was jacking me off for real now. Fast and hard, quickly bringing me closer and closer to orgasm, while I watched Tom take more and more liberties with my wife’s mouth. He pressed her down further than she was comfortable with, it was clear to see but she didn’t protest or try to stop him.

“Are you going to orgasm while watching me suck Tom?” real-Jia asked me.

“Ahhh…” I grunted in reply, quickly getting closer.

She pulled the cover off me, letting my masturbation out into the open. It felt dirtier like this, like everyone could see, though only she and I were there — and she’d known what I was doing, of course.

“I don’t want you to make a mess of my bed-sheet,” she scolded me, a teasing note in her voice.

Fuck, I was getting close! But I didn’t want to cum yet, I wanted to wait until his cum-shot, at least.

“Oh my, he was rough, wasn’t he?” she remarked as screen-Jia gagged loudly and had to pull her face off the humongous dick, “it was so sexy though…”

We both watched as she took a mouthful of air before she went back to her task, her red lips engulfing the head of his prick.

Together they establish a quick rhythm where Jia swallowed between half and a third of his shaft on every downstroke. It drove me crazy watching him press her face down on the big thing. Jealousy and anger flared in me, directed at the asshole who dared to treat my sweet wife that way… and watching her eagerly allow it and eagerly swallow his thick cock was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and it made me feel aroused in a way that I couldn’t describe.

I slowed down my masturbating, I needed to hold off at least until he came. I NEEDED to! I couldn’t say why but it had become immensely important not to cum first. I was not losing this battle.

God, she took it like a pro. This was her first time ever doing anything like this, and she did it so well!

“You wish you could do that to me, don’t you?” she asked, watching as Tom pushed her face down on her cock.

“I… yeah,” I admitted.

“Too bad…” she grinned.

“Jia…” I grunted.

“Just think…” she breathed slowly into my ear, “Tom’s the only one who’s ever felt my lips… like that.”

“Oh fuck!” I grunted, my arousal spiking. I tried to force my hand of my dick but it refused; instead it increased its speed, making it feel really good.

“I bet I could take all of yours too,” she went on, “if Tom hadn’t asked me not to…”

“AHH!” I grunted and cum squirted out from my dick as pleasure exploded throughout my body. It landed on my stomach and chest in large pools. A mix of shame and pleasure rushed through me — I’d lost the battle, but it had felt so good!

Unable to handle Jia’s clear delight in sucking off my rival (or whatever he was) anymore, I stopped the video and handed her the phone. My hand was still going on my dick, but it’d become an empty feeling.

“Oh, you like that, huh?” Jia grinned, as she saw me milk the last remnants of cum from my dick. She, of course, had no way of knowing the turmult in my mind, so she just assumed I was feeling great.

It wasn’t clear whether it was the video or the teasing she was referring to, but I could only nod lamely, shame still gripping me. I hadn’t managed to last longer than Tom after all, and it felt like a huge defeat.

Jia put the phone on her night-stand and snuggled up to me, careful of the goo on my chest and stomach.

“So what did you think?” she asked after a while.

“Well,” I gestured towards the cooling sperm on my upper-body, “I liked it. Obviously.”

“Duh… I can see that. But are you… okay?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I am. Even after…” I again nodded towards my spilled seed, “you know, finishing, I still want this.”

The mix of shame and lust was still strong in me, and it was a confusing feeling that one, one that came up again and again in our new adventure, and it was one I was still coming to terms with. But one thing was sure: It was hot as hell. And it was true that I didn’t want to stop it, that I wanted more. I wanted her to take the next step… wherever that step might lead.

We lay a bit in silence, just enjoying each other. It was so nice.

I had to admit to myself that it had not gone well with taking Tom out of our love-making. On the contrary, he had become a staple part of it. Maybe I should talk to Jia about us needing some Tom-free sex every now and then?

“Go wash that off before you ruin the bedsheet anyway,” she interrupted my thoughts, and I sighed and went to take a quick shower.

She was asleep when I got back to bed.



The following Wednesday saw me at my desk, doing some soul-searching. Honestly, when I reflected on how things were going, I had only really met one of my goals: I’d kept my cool in the office, at least I thought so. To my knowledge, no-one was the wiser. Not Alice, not Tom and not the other employees. So that was good.

The other goal, about keeping Tom out of the bedroom? Jia and I had not had sex without Tom being involved in some way since I set up that goal. Not once. So no, I couldn’t really mark that as a success. And we’d had sex every night one way or the other since last Wednesday, so that was a lot of Tom-involved sex.

It was hard though. I’d had these fantasies for years, and suddenly it was real. And Jia was really into it too! So I just… let it happen. Even if I sometimes felt conflicted afterwards, it was too… too intense not to. I’d never experienced orgasms like the ones when Jia teased me with Tom.

I knew if I talked to Jia about it, we would cut down, and I really should do that. At the same time though, I was worried, I’d scare her off or make her self-conscious about it all. And also… if I was being honest, I didn’t want to have that conversation. So Tom stayed in our bedroom, at least for the time being.

I looked at the watch. 3:30. People would start to leave soon, except Tom and me. And then it wasn’t long till Jia would come along and… and what? Finally fuck Tom? Did I want that?

Yes. Yes, God, I wanted that so much. I had no respect for the man — he was unfocused, uncut and none too bright but damnit, I wanted to see his big, burly body atop of my small wife, making her take that big dick in ever possible way. I wanted her to experience a cock the size of—

I stopped my line of thought, realising that I was touching myself though my pants. Goddamnit, I was still at work! I had several more hours to get through, before… well…

I had to stay focused. Mr. Grover — Ben — was finally starting to notice my commitment. I couldn’t mess up and get sidetracked now. I forced my attention back to the screen and back to the report one of my teams had delivered this morning.




Jia

The elevator-ride up to my husband’s office took forever and a million thoughts constantly went through my head — most of them along the lines of ‘what the heck am I doing?’

But the butterflies in my stomach knew. And… with the growing need between my legs, if I had to be completely honest, I knew too. I was so nervous though, and a big part of me screamed to just leave and go home. David would survive without a meal, and if not, there was a pizza-place five minutes down the street. And Tom could get his own darn food.

But at the same time, I wanted this. For David, obviously, he would enjoy whatever was going to happen tonight immensely.

It had seemed so sexy to tease the boys by writing that I had a surprise for Tom, if he got tested but now… I was not so sure. I’d sent a clear message that I was ready to escalate but… to what? Was I ready to take that final step?

Did I want to sleep with him? Did I really?

I’d only ever slept with David, and I’d always assume that was how it’d stay, and I’d been happy with that assumption. That’s how marriage works, after all. One man, one woman, no more, no less. The same penis for the rest of my life.

Now, however, the thought of giving in to Tom made me feel… all kinds of things, really. The mental image of his giant penis (or cock — whatever!) pressing itself into me made my stomach flip and my nipples harden and… well, the thought made certain places grow warm.

I also felt… strange to lose that whole ‘only ever slept with my husband’ innocence. Like, I was giving up something intangible, something that once lost could never be regained, and of which I didn’t quite know the value.

And finally… well, honestly, it scared me. Like, in a physical sense. He was so big, how would he even fit? And sure, I knew a human vagina was meant to accommodate a baby’s head, and not even Tom was that big, but childbirth also hurt like heck in a handbasket! Could it even feel good with such a monster pressing into me? I had no idea.

The warm, tickling sensation from down below told me, that at least my lady parts were willing to find out… but no matter what she might believe, the lady downstairs was not in charge.

Trying to think of something else, I looked at my reflection in the mirror in the elevator. I’d taken extra care with my make-up and hair tonight. Dark, purple eye-lids, long, black, curled lashes, blood-red lips and nails. My black hair was set up in an intricate knot a top of my head, and I had large, golden hoops in my ears. In short, I looked dangerous.

The dress was rather plain, black and tight around the chest, pulled even tighter by a thick black belt around my waist, accentuating my slender build and giving me a bit of an hourglass figure. Despite my many hours in the gym, my butt still wasn’t as big as I’d have liked.

Of course, what mattered more was what I was wearing underneath. Speaking of, I reached down and adjusted the accursed thong once again. Like the message I’d sent, my outfit made it clear I was ready to take things up a notch.

The elevator finally dinged and opened its doors. Taking a deep breath, I strode forward with a show of confidence I by no means felt. These insanely high stilettos (that I’d promised myself I’d never wear again but holy moly, did they make my butt look good) almost caused me to fall after three steps. I really had to be mindful of how I put my feet.

That nice clack clack-sound from my shoes sounded excessively loud in the empty office-space, and there was no doubt Tom knew I was coming. Actually, the way the sound travelled in here as I made my way down the cubicle-row, I’d not be surprised if David could hear me in his office, behind the closed doors.

“Why, hello Jia-girl,” Tom greeted me, as I made it to his cubicle. As usual, he’d turned his chair around, awaiting my arrival, and he had his trademark smirking smile plastered on his face, while his hungry eyes studied me. Up and down they went, pausing at my chest and hips, and he didn’t seem disappointed by what he saw.

“Hello, Tom,” I answered, my voice aloof, as I was trying for a coy approach.

He himself was wearing a rather nice, dark-blue button-down shirt that actually fit his large physique and a pair of dark jeans. At least he hadn’t pulled his penis out, I thought… although it had led to some exciting experiences last week when he’d done just that.

“Looking good as always,” he smiled and got up. Without any hesitation — or permission, I might add — he stepped up to me and kissed me, while wrapping his arms around me. This was the norm now, was it? Me showing up at his work and him just grabbing me and kissing me, like it was the most natural thing in the world. Was this really okay? I should protest, I should let him know he couldn’t just do with me as he pleased.

I knew that, and still I didn’t offer any resistance but just kissed him back. His stubble prickled me and his hands found my butt, but that’s not what caught my attention. Rather, it was his tongue that had invited itself into my mouth, making itself at home, and playing with my own… and more importantly, I couldn’t stop the fire that was spreading between my legs or my torso that seemed to rub itself against his broad chest, making my nipples harden in joy.

I should stop this, but everything in me just wanted more. What’s a girl to do in such a situation? Stop and say no, while her vagina is flooding with delight?

It wasn’t until we broke the kiss that I noticed he’d slid his hands up under my dress, fondling my buttocks directly.

“Fuck, you’re sexy, kitten,” he mumbled. Kitten? That was here to stay? I wasn’t sure how much I liked it. It made me seem… immature. Docile… or even weak. On the other hand, he’d called me a lot worse. Kitten was miles better than slut.

“Mhm… you’re not too bad yourself,” I answered, putting the question of pet-names aside and looking up at him with a lustful smile.

He moved his hand off of my butt and took a hold of my face, gently stroking my cheeks. It felt nice, actually, more romantic than anything I’d expected from this large and rather uncut man, and I smiled up at him. But then a finger poked against my lips, trying to slip inside.

“What are—” I didn’t get to finish my question before the finger was in my mouth! I froze, closing my mouth, not knowing what to do here. The taste of skin with a tinge of salt was in my mouth, and I was utterly bewildered. What an odd thing to do! I looked at him, trying to figure out what was going on, but he merely smiled down at me with that infuriatingly superior smirk of his.

“Suck it, kitten,” he commanded me, staring at me with dark eyes, his digit still halfway into my mouth.

What was this? Some kind of dominance-thing? Of course, it was reminiscent of oral-sex but we’d already done that, so why this weird finger-thing? My mind was reeling, trying to find a possible explanation for his strange actions.

And trying to understand why in the name of Hades it made my underwear wet?!?

“I want this, Jia,” he said and there was something new in his voice, something I couldn’t define but not something I was willing to challenge. There was a dangerous edge to his words, and while it should have made me wary — or possibly made me run — it merely made me flustered and nervous.

Not seeing other viable options, I surrendered, tightening my lips around his finger and sucking on it, letting it slide all the way into my mouth. It was so long, it made me gag a little, but I managed to suppress the reflex.

Feeling my capitulation, he smiled. It was so surreal! I, a grown, professional woman stood here in this man’s workplace and… and sucked on his darn finger! I had no idea how to feel or what to think — as was his want, Tom had taken me into completely unknown territory, and now I was left trying to navigate my way out.

Without knowing what else to do, I started bobbing my head up and down, pleasuring his finger as if it were his penis. I couldn’t even say why I did it, I was simply… acting on instinct. In a strange way, I was showing my obedience to my powerful… whatever he was. It felt wrong but at the same time, it stirred something deep within me. Something that he had awoken, and something that David had no idea about… and something he probably shouldn’t know about. This was… this was too weird. It was between Tom and me. It felt… shameful, and I didn’t want anyone else to know about it, not even David. Especially not David.

Despite that, the butterflies in my stomach were running amok, making me feel queasy and hot… and so, so aroused. Shame and arousal were normally not connected in me — that was more David’s thing — but I’d ponder that later.

Tom’s smile grew wider and he slowly pulled his finger out of my mouth, looking awfully pleased with himself… and with me?

“Good girl, Jia,” he said hoarsely. I looked down, not at all sure how I felt about this. It felt like a line was crossed, and I didn’t understand it.

We stood like that, me looking down, him studying me.

The silence stretched on, and it was getting on my nerves, and I was picking my brain for anything to break it with, but nothing came.

“You eh… you have the test-results?” I finally asked, blushing a little at the forwardness of it all, but it was all I could come up with that didn’t sound completely weak or utterly foolish. At least this question, he’d want to answer… although what kind of hussy asked another man for his STD-results? Me, it turned out. But it was still better than that awful silence.

“Eager, eh?” he grinned and stepped back, “I like that.” I blushed harder still at that but had no reply. He found his bag and pulled a piece of paper out of it. It was folded twice and somewhat crumpled, and he attempted to flatten it before handing it to me. I didn’t care about the creases, but quickly scanned it and it was akin to my own — free of STD’s and very recent.

“Good,” I smiled, feeling more relieved than I was comfortable with, “good.” One less thing to worry about. Or possibly one more? I was out of excuses now, and the blazing desire between my legs might very well seize control of me.

“So, eh… what’s the surprise?” he grinned expectantly.

“While I give my dear husband his food,” I said and played with my nose-stud, “you go and wait for me in the break-room. I’ll be there in a few minutes… with your surprise.” The thought of what was to happen in the break-room made me almost dizzy, but there was no turning back now, was there? I was commited now. Wasn’t I? Was I really going to go through with it? When I’d first been introduced to David’s fantasies, they had seemed so far-fetched, so… impossible. And now… they seemed to be coming true.

“Sounds like a plan,” Tom said and made a show out of licking his lips, like a wolf eager for his feast. I shook my head with a nervous smile and was about to turn away when he grabbed me again.

“A last kiss,” he demanded and kissed me again. I didn’t resist — what would be the point? — but didn’t answer as enthusiastically as before. After all, we had a plan to follow, and I was eager to… to get started, to get it over with, to cross the threshold. I wasn’t sure which it was.

When he released me I turned, pick up my bag and made my way towards my husband’s office.

“Pull up your dress,” Tom demanded from behind me, “like last time.” For a split second, I contemplated ignoring him and just keep walking but with a sigh, I stopped, pulled my dress up around my waist, showing off my bottom in that not-so-innocent thong that my dear husband still hadn’t seen. Conscious of taking small steps and putting one foot directly ahead of the other to get that sexy sway, I continued on my way. I really should learn to turn him down, but… well, I had to admit it was fun. Fun in a daring, unsafe, wild manner, so unlike the good times I had with David.

I couldn’t quite keep a stupid grin off my lips, when I heard Tom’s trademarked wolf-whistle behind me in appreciation of my backside.



David

Oh God, she was so gorgeous! She stepped through the door like an angel, everything from her hair to her dress and make-up nothing less than beautiful. Except… except that her lip-stick was smeared, but that only made her even more perfect! I could easily imagine how that had happened.

“Hello nae sarang,” she smiled and moved to my desk, her heels clacking in a way that I found extremely erotic.

“God, you are beautiful,” I said in way of greeting, and she just smiled at me. I hugged her and she hugged me back, but I didn’t dare to kiss her, I didn’t want to risk smearing her make-up even further.

“This is the last chance to back out,” she said in an intense voice and held my eyes, searching for reassurance, “Tom’s waiting for me in the break-room, like you asked. If you’ve changed your mind, I’ll just leave him there and go home.” She kept staring into my eyes, as if looking for… doubt? Determination? Regrets? I made sure to show my most confident side, even if my heart was hammering so hard, I was sure she could hear it, and I had to ball my hands up into fists to keep them from shaking.

“I… am sure, I don’t want you to go home. I… I want you to go to break-room with Tom,” I said, my voice all hoarse. I was almost dizzy with desire, with fear of the unknown, with good old fashioned jealousy. The cuck-angst I’d read so much about was gripping me, and in a twisted way, I was loving it.

“You’re sure?” she asked again and added with a wicked, little smile, “I’ll keep the underwear I’m wearing for Tom on. It might be your only chance to see me in it.”

“Oh God, Jia,” I groaned and kissed my naughty wife. She was only too eager to kiss me back and we made out like a pair of teenagers. The lip-stick was already smeared, so a little kissing couldn’t hurt.

Finally, she pulled back.

“Sure?”

“Sure, sure!” I nodded. I wanted to say more, but nothing came to me. Nodding was all I had left.

“What do you want? I want you to say it. I need to hear the words,” she demanded, apparently determined to give me as many ways out as possible.

I took a deep breath and slowly let it out before I formed the words: “I want you to go to Tom and do… whatever you want with him.” There. I said it. There was no backing out now. It was happening.

“Whatever I want?”

I paused, taking another deep breath, calming my nerves and said: “Oral or full-on sex or whatever else you want.” I managed to keep my voice steady, and I hid my hands behind my back to avoid showing her how they were shaking.

“Okay then,” she nodded, “how’s my make-up?” She got a small mirror out of her handbag and studied her reflection.

“Stunning,” I simply said, and it was the truth.

“You’re sweet, but you smeared my lipstick,” she said and found a tube in her bag.

I smeared it? But I held my tongue.

With practiced ease, she gave her full lips a new coating before packing it away.

“Okay…” she shrugged, and we both felt a little awkward. Without knowing what else to do, she blew me a kiss and a quick “I love you” and went out the door, carefully closing it behind her.



Jia

I loved that man. He was weird, but I loved him like nothing else.

If I didn’t, I probably wouldn’t be making my way to his break-room right now where his subordinate was waiting for me.

Ten to one he has his penis out by now, I thought with a wry smile… though not quite sure if I hoped he did or not.

The break-room was quite large, larger than I would have liked for a clandestine rendezvous like this. There were two long tables with chairs on both sides and along the walls and in the far corner there were three expensive-looking couches.

Tom sat and waited for me on one of them, clearly expecting my surprise to need a soft foundation. Well, he wasn’t wrong. I paused for a second in the doorway, but there was no turning back now. With a last, deep breath, I steeled myself and stepped inside.

Leaving the door open behind me, I walked to him, slowly, mindful of the heels with my hips swaying and a smile spreading on my face. He grinned at me and moved his hands that had hidden his crotch and his giant penis came into view, rising from his jeans like last week. It drew my eyes like nothing else, and I almost stumbled as it demanded my attention.

I knew it!

“See something you like, kitten?” Tom grinned. I gave him a quick look before my eyes returned to his member, but didn’t answer beyond that. He got the gist though.

He had pushed the coffee-table to the side, making room for… me, I guessed. I stopped in front of him, full of nervous, excited energy.

“So, what’s the surprise?” he asked nonchalantly, looking up at me. Well, at my breasts, at least.

Moving slowly for dramatic effect, I first opened my belt and let it fall to the floor without another glance. Next, I reached down to the hem of my dress and pulled it upwards, up past my hips, waist, breast and finally over my head until I was clear of it, and it joined the belt on the floor.

I stood in front of him in just those ridiculously small panties and the matching red push-up bra with that red, swirly pattern on them and, of course, my towering heels.

“Niiice…” he grunted and studied my near-naked body, and I felt myself shiver in… anticipation? Arousal? Apprehension? My mind was all over the place, and I had no idea how I truly felt.

“You like it?” I asked in a shy voice, while looking at him through my fluttering lashes.

“Fuck yeah,” he grinned and put a ham-sized hand on my thigh, groping my soft skin in appreciation.

I knew what I had to do. No, that came out wrong — I knew what I wanted to do.

Slowly, I lowered myself to my knees before him and reached for his giant member. He gave a pleased sigh when my small hands wrapped themselves around his insane girth. Once again, I marvelled at its sheer size — it wasn’t even fully erect yet and it still dwarfed my beloved husband’s. The skin was so soft, but at the same time I could easily feel the power underneath, the strength.

“I’ve missed this thing,” I mumbled, admitting it to myself as much as to him.

“I know you have. But it’s still a cock!” His masculine laugh sounded loud in the empty room.

“I’ve missed this cock then,” I corrected myself, not caring to fight over words. Not when this huge wonder was in my hands. I slowly caressed the shaft, feeling the veins and the coarse hairs that covered the lower part.

“Suck it, kitten,” Tom commanded, like he had back in his cubicle. This time he wasn’t talking about just a finger though, that much was clear. I looked up at him.

“Suck it,” he repeated, “I need your mouth.”

“I don’t know,” I said slowly but with a playful smile, “have you washed it today?” My heart was hammering in my chest — why was I teasing this huge beast of a man? What would he do if I kept it up? Unlike with my safe David, I really had no idea, and that was an exhilarating feeling.

“I showered before I left home,” he shrugged, not raising to my bait.

“That doesn’t sound very clean,” I objected and pointed the big thing… the big cock at my face and stuck my nose up to it, taking a deep sniff. It didn’t smell like much, though there was a faint aroma of… something.

“Fucking put it in your mouth, you fucking tease,” he growled. Looking up at him, sensing I’d pushed him as far as he’d go, I obediently opened my mouth and slid the head between my lips.

It was so big, and it almost immediately strained my mouth. I managed to bring about a third inside before the back of my throat told me, we’d gone far enough, and I had to pull back off him. I took a mouthful of air and lowered my face around him again.

“Mhm, that’s my good girl…” he grunted but the sound seemed to come from far away, as all my attention was locked on the giant member in my mouth. My tongue lovingly swirled around his sensitive head, and I started rocking my head up and down, breathing through my nose. All thoughts of it being dirty or disgusting were gone — I simply enjoyed pleasing it too much to care.

“Ah…” he sighed, clearly relishing my eager actions but again, his noises seemed insignificant. Nothing mattered but the major rod between my lips, and I lost myself in the sensation of getting my mouth filled.

Slowly, slowly, slowly, I worked more and more of it into my mouth — or should I say, I worked my way down his huge shaft, sucking and licking as best I could. I wanted to please him, I wanted to take as much as I could, I wanted to show how good I was at… at this. To show what a… what a good girl I was, as strange as that thought was.

Again and again, I pulled up only to dive down, swallowing ever more of the huge meat. My throat made obscene gagging-noises but it didn’t hurt, not really, and I managed to ignore it. My eyes were running, my nose too, but I ignored that too in my fervor to serve. His long shaft was awash with saliva and it was running down my chin and dribbling down onto his jeans.

“Fuck, it feels amazing,” he grunted, “take my cock, kitten!”

I did just that, of course. Taking his thing — his cock — had become my raison d’etre, I needed to please this monster if it was the last thing I did. I pushed further down, forcing the bulbous head down into my throat, my plump, stretched lips formed a tight seal around his gorged meat.

“Fuuuuck!” he grunted, happy as a pig in mud, while more tears were blurring my vision and running down my cheeks. His hands were on my head, trying to force me deeper. He always wanted more, didn’t he?

“Ghak! Gllaar!” my throat protested loudly, and I had to pull off him, shaking his hands off me before I threw up. Free of his member, I breathed hard and wiped my mouth of the strings of drool that still connected us.

“More,” he demanded, and I nodded obediently. Two quick breaths and his penis… his cock once again disappeared into my mouth, and his hands went back on my head, fingers digging in under my hair, seizing control. Once again, he pushed it into my throat, ignoring how unpleasant it was for me — he just wanted the pleasure I could bring.

I didn’t object though. I was happy to give it to him.



David

What had the closed door meant? Did it mean that she didn’t want me to follow her, to watch her? Or was it just a habit.

She hadn’t said that I couldn’t come watch. But she hadn’t invited me along either. On one hand, I didn’t want to miss this, not for the world. On the other, I didn’t want to… to disappoint her or cross a line with her.

Decisions, decisions…

I sat in my office for ten minutes and pretended it was a difficult decision, before I got up and silently moved after my beloved wife. There had never really been any other option. My wife was about to give herself to another man, and I needed — needed — to be there to witness it. Just the thought of it made me all giddy and light-headed… and nerve-wreckingly scared. Not to mention hard as steel. I had wanted this for so long… but what if it all turned out to be a giant mistake? Would she lose all respect for me? Would we still be the same loving couple after tonight?

I was about to be cucked for real. The implications were so heavy… and so unknown.

So yes, there were some doubts. But the excitement was far, far greater. It was finally happening!

Obviously, I made a bee-line for the break-room, where the door was still open. Sure, this one she didn’t bother to close…

Ever so slowly, I moved to it and scanned the room, and there, on the couch in the far corner sat my worst — though improving — employee. And he seemed to have the time of his life. His focus was entirely on my dear wife on her knees in-front of him, labouring to please him with her sweet, sweet lips. I wish I was closer, but even from here, I could see how she struggled to force his fat sausage into her mouth. They were both still clothed, though obviously Jia must have unzipped the dolt, as his major cock was sticking out of his jeans.

I’d never been so jealous as I watched her do something for him that she’d never done for me. I wanted that blowjob! I wanted her to gag on my dick! And the fact that she wasn’t, made me delirious with arousal. My own sausage had been hard since Jia left my office but now it begged me to touch it. I didn’t though. I stayed strong. One thing was to watch my rival take pleasures from my wife, but to masturbate to it would be too much, even to me. You gotta draw the line somewhere.

She pulled her face off him and said something I couldn’t hear. He nodded and moved to stand up, and I quickly moved out of their line of sight, hiding. It felt cowardly, but it would just be too difficult to explain if Tom should catch sight of me.

I waited with baited breath, but I didn’t even know what I was waiting for! When I dared to look again, Jia was on the couch next to Tom, her legs lewdly spread for him. She was naked now, I had no idea if she’d still worn panties when I joined the scene — or if she’d worn any today! Her tits were free and delicious-looking and instantly forced my eyes, as they gently jiggled with her every movement. Even after these years, I was still so in awe of my wife’s jugs… and now, that completely unworthy neanderthal was gonna enjoy them.

As I watched, Tom — who also shed his shirt, t-shirt and pants, and that was a sight I didn’t need to see, his large stomach and large arms naked — bowed down to her crotch and started eating her out. He was on his knees on the couch, and both his stomach and cock hung down obscenely.

She reacted much like she did when I did that to her, with encouraging moans and whines. God, she sounded sexy! That she made those sounds for another man was intoxicating and filled me with dread at the same time. I knew the guy had a huge cock, but was he also better at licking pussy?

He introduced a finger to her slit, making her squirm and cry out. She was clearly already extremely aroused — all that from getting licked for half a minute? Was he really that good?

It couldn’t be from sucking his cock… could it?



Jia

“Didn’t I tell you to get a hair-cut?” Tom grunted and like he’d done a week ago, he pulled on a tuft of my pubic hair.

“Ouch. What? Well, I didn’t,” I answered, thoroughly confused. What had happened to his tongue? He still had a finger in my vagina, but he’d suddenly stopped licking. Why? To complain about my hair? And it had felt so good too!

“It’s fucking annoying,” he whined, “I hate going down on a hairy broad.”

Hairy broad? What?

“It’s not exactly like you trim yourself, is it?” I pointed out the jungle at his own crotch. He gave me a dead-eye stare, and I shrugged, instantly uncomfortable with his displeasure.

“Well, there’s not a whole lot I can do about it now, is there?” I remarked, getting annoyed pretty quickly myself. Did he want to do this or not?

“Fuck it,” he muttered and knee-walked up to me, his majestic dong getting closer and closer to me, his boxers stretched around his meaty thighs.

This was so weird. What was happening? He didn’t want to lick me anymore because I had hair? Weren’t we going to prepare me for that freaking monster?

“Wait, wait,” I said and made a time-out motion, “didn’t you say I had to be ready before we did anything?” He’d said just that a few minutes ago when I stopped sucking him.

“I’ll go slow,” he merely said, his tone conveyed his annoyance, and he pointed his fat pe— his fat cock at my crotch, juuust touching me. The contact felt electric, even though it was just the outside of my vagina — apparently she was ready to proceed. This was all so strange, he was just going to begin the sex now… because he was disappointed in me? How did that make sense?

I should stop this. Right now. Right?

That thought made my stomach drop though. I couldn’t stop now.

David would be ever so disappointed.

“Wait, wait, wait. In my bag,” I exclaimed, trying to pause him.

“What?”

“There’s a tube of lube in my bag. We need to use that if you’re not going to prepare me properly,” I said pointedly. He didn’t catch my unsubtle critic, just got up, found the tube, opened it and poured a generous blob on my vagina and on his… cock. He rubbed it in, even sliding a finger up into me again, making me gasp.

“More… please…” I asked. He shrugged and used his finger on me. Well, I had asked for more lube but this… this worked too. My arousal, that his unfair attitude had sort of killed slowly returned and began to rise.

“Mhm… yes…” I sighed and then gasped loudly when a second digit entered me, expanded me… prepared me.

But he was clearly more interested in the main-course. He soon withdrew and once again lined that big thing up against my tight little entrance.

“Slow…” I admonished him, fear and desire fighting for control of me.

“Take it easy, it’s not like you’re the first slut I’ve broken in,” he grunted.

Really? Slut? Broken in? Why must he be so mean?

“Whatever,” I muttered. My initial excitement was waning again, but… I had to do this! David expected me to, this was for him after all.

And then the big bastard began. He laid down, his left elbow next to my ear, carrying his weight, his right hand on his… cock… to aim it at me. And then he pressed forward.

“Sloooow,” I reminded him, as I felt my vagina split. He was so big! He was TOO big! Instinctively, I tried to squirm away, but there was nowhere to go.

He didn’t pay me any heed. Instead, inexorably, his mighty weapon pressed itself into me. It felt nothing like David, nothing!

It HURT! It was so big! It was too much!

“Stop, stop! Ow, oooow… I can’t take it!” My face was scrunched up in pain, and I just wanted it to stop. What had I been thinking? There’d never be enough room for that… that thing!

“Shhh… the head is inside now,” he shushed me and stroked my hair.

“Stop, stop…” I gasped and placed my hands against his broad chest, like I was trying to push him away. Not that I’d have any chance of that, if I were to try. He was at least twice my weight, and he had gravity on his side.

“I’ve stopped, I’ve stopped. Calm down, we’ll let you get used to it. Take it easy,” he said, surprisingly soft, “you’ll stretch, don’t worry. Just breathe…”

I tried. I breathed hard, trying to relax, and we stayed like that for a good long while — how long, I had no idea. He stayed still with his lower body, the tip of his cock inside me, but he lowered his head, and our lips met. Not knowing what else to do, I kissed him back, eagerly trying to steer my mind off the burning pain in my vagina.

And it worked. Gradually, the pain subsided. No idea how or why it happened, but “ow” gradually became “ohh” in between kisses.

Tom evidently took that as proof I was ready for more. He pulled back, just a little and then pressed back in. Again it hurt but… it also felt… good. Strange. New.

Again, slowly out and in. And again. Soon, he was making slow love to me, though still only with the head of his giant cock.

“Goddamn, you’re BIG!” I breathed, awe in my voice. The shock and the pain and the surprising new feelings made me take the Lord’s name in vain, and I didn’t even notice.

“I know, kitten,” he grinned, his words so conceited it made me nauseated — or was that just because I was stretched to the limit? He still rocked slowly in and out of me, but now he pushed a little further in before pulling out, and my poor vagina accepted the girth of him.

“I’m so full,” I gasped.

“You’re far from full, girlie! You still have a lot to go,” he smirked, his blue eyes sparkling.

The wonderful thing was, it didn’t hurt anymore. It didn’t hurt at all, as a matter of facts.

“Oh my, it feels good…” I sighed, my voice filled with amazement.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” he promised me, “fuck, you’re a tight one! I knew you’d be though, Asian pussy is tight, everybody knows that.”

What did that mean? I had no idea but it felt like a slight. I ignored him though, far, far too focused on the fact that he was once again pressing into me, and an untold number of nerve-endings were sending pleasure-signals from my vagina to my brain… again.

“Ooooh…” I moaned, closing my eyes to focus on the internal feeling of his mighty pe— cock and my tiny vagina.

He rocked back and forth, slowly, slowly, making me take more and more of him.

“OW!” I gasped when he moved a bit too fast, too forcefully. He grinned apologetically and slowed down again.

“You feel so good, kitten,” he mumbled, “it’s hard to take it slow.”

“Well, you’ve got to!” I grunted though I wasn’t mad. Not at all. He was filling me up to a degree I’d never experienced, and I felt so many new, strange things, things I’d never felt before. I was feeling pleasure in places I hadn’t even known about! The feeling of being stretched beyond belief was intoxicating.

Despite his words, he took his time and built a nice, steady and slow rhythm where he rocked back and forth into me, giving me a little more every now and then, and soon the memory of the painful intrusion was long gone — it was being drowned in pleasure. He was going so slow, and still my poor brain was being overloaded with messages from down below. I had by no means been prepared for this. Everything I knew about sex from years of sleeping with David was being put into question. How could it feel so good so soon?

My body reacted on its own and met his slow, shallow thrusts, pushing him even deeper into me, and wow, it felt amazing!

“Tom… Tom, it… oh my, it feels… I can’t…”

What was happening? I felt so good! Tom kept up his pace, slowly in and out, though I had no idea how much of his immense size he slid into me.

“Yeah, you like that big cock, kitten?”

“I… I DO!” I admitted loudly, “oh, oh, what… what is… How…?” It felt so GOOD, and he was only halfway in?!

“Oh… Oh… OH! Am I…? Oh Heavens, AM I CUMMING?” I cried loudly when the orgasm hit me like a freight-train coming out of nowhere. The immense pleasure caught me by surprise and I could only cry out in surprise… and joy.

“Fuck yeah, kitten!” Tom grinned but kept up his steady movements, while I squirmed in delight beneath him.

“Oh! Don’t stop, don’t stop, dontstopdontstopdontstop DON’T STOP!” I cried. My hands that had been on his chest in a symbolic attempt to push him off, slid around his shoulders, and I clung to him as I experienced my first big cock-orgasm.

It was mind-blowing. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was…

It was sex as it was meant to be.



David

Holy shit. I had no words. I had no idea how I felt about this. I could only watch in awe as my wife erupted in orgasm even before that monster had made its way all the way inside her.

“Fuck me…” I muttered wordlessly. It was the most erotic sight I’d ever seen. This went far beyond the blowjob. And it hit me like a gut-punch.

Tom and his big cock had barely even begun, and she was already cumming! And from the look (and sound) of it, it was a big one. Like, bigger than what I usually gave her, especially during sex.

I was so jealous! I wanted to give her that! But I couldn’t, and I never would. I didn’t have a horse-sized cock. To think she had to go to that oaf Tom to get that experience. It wasn’t fair!

At the same time, I was so proud of her, and I loved her so much. I wanted this for her, I wanted her to have all she could.

Most of all though, I was so fucking turned on! To watch the love of my life let go like that, to submit to this grizzly beast of a man… and to cum so fast. I loved it. I hated it but I loved it more.



Jia

I was breathing hard, coming down from that first orgasm. It had been amazing — amazing and unexpected! And yet, I had a feeling it was just an appetizer. Tom was still working his way in and out of me, and it felt so good! And he kept going deeper and deeper, making his huge member touch and caress places inside me that had never been touched before — he was already deeper than my poor husband ever could be, and he wasn’t done yet.

“You liked that, huh, kitten?” he grinned down at me. I could only nod weakly in response as post-orgasmic shivers still ran through my body.

“You ever cum like that from hubby?” he continued, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his big lips.

What did I answer to that? On one hand, it was such a cocky, demeaning and self-indulgent question that I should just ignore it. On the other… well, after that orgasm, a cocky attitude could be forgiven. Maybe even encouraged? But then again—

“Ah!” I gasped loudly as he slid his member another inch into me. It felt so good! Pleasure was growing in me again, and if I didn’t know better I’d say I wasn’t far from another orgasm.

I couldn’t decide on the best answer while that huge cock was making my insides cream like this, I couldn’t THINK!

“Tell me,” he demanded, more forcefully now.

“Nnnooo…” I admitted finally. It was the truth after all.

“No, what kitten? Tell me,” his voice had immediately lost its hard edge when I’d told him what he wanted to hear.

“No, Da-David has never… made me cum that… like THAT!” I gasped truthfully.

“Didn’t… think so,” he grunted in a triumphant way. Wow, his smug attitude was irksome! Like he knew he was better than my husband, just because he had a big cock and had made me cum so intensely after only a few minutes of sex. I should really tell him off.

But at the same time, it was such a turn-on! I had no idea why, but our little exchange made me twist in desire… though, of course, the fact that the largest penis… cock… I had ever seen was buried halfway inside me helped immensely.

“Won’t be the last one either,” Tom guaranteed me, his cocky voice soft in my ear.

“Pro… promise?” I teased him back and looked into his eyes. A wide grin formed on his lips.

“Promise,” he nodded and casually slid even further into me.

“Oh! Ooooh!” I gasped. Darn, it was so much! I was so full!

“Almost there, kitten…” he mumbled, looking down where our bodies met. I briefly wondered if he could even see past his belly but I didn’t have time to ponder that for long because suddenly he thrust into me, hard — and the rest of his long, wide shaft slid into me.

“Nugh!” I gasped, a small pain mixed up with the arousing knowledge that he was now completely lodged in me.

“Shit, you’re tight. Fuck damn, you feel good!” he grunted, really knowing how to compliment a lady.

“You’re so… big,” I marvelled. I was so full, so… well, excuse my language, but so fucking full. Ideally, I needed a break to acclimate to his huge invader. Not that I got that — Tom was not exactly patient. Not anymore at least.

He pulled out and thrust back in, not a lot but more than enough to make me groan out loud.

“Oh wow!” I gasped, completely in awe of the sensations he was filling me with.

“Yeah,” he breathed and did it again, “you’re… gonna get it now… kitten.” And get it I did!

“Uh!” I moaned as he thrust into me again and again. It seemed he’d burnt through most of his restraint already.

“Ah! AH!” I moaned over and over as his huge tool reshaped my insides. It hurt but… it hurt good? How did that make sense?

“Oh my, oh my…”

“Fuck, I knew you’d like it… Fuck, take it kitten… Huh! Show me… show me you want my cock!” he grunted as he pushed all the way into me, building a strong, steady rhythm, making me cry out in desire.

“I… I want it!” I admitted loudly, “give me that… cock!”

And I showed him, I met his strokes, pushing myself against him, when he thrust against me.

Why the deuce did he feel so good!? Size doesn’t matter, I’d always known that! So why did this feel so freaking GOOD?!

“More, more, more…!” I gasped and again wrapped my arms around his shoulders. Wait, what was happening? Was I… was I close again?

“You’re so big. So much bigger…” I whispered into his ear, feeling so insanely naughty, “oh yes, yes, yes… yes!”

“Hahah, you like that, huh kitten?” he grinned, clearly all too pleased with himself.

“YEEESSS!” I cried and felt his fleshy shoulder between my teeth as I did my best not to be too loud in my pleasure. I managed to stifle the cry and an insistent whine escaped my lips instead, as pleasure rocked through my body again, making me twist and squirm underneath this mountain of a man… who just kept going!

He made love to me through my orgasm, even as my nails scratched his shoulders.

He just didn’t stop, and neither did the pleasure! My orgasm stretched out like never before, it just kept growing and growing.

“Oh FUCK!” I gasped, “oh FUCK, it feels so GOOOOD!” I needed to scream that out, I couldn’t hold it in. All these feelings couldn’t stay inside me, I had to get them out!

“So, so, SO GOOOOD!”

Then Tom forced his lips down on mine, shutting me up by shoving his tongue into my mouth.

“MHHHHHMMMM!” I moaned into his mouth, still wallowing in orgasmic bliss as the monster between my legs kept going into me. So good!

“Fucking hell, kitten,” Tom mumbled as I finally quieted down and he dared to take his mouth off me, “I hope your goddamn husband didn’t hear that.”

“Sooorry,” I sighed, not at all caring about David. My world was the unbelievably intense feelings Tom was giving me, nothing else.

“Alright, think it’s about my turn now…” he mumbled and moved around. He forced my legs further apart and up on his shoulders, lewdly easing his access to my crotch… my pussy. He grabbed a heavy hold on both my shoulders and pressed me downwards, pushing me into the couch with his weight.

And then he really let me have it.

“FUCK!” I cried when he hammered his monstrous manhood into me, forced it into my defenseless… pussy… while he held me in place with his strong hands. There was no escape, I had to lay there and take it, take his huge cock. This new position was awfully uncomfortable and hurt my hips and back, but I couldn’t care less, all that mattered was what was happening between my eagerly spread legs.

“Ah! Fuck yeah! Like that, kitten… like that! Take it… take it, you fucking slut!” he grunted, quickly establishing a strong rhythm where he bottomed out in me.

I felt like I was being split open by the force being poured into me, and I cried and moaned and… well, it felt fucking great!

This beast of a man losing control and laying into me like this should have terrified me. It should have hurt, I should have been trying to get out from under him, but instead I stayed where I was, moaning like a bitch in heat. My poor pussy had no choice but to accept the onslaught and welcome the invader.

“So good! So good! SO BIG!” I cried again, “yes, yes, yes!”

“Fuck, you’re a slut!” he growled, “Goddamn, you take cock like a real slut!” The words were insulting, sure, but to my ears, he sounded rather impressed by me.

“Give it… give it to me!” I gasped, egging him on.

“Fucking Asian slut!” he growled, baring his teeth like a madman, his fingers digging into me, as if he was afraid I’d disappear.

Getting fucked and manhandled and insulted at the same time, and having no choice but to accept it all felt strangely erotic, and already I felt my third orgasm start to rise. What the deuce was happening?!

“MY little slut!” he gasped into my face, “aren’t you? AREN’T YOU?”

“Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” I cried back, not at all sure what I was agreeing to. Maybe it was his mean words, maybe it was just the rising pleasure coming from my crotch. I probably would have agreed to anything as long as it meant he kept making my pussy feel like it was on fire.

“Fuck yeah. Fucking slut, my fucking slut! Fuck!” He slammed into me so hard by now.

“I’ma cum in you! Huh? You… you want that? You want… want my cum?”

“Uh-huh!” I readily agreed, getting sooo close by now. Just a little more, just… just…

“Fucking slut needs… needs cock, huh?” he grunted, “not so high and mighty now, huh?”

He reached down and mauled one of my breasts, groping its full size before pinching my nipple. My legs slid down from his shoulders, though I kept them well-spread for him, not at all willing to risk the pleasure I was getting.

He was way too rough with my boob, but instead of turning me off, it just accumulated with the pleasure already growing from my the pounding I was taking.

“Fuck, I love your tits… Uh! So… So big and fake… fucking sexy,” he rambled in-between groaning in desire.

I wasn’t paying attention to his words anymore, though I did like the way he pinched my nipple. I was so close by now. So close…

“Yes… Yes!” I gasped, “more… more…”

“Greedy slut!” he grunted and squeezed my other breast.

“Please…” I gasped.

He bent down and bit my nipple. Hard! Pain rushed through me though when it mixed with the pleasure-signals from my pussy, it just felt good. Sexy.

“Yesss…”

“Fuck, I’m close…! Ready for my cum… kitten?” he grunted and focused on my pussy again.

“Yes…” I gasped again. I had no other word. I was so close!

“Uh! UHH!” he grunted, “fucking SLUT! I’m… I’M… FUCK!” He roared loudly and thrust into me as hard as he could.

His orgasm triggered my own explosion, and I cried out in mindless bliss as the third and most powerful orgasm of the night rushed through me.

“Take it, you cheating whore!” he all but shouted at me, but I wasn’t paying attention to him anymore. He was inconsequential; the only thing that mattered was the pleasure. The bliss. The orgasm. I revelled in it, swam in it, lived in it. Its powerful peak stretched on, making me shake and squirm and feel so fucking ALIVE! It rushed through me only slowly subsiding, leaving me weak and more sated than I’d ever been in my life.

I slowly opened my eyes and saw the shit-eating grin on Tom’s face. He looked so proud of himself.

“Tell me the truth now, Jia-girl,” he said demanded and grabbed my face, his fingers digging into my cheeks forcing my eyes on his, “has little Davy ever made you cum like that”?

I should lie. I should defend my husband’s honour. I should not let this bastard get one over him like this.

“No,” I admitted quietly.

“Didn’t think so,” he said and gave me a hard kiss.

Then he slowly got up, and his still-hard dick slipped out of me, leaving me empty and confused. What the heck had happened? I shook my head, trying to get a hold of myself.

“You on the pill?” he asked while pulling his boxers up.

“I… What? Yes. Yes, of course,” I answered, feeling extremely disoriented. We had just shared the most intense pleasure ever, and now… what?

Should I get up and get dressed too? Only I didn’t have the strength.

“Pity. Would love to knock you up. Put a little half-breed in you,” he grunted.

What? Why was he so mean now?

David would hold me and kiss me and tell me how much he loved me. This bastard just insulted me.

“It was a joke, kitten!” he exclaimed, evidently having read my face correctly, “jeez, lighten up!”

I shook my head, trying to clear it and decided to I’d better get up and get dressed before I leaked on the couch. If last Wednesday was anything to go by, there was a lot of semen in me right now.

“Knew you were a size-queen the moment I saw you, you know,” he bragged as he pulled on his jeans.

“I… what?” I asked and found my panties, those itty-bitty panties that David still hadn’t seen.

“A size-queen! You know, a slut that really likes big ones,” he explained good-humored. He was apparently having the time of his life. I had no idea how to respond to that.

He wasn’t wrong though, I had to admit. That monster certainly had drawn me in like nothing else ever had. I stole a quick glance at the bulge in his boxers, and a funny feeling started in my stomach. Hadn’t I had enough?!

“It’s alright,” he said, catching me in the act. He went to where I was sitting on the couch, trying to pull myself together, and pulled his boxers down, revealing his long, thick and quite slimy snake.

“You can have a last kiss goodbye,” he said with a crooked grin.

“I’ll pass, thanks,” I said in what I hoped was a sarcastic tone. My eyes were glued to his large member though, so that might undercut my point.

“Don’t be shy, Jia-girl. We both know you want it,” he grinned and pointed it at my face. It smelled like him and me combined, and it was covered in our cum.

It was vile and disgusting.

Why the fuck should I want to kiss that?!

“Kiss it, kitten. We both know you want to…” he demanded.

I could feel my breathing increase. I didn’t want to kiss that. I did not!

“Why are you nips all hard?” Tom wondered and carefully took one of my still-naked nipples between thumb and index finger and played with it, sending bolts of electricity through me. As he’d said, it was hard as steel.

“I don’t… know…” I muttered without taking my eyes off his dick. It was so big! And it had brought me so much pleasure.

I owed it a little kiss, didn’t I?

It had earned it.

Slowly, while Tom was still playing with my nipple, I leaned forward and gave it a long kiss, my lips meeting the large head. It felt different than from when it had been hard, but I still enjoyed the feeling. Without waiting for his say-so, I opened up and slipped the entire head into my mouth. It tasted salty and musky, and the slimy goo it was covered in dissolved in my mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” he muttered triumphantly and pulled his dick out of my mouth, “though I’m afraid you’ll have to wait a little before I’m good and ready again.”

I sat dazed and looked on as he put the rest of his clothes on. I really had no idea what to do, what to say.

He finished buttoning his shirt and looked down at me.

“It was nice, Jia. Real nice. See ya next Wednesday.” He gave me a quick, hard kiss on my cheek, then he turned around and walked out the door, whistling a merry tune, leaving me still half-naked on the couch.

What just happened?



David

Holy fuck. Holy fuck, holy fuck, holy fuck!

I rushed back to the office once Tom started getting dressed and it was clear there would be no more action tonight. I was bouncing off the walls now, waiting for the time to go home, and I kept replaying the… the events in my mind.

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t. Jia had been well and truly fucked by that bastard Tom. It was so sexy, it was unbelievable!

God, I had wanted so badly to go in there. I wanted to kiss her, to tell her how beautiful and brave she was, how much I loved her. But I couldn’t. Not with Tom there. I had to wait till I got home.

Oh God, when I got home! What was going to happen then? I bet she’d be too sore, too thoroughly fucked yo be interested in sex (with me!), but I hoped that she wasn’t! I wanted more than anything to feel her right now. I needed to reclaim her, to assure the both of us that she was my woman, and I was her man… though not her only one, not any more.

Fuck, it had been sexy how easily he’d made her cum. Three times — at least! And the second one had stretched for so long, it might have been two, who could say?

What time was it now? Half past seven. Could I leave yet? No, too soon.

They’d fucked for more than half an hour, not including foreplay. I had no idea how he lasted that long. I never did. Then again, he had gone really slow. That had actually surprised me — that he was so gentle with her, at first at least. Later, he was by no means gentle.

Okay, I had to stay grounded. I was here in the office, so I might as well do some work. Reluctantly, I opened a document and tried to concentrate, but the thought of Jia crying out how good it felt popped up… again. Or when she told him how much she liked his big cock! God, Jia never used such language — not until now at least.

He was really corrupting her. Fuck, it was hot!

Quarter to eighth. Could I leave yet? Jia would be home by now. Fuck it, I was off.

Fortunately, Tom had already left. I strode by his empty cubicle, took a detour to the break-room where he had used my wife so expertly, and soon I stood by the couch where she’d been defiled. I couldn’t say why, I just felt called to return to the scene of the crime.

It still smelled vaguely of sex… and goddamnit, there was a damp spot on the couch. Fuck, I couldn’t just leave it here, could I? People would start to wonder why the break-room smelled of pussy. I went to the nearby kitchen, got a wet cloth and some soap and scrubbed the spot, cleaning up after my wife and her lover like a good little… cuck. This menial task of service did nothing to subdue my raging erection but I didn’t dwell on that.

Satisfied with my work, I left the building, hurrying home to my wayward wife.



Jia

The warm water gradually turned cold as I stayed in the shower far longer than I normally would.

What had I done?

My marriage vows were broken. I was a fallen woman. A harlot. A slut.

David had asked me to do it, had told me to, had begged me to. And now I could only hope, he hadn’t regretted it. A bolt of panic flashed through me — what if he had? Then where were we?

I breathed fast but forced myself to calm down. He’d wanted this. He wanted it.

Had he watched? He probably had. Oh my, the things he had seen… and heard! I’d acted like such a whore. Heavens, the things I’d said!

I shook my head and finally turned off the water since it’d become too cold by now. I dried off and went to the bedroom in my ratty old bathrobe, waiting for my husband to come home. I entertained myself with my phone while waiting.

[Fuck u were hot!!! is it wendesday soon?] came a message. From Tom, obviously. I couldn’t deal with him right now, so I left him on read, and instead I just scrolled mindlessly while I waited for David’s return.

Which luckily didn’t take too long.

I heard the door open and shut followed by his “honey?” as he moved through the house. My heart was beating like mad but I forced myself to remain calm and just wait for him.

“Honey!” he burst through the door to the bedroom with an eager yell, found me on the bed and threw himself at me.

“I love you! I love you so much, you’re so beautiful and sexy and the best wife I could ever hope for,” the words tripped over one another in his mouth as he professed his love for me, and then he kissed me. And there was so much longing and love… and lust in that kiss that it immediately put my mind at ease.

“I saw it,” he said earnestly, looking into my eyes, “I saw it all. You were so sexy, so wonderful.”

“Yeah?” I asked, putting a little tease into my voice, “it wasn’t too… much?”

“Not at all!” he assured me and kissed me again, “it was… it was just as I’d hoped! You were so hot.”

His words, his kisses and the genuine, eager and lustful look on his face calmed the last of my nerves, and I found myself wondering how I could make this even better for my darling husband. What would he like now? This was brand new territory, but I had to make it work for him somehow.

“What… what was your favourite part?” I asked, trying to keep my voice light and innocent but I knew I had a wicked glint in my eyes.

He blushed but the fire kept burning in his eyes.

“Prob-probably that first orgasm,” he said, his cheeks getting redder with his admission and he looked down while he, seemingly unconscious, rubbed his hand against his crotch, where I was certain his wiener was more than ready.

“You yhink so?”

“Yeah!” he gushed, “you seemed so surprised! Like you weren’t really there yet, but your body couldn’t help but cum once his big dick started fucking you. It was… it was amazing!” He sounded so giddy that it was infectious, and I felt myself smiling back at him.

“It was pretty good,” I admitted and licked my lips in a show of delight.

“Tell me, please!”

“You’re sure you can handle this?” I teased him.

“Please!” he begged, while he was now clearly stroking his johnson through his pants.

“Okay,” I said and played with my nose-stud while thinking back — and trying to decide how best to tell my beloved husband of my first affair. It felt so bizarre — telling him about sex with another man?

“It… it happened kind of in stages. First, I was a little mad at him — he was acting quite undignified, if you ask me. Then he pushed that HUGE… cock into me, and it hurt. It was so big and I was by no means ready for that,” I told him and looked at him. His eyes were glazed over with lust, listening to my story and rapidly stroking himself. I wondered if he was going to shoot his load in his pants. It would be a tragicomic end to the night, and I hoped he didn’t. I wanted to feel him inside me, to show him I was still his, to love him the way a wife should.

“Then what?” he asked when my paused stretched too long for his impatient desires.

“Then… I got used to his size, and it stopped hurting,” I bit my lower-lip, trying to decide how best to continue, “and when it stopped hurting… it starting to feel good. And, baby, I mean good.” I gave him a challenging look and he took a sharp intake of breath.

“So good. So. Freaking. Good,” I slowly, carefully pronounced every syllable.

“Oh God,” he gasped.

“I can’t describe it. He was in me like nothing ever before. It was… he stretched me and showed me a whole new level of… of pleasure.”

He looked at me with huge eyes. Had I gone too far? Was it too much?

“But now I need you,” I went on, “to make love to me.”

He stopped his stroking and looked at me with huge eyes, seemingly caught off guard by my directness.

“Yeah. Yeah!” he agreed and quickly got his pants off. As predicted, his member was erect and already leaking his pre-ejaculate fluids. Soon he crawled in between my legs, and tonight I didn’t need any foreplay, I was more than ready for my nae sarang.

“Ooh,” I sighed when he entered me, “oh, yes, honey, I need your…” I almost said cock but that just felt wrong. Cock was Tom’s word. I didn’t need to finish the sentence though, as David easily filled in the blanks.

“God, you feel good, Jia,” he sighed, looking more than content.

“Mhm, you too, nae sarang,” I answered. And he did. Maybe he didn’t have the huge girth of Tom, or the length to touch all my secret places, but he still felt nice. Familiar. When Tom fucked me I felt extreme sexual arousal and satisfaction. With my husband, I felt loved and safe.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered and thrust hard into me, harder than he usually did. Like he was trying to imitate Tom.

“Oh! Shhh…” I shushed him and pushed gently against his chest.

“What?” he looked all confused at me.

“Please, I need you to make love to me,” I said gently.

“I thought you wanted—” he objected defensively. Apparently, he didn’t quite grasp the difference between what I needed from him and what I got from Tom.

“I know. But that’s not what I need right now. I need my gentle, loving husband,” I said, keeping my voice honey-sweet and earnest.

He bowed down and kissed me. And slowed down and made love to me instead.

Slowly and quietly, his handsome willy slid into me again and again, making me sigh and moan. I felt so close to him, so loved, and in return, I loved him so much.

“Are you… close?” he soon asked me, his voice strained. It seemed he was.

I hugged him. After the fucking I’d gotten tonight, I doubted I could cum again tonight. Well, unless Tom was to show up…

“I think I’m spent for tonight, honey,” I whispered into his ear.

“Really?” he asked, disappointment painted on his face.

“Sorry. I really don’t think I can finish again. But I still want to feel you inside me,” I explained.

He looked at me for a little while and nodded. He seemed to understand. And it really did feel nice and right to make love to him. It washed away the shame and all the weird feelings Tom had awoken in me.

He started moving again, faster than before, more determined. He was no longer holding back, trying to coax an orgasm out of me. Instead, he wanted to finish himself. That was alright. Good, actually.

“God Jia…” he grunted.

“Yes, my love,” I sighed back.

“You’re so hot! I can’t… can’t stop thinking about… about…”

“Mhm, about what, my love?” I asked innocently, though I knew. Of course I knew.

“About… about when he fucked you!” he gasped, pressing himself hard into me, making me gasp in arousal.

“Oh really?” I teased him, “mhm… yes… about how his huge COCK fit into… into me?”

“Yes! Oh God, yes!” he grunted. He wasn’t making sweet love to me anymore, not really. Not that I could compare him with Tom’s hard fucking but he was definitely hunting his own orgasm. But it was alright, there was only so much restraint in him after all. And I did need him inside me — needed to prove that I still belonged to him, like he belonged to me.

And that Tom was just a guy.

A guy with a huge cock.

“Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” David’s grunts brought me back to the here and now, where my husband seemed to lose control. His hard-on thrust into me a couple of times more and then he groaned out loud. His entire body seemed to freeze up and he closed his eyes in ecstasy. He held onto me, his hands grabbing my sides and thrust a last couple of times, but he was spent, done.

“Mhm, that was nice, honey,” I told him and kissed him. He weakly kissed me back, before he rolled off me.

We lay quiet for a little while. It should have been a nice, comfortable silence, but I couldn’t relax. Was he still okay? Had I been too mean?

“What are you thinking?” I asked when the silence had stretched long enough, keeping my voice steady.

“Just… what a crazy day it’s been,” he answered, his voice carefully neutral.

Well, that didn’t answer my question, now did it?

“Crazy good or crazy too much?” I asked, my heart in my throat.

“Mostly good,” he said and finally looked at me.

“But also too much?” I asked.

“No… not too much. I think. It’s like… it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. And when we made love, I was so… but now, I feel… all strange.”

“Strange how?” I asked, worry creeping into my voice.

“I… I have a beautiful, sexy and kind wife, and for some reason I share her with some bozo from the office. And I can’t really figure out why,” he said thoughtfully.

“Hey, it’s okay. Shh…” I shushed him, fighting a surge of panic, “it’s okay. We’ll stop the game here and just be us. Okay? You still have me, your beautiful, sexy and kind wife, right?”

“But I don’t want to stop,” he said, “God, I can’t stop thinking about it, and I want you do to it again.”

“But you just said—”

“Yeah. But I still want it again,” he said and gave me a smile, “I know I sound insane.”

I stayed silent, studying his face. Why was he acting so strange?

“You’re sure? You don’t sound sure,” I said, trying to figure out what was up and down in this strange world of his.

“A part of me wishes, I didn’t want this. But I want it, I want it so much. I’m proud to be your cuck,” he said and took me in his arms.

“Okay, good… cuck,” I said and kissed him.

“You know what that makes you?” he asked after a moment.

“What?”

“A hotwife,” he said, with a good amount of satisfaction in his voice.

“A hot wife? Haven’t I been that all along?” I asked him, eyebrow raised.

“No, a hotwife. One word. It’s a wife who sleeps with other men,” he explained, dead-serious.

“Man. Just one other man,” I clarified.

“Of course, honey,” he agreed, though I had a clear feeling he wouldn’t mind if I had more than one other paramour.

I looked up at my husband, his face, solemn but with a hint of twisted desire in his eyes, and suddenly I couldn’t help but compare the two men. David was handsome, intelligent, loving, but also a little inconspicuous, a little meek. He wanted to please, his parents, his superiors, even his employees… and most of all his wife. He was not a leader, not really, despite being Tom’s boss.

Tom on the other hand was loathsome, and far less handsome, even though his muscular upper-body held a certain… appeal. But unlike my husband, he didn’t care what people thought about him. He didn’t try to please me, he took from me what he wanted… and it turned out, I apparently enjoyed that. That little fact was something I had to ponder later.

But what did that all mean? I had no idea.

Silence stretched between us again, and I felt myself getting drowsy.

“He is kinda of a prick though, isn’t he?” I mumbled, remembering how he’d treated me, even if he had brought me sexual pleasure like I had never experienced before.

“I’ve noticed,” he agreed with a chuckle, and I heard a lot of relief in that chuckle. Like, had he been worried I’d fall in love with that asshole or something? Please!

“It was so weird, how he was all upset that I hadn’t shaved,” I went on.

“Yeah, I was wondering what that was about,” he answered.

“As it turns out, our Don Juan doesn’t like a hairy… vagina,” I said. I had meant to say pussy but my mouth refused to form the word. I was still a good girl, it seemed.

“Oh?”

“Yes, he demanded that I shaved last time. After he, you know, went down on me,” I explained, though I was fairly certain David already knew that. He’d been listening in on that little encounter as well, after all, “and so he got all prissy because I hadn’t done so.”

“Typical, really,” he said, shaking his head, “so, are you gonna?”

“Shave?”

“Yeah.”

I thought on that for a little while, and honestly, I was torn. On one hand, I wanted to, to please him, to be his good little girl. On the other… well, who was he to demand such a thing? I was not his little doll to play with and dress up and demand hair-cuts of.

“Nah,” I said after a little while, “let him be prissy about it, if he wants. My body, my choice, right?”

“True,” my beloved husband nodded with a smile. He seemed to like me not giving in to my suitor in every aspect.

“Still… that cock though,” I said after a little while, just to tease him, “makes a girl do stupid things…”

He didn’t have a respond for that, and I felt mean for making the comment. But also good. Strong. A lot of strange feelings had been unlocked today, and I didn’t have the energy to go through them all.

It didn’t take long after this little exchange before I fell asleep. It had been a long day, after all.

If David even slept that night though, I couldn’t say.
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How Far is Too Far? chapter 5

By DontJudgeMe_

Warning: This is a cuck-story, and while it starts as a loving tale, it won’t stay that way. If you’re not into that, please stop reading.

As always a huge thanks to my wonderful wife for ideas, editing and reining me in when I got too crazy. I love you. <3

David

The day after Jia’s… most intense escapade ever was so weird. How do you act around your wife after she’s had the best fuck of her life — with someone else? Me, I tried to act as normal as possible, but I could see in her eyes and in her little smirks that I failed. Still, she acted normally too, drank her coffee at the counter like she usually did, and I heartily kissed her goodbye when I left for work.

Where I ran into weird situation number two; Tom, the master-fucker himself. I forced a quick hello as I met him in the break-room. He stopped and looked at me, first with a worried expression that changed to a sly smile when I didn’t punch or shout at him. He knew he’d gotten away with putting horns on me. He’d had my wife writhe in pleasure under him, and there was nothing I was gonna do about it. Instead, I would just take my coffee back to my office like a good little cuck and leave him to fantasise about the next time he was gonna debase my beautiful Jia with his unworthy presence.

God, it was so unreal! So far outside the bounds of normalcy, but… it was also so the most erotic experience of my life. I hated that fat bastard for what he’d done to my wife, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it… and about next time!

I had to endure Alice’s suspicious, blue eyes whenever I needed to talk to her or just pass her desk outside my office. She knew something was up, I could tell. She didn’t say anything, but she was watching me, gathering clues and trying to solve the puzzle. Unfortunately, I had never been a good actor, so instead I tried to avoid her as much as possible. As much as I liked her, I needed her to be kept out of this. Hopefully that fool Tom would keep quiet.

With all this going on, it was no surprise that I had a really hard time focusing on work, but that had almost become the norm. Why would I care about worker efficiency when whenever I closed my eyes, I saw the image of big, fat Tom, selfish Tom, uncouth Tom fucking my pure and wondrous Jia? These spreadsheets, these formulas and all these schedules mattered a great deal less to me than the sight of Jia cumming on that fat prick. Her utter, sexual enjoyment made the clients’ demands seem rather insignificant.

I realised with a little sigh that I was hard again. It had happened a lot today. But once again, I gritted my teeth and forced my mind on something else.

At least Jia hadn’t sounded too keen on him as a person. Sure, she liked the sex, that was the whole idea, but a worried, nagging voice had started to wonder if she’d fall in love with him, leave me for him. My mind truly was a twisted, perverted place — I wanted her to have sexual thrills with Tom, I wanted her to explore erotic heights that I couldn’t bring her to… but I didn’t want her to like the man. I felt threatened by the very thing I desired? But her clear disdain for him had put my mind at ease — at least somewhat.

I shook my head. It wasn’t easy being a cuck… but damn it was hot!

Now, I really needed to get some work done. And then maybe also start working on those two points I’d come up with, and that I was failing so miserable at: being inconspicuous at work and having sex with my wife without Tom factoring in in any way.

I simply needed to try harder. Maybe mention it to Jia too? Or would that send mixed messages? I didn’t want to ruin a good thing, after all.

No, I’d have to be myself, loving and caring and get her in the sack without any mention of Tom. That would be a good way to get back on track.



Jia

Madison’s office looked like it always did, messy, unorganised and comfortable. I was here every day, but this time was different — just like it had been… what was it, three weeks ago? When I’d needed her guidance. I felt myself grow hot as I thought about how I had followed her advice. Live a little, right?

Madison knew something was up. I could see it in her eyes, while she was waiting for me to give her an update on my… affairs.

“I did it,” I said, my eyes avoiding her bespectacled gaze.

“What did you do, Jia?” she asked, her voice neutral though it was easy to tell that she was eager for my story.

“I… I slept with him. With Tom. Like David wanted me to,” I said, keeping my voice low. Like everyone outside the closed door would hear me if I spoke up.

“Really?” she asked, leaning forward, hungry for gossip, “you did?”

“I did,” I confirmed, straightening my skirt, needing to do something with my hands. It felt odd confessing that I had broken my marriage vows, but I had to tell someone. The price of growing up Catholic, I guess.

I couldn’t handle all these conflicting emotions on my own. Great sex, happy husband, strong marriage — everything should be great, right? So why did I feel so awfully guilty? Since there was no way I was ever telling mother’s priest about it, Madison’s office would have to serve as my confession-booth.

“Well, well, well… how was it?” she wanted to know, her eyes huge as she drank in my news.

A small smile spread on my lips before I could control it.

“It was good,” I merely said and kept my eyes down.

“Just good?”

“Okay, it was… very good,” I admitted.

“Better than David?” she wanted to know. I looked at her sharply, wondering why that was her focal point? I always had the greatest respect for her, as my mentor and my closest colleague. She might be my superior, technically, but she never pulled rank and had always treated me with grace and kindness. Come to think of it, she was probably my best non-Korean friend.

And now she was also the only one who knew the shameful secret.

“It was different,” I shrugged, avoiding her question. Had it been better than David? In a way, yes. The orgasms had been out of this world, and I’d never felt like that from sex before.

But the love that David gave me had been completely absent. Sex had always been carefully intertwined with happy, sweet emotions, and to separate them was… difficult, to say the least.

“Different?”

“Yes, different,” I snapped. She didn’t seem to think that was enough, the way her eyes narrowed and her mouth tigthened.

“Come on, Jia, don’t be like that! You asked my advice, now you come to tell me about it, but you don’t wanna spill the tea? Gimme something juicy!” she demanded. I bit my lip. She was right. I had come to talk to her about it, though I didn’t quite know why. Maybe I just needed to lighten my heart. I didn’t want to be alone with all my thoughts, and David… wouldn’t be able to understand where I was coming from. He was too tightly wound up in his fantasies to be objective.

“I’ve never… eh… cum… so hard before. Never,” I told her, defiance in my voice as I looked into her eyes.

“Oooh…” she said and leaned back in her chair, “now that’s the kind of juicy I was talking about! You dirty girl! Does David know?”

“He… he watched,” I said, “he snuck after us and saw it all from the doorway.”

“He watched!? Oh my God, girl, you two are just…!” she gushed, though not at all in a judgmental way. I shrugged.

“Did he like it? Did he like what he saw?” she asked with glee in her voice.

“I think so. He…” I furrowed my brow, trying to explain what I had observed with my dear husband, “he was REALLY excited when he got home. It happened at his and Tom’s work, see. And he was… over the moon about it. We made love when we got home, you know, after and he… well, he couldn’t stop obsessing over…” my voice trailed away, embarrassment colouring my cheeks.

“Over what?”

“Over the fact that Tom is… well, rather well-endowed.”

“You mean he’s…” Madison put her palms against one another and moved them away from each other, indicating something long. I nodded and felt myself blush even harder.

“You lucky duck!” she grinned, “and he knew how to use it?”

I nodded again, not having a lot to say to that. It was the truth, after all. Even if he was kind of a prick.

“And David liked that?” she wanted to know.

“Yes, he… he seems really hung up on that. And, you know, whenever we’ve discussed it earlier, it… really got him… ahem… excited.”

“Naughty little David,” Madison’s glee knew no bounds, “so he liked his wife getting dicked down good?”

“If that’s how you want to put it,” I said in what I hoped was a reproachful voice, though I couldn’t keep a sheepish smile at bay.

“Oh, it is. And you liked it too?”

“It was… very good,” I admitted.

“You slut,” she shook her head admiringly, “you lucky slut.”

“Hey!” I objected half-heartedly but she didn’t care.

“So David likes to watch,” she said, “but how did he act after you’d fucked? You know, post-nut clarity and all?”

“What?”

“Post-nut clarity? Aren’t you ever on the internet? How you feel when you aren’t horny anymore?” Madison explained, “kinda common to feel odd after a release, especially if it involved sending your wife into the arms of another man. Come to think about it, how did you feel about it all?”

“I… fine, I’m fine,” I said quickly, not willing to dig at my feelings right now, ‘but he… I don’t know. He seemed relieved when I mentioned that Tom is a bit of a prick,’ I explained, “like… like he was worried I’d suddenly fall in love with the guy or something.”

“After he’d gotten off?” she asked and I nodded.

“He probably feels threatened by your lover-boy. Especially if he’s obsessing over cock-sizes,” Madison reasoned, echoing my own thoughts.

“I guess,” I agreed.

“But enough about David. How was it? How big was it? Is it true that, you know, bigger is better?” she asked, her voice quivering with excitement.

She wouldn’t let that go, would she?

I gave my friend a sharp look. She seemed more into this than I would have thought. Sure, she liked gossip, who didn’t, but her eyes were so alive and she seemed so… so… so into this whole idea.

How old was Madison anyway? 40? She looked good. She was wearing an emerald green silk blouse with the top buttons opened, giving hints of a nice cleavage. She had beautiful blonde hair, which I’d always secretly admired, tied in a bun atop of her head, and her tasteful make-up showed off her smooth skin and piercing, green eyes. She wore several gold earrings in both ears and little green gemstones glittered from the rings on her fingers and from her necklace that did its best to draw attention to her chest.

“Madison,” I asked shrewdly, “how’s Rick?”

Rick was her husband, a nice guy that I knew from the times he and Madison had been over for dinner. She blushed crimson at the mention of her husband’s name.

“He’s… fine, why?” she answered, looking away, not realising how transparent she was.

“You just seem awfully fascinated about this whole… ordeal,” I pointed out in an innocent tone.

“Oh, come on! You drop a bombshell like this and expect me not to care?” she deflected, and that did make sense… but my intuition told me something else was at play here.

“I’ll tell you everything,” I said slowly, “if you tell me honestly why you’re so interested.”

She gave me a dark look, and for a long time we just stared at each other.

“Fine. Fine! I’m interested, because it seems unfair that you have a handsome husband who’s always willing and now also a huge-dicked lover, when I haven’t gotten laid in over three months. There. Happy now?” She rushed it out and gave me a challenging look.

“Oh. Oh… eh, sorry. I had no idea… you’ve never said—”

“Don’t like to talk about it,” she interrupted me, “but yeah, I love Rick but man, I miss sex. It was five months before last you know.”

“I’m really—”

“So maybe I would like a Tom of my own,” she went on, avoiding my eyes, “or maybe I’m just living vicariously through you. Either way, spill!”

“Wait, you’re not thinking about—”

“I’d never hurt Rick if that’s what you’re asking,” she cut me off again, “I love him and it’s not his fault he’s never in the mood.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“I know you don’t. It’s okay. Please don’t tell anyone,” she asked.

“Of course not!” I said, indignant that she even had to ask, “just like you won’t tell about David and me… and Tom.”

We shared a smile. Then she leaned forward over her desk, her green eyes sparkling and gestured with her hands, “so tell me!”



David

Maybe it was the time that had passed but when I got home that night, everything seemed a lot more… normal. Sure, Jia had still fucked Tom but I felt less strange about it.

It also helped that she acted completely normal. She’d cooked, and we ate a nice dinner, talking about nothing and everything — apparently, she’d had a meeting with her boss, though she didn’t say about what, and I didn’t really press her for details. Madison was a nice woman and all, and I was glad she and Jia got along so well, but she was also quite bland, and if Jia didn’t say, the meeting probably wasn’t of any importance.

After cleaning the dishes, we watched some TV, and since it was my turn to choose, we continued our Firefly rewatch. God, I loved that series! Almost as good as the early seasons of Game of Thrones. Jia wasn’t a fan though, she was always more into the artsy shows, particular French and Korean stuff.

Still, this was just what we needed, a safe and normal night together. Except Jia wasn’t really giving it her attention, as she was on her phone most of the time. That bothered me somewhat — she’d never let me skive off on my phone if we were watching some of her boring and confusing drivel — but I was used to it by now. No point in picking a fight over it, especially not tonight, not with everything that had happened. Honestly, I had a difficult time focusing on the show too, and my eyes kept wandering to her. She looked so cute as she sat curled up in the corner of the couch, her focus on her phone.

I never got tired of looking at her, especially like now when she didn’t even know. She’d loosened her hair, so it flowed down her back like a black river, and I loved that I was the only one who got to see her without it in a perfect up-do. Her dark, intense eyes were focused on the screen in her hand, with her soft, red lips forming a determined line that told me she wasn’t too happy with whatever was going on — though she hadn’t furrowed her brows like she did when she was upset or angry.

She was probably talking to one of her sisters… or her mother.

“You are so beautiful,” I told her and moved closer to her. She put the phone down and leaned in to give me a kiss. I could never get enough of her sweet lips, so I moved even closer to her, extending the kiss. She moved backwards on the couch, and I followed her, and soon I was hovering above her, my lips still locked on hers.

“Mhm, honey,” she sighed. I kissed her again, and we deepened the kiss, turning it into a make-out session. Somehow, my hand found its way onto her chest, softly feeling her large knockers through her sweater. It wasn’t a sexy outfit she was wearing, just work-clothes, nothing at all like what she’d worn for Tom.

No! Get that oaf out of your mind!

“I love you so much,” I whispered to her, banishing any thought about big-dicked morons.

“I love you too,” she answered, and it felt so good to hear. I knew she loved me, but hearing this perfect woman say it still made my heart go crazy.

“You’re so beautiful,” I went on, kissing her jawbone and down the side of her neck, feeling her warmth just below my lips, “so smart… and clever… and good… and lovely… and sexy… and hot.” Each compliment was followed by a kiss as I moved down from her neck to her collarbone and kissed her through her clothes.

“Nae sarang,” she said and moved away from me, “I’m not really feeling it tonight.”

“Oh,” I said and moved back, “that’s okay, honey. I just can’t help myself when you’re so close.” It was a pretty smooth line, if I did say so myself, and it covered the swirl of disappointment that rose in me. Was it because she’d rather be with Tom? Her rejection was like a bucket of cold water in my face — would she have said no to Tom? Did she miss him? I forced my face to remain passive and not betray the hurt I felt.

“You’re sweet,” she gave me a quick kiss, and I moved away from her, giving her space, “though it was easier for you to keep your hands off me before yesterday. Or last Wednesday, for that matter.” There was some acid in her tone that I wasn’t used to, and it worried me.

What was that supposed to mean anyway? Was she looking for a fight or to make me feel guilty about… everything that had happened yesterday.

“I’m sorry?” I said, keeping my voice neutral.

“No, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that,” she apologised swiftly. I shrugged, told her it was okay and went back to the television. And she refocused on her phone.



Jia

I mentally kicked myself — that had been uncalled for. What the deuce was the matter with me? Was I trying to hurt David? Make him feel bad about Tom? To sabotage us? Did I subconsciously want to stop this… affair?

If that was the case, I should probably stop texting Tom, I thought and looked at his latest message.

[What r u gon wear]

I didn’t know what I was going to wear. Something sexy, sure, but that had become my standard Wednesday uniform by now. The black dress? Nah. Jeans and a top? The jeans took a while to get off though, they were so tight. Maybe I needed some new clothes. Actually, I definitely needed new clothes. Something for both my boys. David would enjoy that, and it would show I cared about him. That I was still into his fantasy and wanted to help it along. Yes, David would definitely enjoy it. Feeling better about my husband I put him out of my mind and focused on my chat with Tom.

[I do not know yet.] I wrote back, honestly, though I had some ideas.

[Something sexy tho right] My word, I hated his spelling. And yet… it felt… wicked to have illicit liaisons with a man who couldn’t even spell ‘though’. Like an educated woman and a caveman. Him Tarzan, me Jane.

[When don’t I wear something sexy for you?] I wrote but halted. Those last two words were pretty telling. He’d like that I wrote it was for him, he’d like that very much. But it was for David’s benefit. Of course it was. Although… it might also be to get a rise out of my other man.

I had more than one man now. That was so messed up, and I still couldn’t really wrap my head around it.

I looked over at my husband who was engrossed in whatever we were watching — something silly about space-cowboys? — and I felt guilty that I was talking to Tom without him knowing. I shouldn’t. Especially not during this time we were supposed to spend together.

So why did I?

And David had wanted sex. Of course he wanted sex now, he was probably still feeling insecure about Tom and the awe-inspiring sex I’d had with him. Why had I turned him down? Because I just didn’t feel like it right now. That wasn’t a crime, was it?

I sent the text with those last two words added, mostly as an act of rebellion against myself.

[Fair nuff u never disappoint] he admitted a few seconds later, and I felt a warm, satisfied feeling spread in me. It was nice to know my efforts were being appreciated.

[This is what u do to me] he wrote before I had a chance to respond. And of course an image of his huge cock was added. My, it was big! I stared at the large, violet head, studied the veins running down the shaft, imagining how it would feel in my mouth… and other places. Imagining — and remembering — what this enormous piece of meat could do to me made me feel all tingly.

Strange how, just a couple of weeks ago, I wouldn’t have dreamt of taking a penis in my mouth, and here I was, getting excited at the thought of fellating this particular penis. This cock, I mentally corrected myself. It still felt odd to think in such terms — not to mention to say them out loud, but it also gave me a strange, forbidden thrill.

[All that for little me?] I wrote back, feeling awfully naughty.

[Fuck yeah u gonna take all of that!] he quickly fired back at me.

[You’re making me all wet.] I admitted, and it was true. Well, maybe not all wet, but I definitely wasn’t dry anymore.

We wrote back and forth some more until David’s show was done, so I told Tom I’d talk to him later, and my husband and I headed for bed.

However, a guilty feeling kept gnawing at me. Not so much about chatting with (flirting with?) Tom behind David’s back — I chalked that down to me living up to David’s expectations about this whole cuckold-thing that he was so into. It had been mean of me to turn him down for sex, especially the way I did it. After all, just 24 hours ago, the poor guy had witnessed me being with another man. Of course, he felt the need to be close to me.

I had to rectify this. I needed to be there for my husband. And knowing him, it wasn’t exactly difficult to figure out how.

“Honey?” I asked quietly into the darkness, hoping he hadn’t fallen asleep yet.

“Yes?” he answered.

“Did you really like it?” I asked. I knew, he’d know what I was talking about — it certainly wasn’t dinner. And I also knew it was the easiest way to really get his motor running.

“Yeah. Yeah, I did,” he admitted after a moment.

“And when I tease you about him… you like that too?” I went on in a soft voice.

“I like that too,” he said, keeping his voice neutral. Poor guy was trying to avoid a fight. I really hadn’t been nice to him earlier, if he felt he had to be this careful. I needed to be mindful about how I spoke to him — at least when it concerned… the events of yesterday.

“What did you like? About yesterday, I mean,” I continued, fishing for details.

“I… I… I like how you gave yourself to him, you know. How you fulfilled my fanta—”

“No, I mean… more explicit. What did you like?” I interrupted him, not needing to hear about his general fantasy again. I was after specifics.

“Oh. Eh…” he had to think a bit about that… or maybe he had to overcome his embarrassment. In a way, I found it quite endearing how he was so conflicted about all this — how he wanted it so much, and at the same time was so ashamed of it at the same time.

“I eh… I really like… I liked when you sucked him,” he said slowly, “it looked so hot. And when you came, especially the first time… I liked how it seemed like you couldn’t take his big dick at first, and then you came so hard from it…”

“Mhm, yes, it was pretty amazing, wasn’t it?” I agreed in a warm tone and reached down under his cover, in under his boxers and found his penis. It wasn’t hard, not yet, but it was getting there. I stroked it idly.

“Jia… what?” my confused husband asked. First I’d turned him down, and now I was fondling him — he had no way of knowing what was going on. He just had to enjoy the ride.

“Shh… tell me more. What did you like?” I said with a shush.

“I… shit… I liked… I liked how my beautiful wife looked under that fat dope. He’s nothing, and yet he made… Oh God, Jia…” His voice was strained already, and we’d only just begun.

“He made?” I wondered, now stroking a hard penis, “continue.”

“Nnnh… he made, he made you cum again and again… and it… ah… it looked so intense.” He wasn’t wrong. It had been mind-shattering. I noticed how his pre-ejaculate fluids were making my hand sticky, but I ignored it for his sake.

“Intense?” I repeated, angling for more.

“Intense… like you’ve… never cum so hard with me,” he admitted. I wish I could see his face right now — I was sure he’d look ever so ashamed, yet his eyes would be burning with passion.

I pulled his cover aside, freeing his hard member. I crawled down to it and up on him, facing him. I pushed my panties aside, and with some careful navigation and a lot of fumbling, I finally sank down upon his hard thing.

“Mhm…” I sighed, suppressing a bolt of pain. I wasn’t wet enough for this. I really should have had him lick me first, but this was for him. He needed this, and as a good wife, I was going to give it to him.

“Ah, Jia…” he sighed, the arousal clear in his voice.

“Ngh…” I grunted as I moved on him, accommodating him. It wasn’t anything compared to Tom, of course, but still… I needed some lubrication. I pulled the t-shirt I used as a nightgown over my head and leaned forward, my boobs connecting with his face in a manner more comedic than erotic. He got the message though and soon I was mewling as he licked and sucked on one nipple while his fingers were playing with the other.

“Oh yes…” I sighed. The pain was still there, but it was subsiding, making way for pleasure. I began moving up and down on his penis, my vagina getting wet enough to swallow it.

“God Jia,” he grunted, enjoyment clear in his voice.

I sped up, humping him fast, and it felt good. This was just what I needed. Well, what I actually needed was to get filled up with Tom’s enormous cock, but this would have to do.

That thought made me feel guilty too, but there was no helping that! Besides, David wasn’t suffering — he was getting ridden by his wife, what more could he want?

“Oh David…” I moaned, “oh yes. You… you think you can make me cum as hard as Tom did?”

“Jia!” he gasped, and I could imagine his surprised and aroused face. I smiled in the darkness and sunk myself down on his hard wang.

“Well, do you?” I demanded.

“N-no…” he admitted, and I briefly wondered if he had enough blood to blush and maintain an erection at the same time.

“No?” I pulled up and slammed down up him again, wow, it felt good!

“No…” he said, stronger this time.

“’Cause Tom f-fucks me better?” I wanted to know, the dirty word still foreign in my mouth. Why was I so mean? And why did it turn me on so much to be mean to my husband? I LOVED my husband!

“Yes… Yes!” he grunted.

Still moving my hips up and down, up and down, pressing his delightful penis into me again and again, making it caress my sensitive places, I leaned down and kissed my wonderful husband. Kissed him hard and long and passionate.

I grabbed his hair and pressed him against me, like I pressed my groin against his.

“Jia…” he gasped, his voice full of wonder when I let go of him.

“Make me cum, David,” I whispered into his face, “make me cum.” I felt like another person had taken control of me, I was wild and free.

“I… yes…” he agreed and finally got some vigour back. He met my strokes with his own, pushing up into me.

“Yes… give it to me…” I sighed as I rode him.

“Fuck yeah!” he grunted below me.

“I don’t need Tom, do I? I’ve got you, don’t I? You’ll take care of me. You’ll make me cum, won’t you?” I gasped, my voice loud and clear in the dark room.

“Yes… yes!” he agreed, his voice alive with wonder and lust.

“It feels so good,” I sighed, and it really did. I felt my orgasm gather, grow in strength. I moved faster, bouncing on him, forcing his hard willy into me, fuelling my desire. I needed this.

“Prove yourself to me,” I demanded, my breath still in his face, my voice low but strong. I had no idea where the words were coming from. This new, other me certainly loved taking charge and desired nothing more than to be served. It felt great, letting her run loose— and my dear husband definitely didn’t mind either.

“Yes,” he grunted, pushing up into me, meeting my downstrokes, “yes! Oh God, Jia!” I would have loved to see his face right now, seen how he reacted to his wife telling him to prove himself to her.

I could imagine it: shocked and alive with fire and hunger in his eyes. Just imagining it made me feel all funny… and terribly turned on, to be honest. I was getting so close. Just… a little more.

“Oh David…” I sighed, encouraging him, “are you as good as Tom?”

He didn’t answer. Maybe I was being too mean but I let the question hang in the air, the only sound in the room was flesh against flesh as I rode him good and hard.

I bent down and kissed him, hard, mashing my lips against his. He obediently opened his mouth, and I stuck my tongue into it, revelling in my control, my dominance.

“Mhm! Yes, more… MORE!” I gasped.

He grabbed my hips, using them for leverage to give me what I demanded, what I deserved, and thrust up into me.

“Ah… yes, like that!” I moaned.

Oh, it was good. Almost… almost there…

“More…” I demanded, and he gave me all he had to give.

Finally, finally, the dam breached and pleasure flooded through me.

“Mhm, yeeesss…” I whined. It wasn’t an explosion, it wasn’t a detonation of pleasure roaring through my body, but rather a safe, familiar pleasure. It wasn’t a wild or dangerous bliss like I had experienced last night, but the well-known and dependable pleasure my husband always provided.

The only difference between this orgasm and one from last month or last year was, that now I knew of the other kind. I had scaled the heights of sexual gratification with Tom, and now my husband’s safe little hill of pleasure left me wanting more.

Nevertheless, an orgasm is an orgasm, and I’d take what I could get. I slowed down and kissed my beloved husband. After all, it wasn’t his fault that he couldn’t give me what Tom could, was it?

“I love you,” I told him earnestly, my hair flowing down into his face.

“I… I love you too,” he answered, bewildered and amazed, “you are… so wonderful.”

Some might say I was too mean but I was glad he had another interpretation. Had I really asked him if he was as good as Tom? And had I really compared the orgasms they gave me? Even if that last part only happened in my mind.

“Was… was it too much?” I asked. Again, I wished I could see his face. I’d become rather skilled at reading my husband, especially when it came to his fantasies, but it’s hard to read in the dark.

“No… I… it was great,” he answered, and I could hear the sincerity in his voice.

“How do you want to…” I wriggled my butt, making his hard penis that was still buried in me wiggle too.

“Finish? In your mouth please,” he sounded hopeful and sarcastic at the same time. Not an easy feat, that.

“Sorry, David…”

Could I say it? Should I say it?

“That’s not for cucks.” The words just tumbled out of my mouth, without me making the conscious decision to utter them. Perhaps whoever had taken control during the sex hadn’t left completely.

“God, Jia!” he exclaimed and gave me a hard thrust up into me. A subconscious endorsement of my callous words if ever I felt one.

“Too much?” I asked, though I wasn’t overly concerned. If his reaction was to try to get his tool further into me, my words certainly hadn’t ruined him.

“No, I… I just wasn’t…” he fumbled with the words. I cut him off with another kiss, and he eagerly kissed me back, not mad at all.

“I love you, my little cuck,” I breathed into his mouth, and he gave a little groan.

“I love you so much,” I continued, “but my mouth is for Tom’s cock only.”

He groaned again at my words. He really liked me being mean, didn’t he? Should I stop here? I probably didn’t want to push the envelope too far.

Did I? Who was I kidding? Of course I did. David’s need for… whatever this was, was insatiable, and I would have to stay on my toes to keep him happy.

“In fact,” I went on, decision made, “to remind you of that, I think you’ll only get hand tonight.”

“What?” I could hear the disappointment in his voice, but the way he humped me from below told me, he was far from unhappy with my verdict, cruel though it may be. I couldn’t keep a smile at bay. He was only too eager to hand me the the control, and it was an enticing feeling to be in charge. I felt strong, I felt powerful… and I could definitely get used to it, albeit I’d have to take care not to push us too far. But how far was too far? As long as we both enjoyed it, it was all good. Right?

“Yes,” I said with a smile in my voice and swung my leg off of him. He let go of me without a fight, didn’t try to stop me at all, and I couldn’t help but smirk. What would have happened, I wondered, if I tried that with Tom? He’d have held on to me and given me a righteous pumping with his glorious cock, that’s what would have happened.

“Jia, come on…” my husband whined instead, as his wiener was suddenly exposed to the cool air of our bedroom rather than fitting snugly inside of me, and I was glad that the darkness hid how I rolled my eyes.

Sometimes he sounds like a wimp.



David

Was she serious right now? Didn’t I just prove myself to her, like she’d asked?! She came didn’t she?! I’d held up my end of the bargain!

Her small hand deftly wrapped itself around my dick and started jerking me off, and while it felt good, it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the same AT ALL.

“Jia, why—” I tried but she cut me off.

“I think this will teach you not to ask for my mouth,” she said in a low, purring voice, brokering no objections. Jia had really been… different tonight! And what a ride it had been. And now this? But it did feel good…

“But I was only—” I tried, meekly, hoping for some mercy.

“Cucks don’t get head,” she whispered into my ear with a strange, almost scary intensity.

“I… oh God…” I groaned. The humiliation was too much. It was making me crazy with lust… well, that and her hand sliding up and down my dick.

“Head is for big, strong cocks like Tom’s,” she went on, and I couldn’t hold a loud moan back. Did she really just compare our cocks?

Oh Lord, I was so close! Damn, she knew how to push my buttons, and she was pressing them hard right now.

“Don’t you agree, my dear?” she said. The fact that she was hidden in the darkness of the room only added to the erotic atmosphere. Oh, how I wished I could see her, I was sure she had the most tantalising look to her right now, like a dominatrix or a queen or… or…

“Oh God, oh God…” I groaned. I was so close. For crying out loud, I’d been close for a long time by now, but I’d kept it in — for her.

“Don’t you?” she asked again, and this time she made her voice stern and serious, and suddenly the hand stopped moving. No more friction, no more pleasure. I tried to hump it but she let go, leaving me to thrust up into the air.

“Yes! Yes, yes, please… Please, Jia…” I answered her demeaning question. I would have agreed to anything at this point, if only she’d just keep going. It never occurred to me to take over, to finish myself — this was all Jia’s show, and I was not about to encroach on her territory.

“Mhm, that’s better.” I could hear the smile in her voice, and she began stroking me again. Yes. Yes, that was it. That was what I needed… ah… I was quickly coming close again.

“Say it, dear,” she ordered, the sternness was back.

Where was this coming from? Was she just a natural mistress and cuckoldress or had she been taking courses?!

“Cu-cucks don’t get head…” I mumbled, confused but unable to resist.

“Again. With conviction.” Her voice was so terse, so commanding. How could I not obey?

“Cucks don’t get head,” I said out loud, and she started working on my dick for real. I was so turned on by this point, I’d have said anything to keep her stroking me.

Oh God, this was too much! I was covering myself in a blanket of humiliation that only left me wanting more. Jia was working my poor, defenseless mind in just the right way. Why did this turn me on? I had no idea. Why did I want this? I had no idea.

But I wanted it so, so much. It was insane, it was demeaning and it didn’t make a lick of sense, but saying those humiliating words out loud to my beautiful, caring wife was so intense, so real. I’d watched films and read stories about this, but experiencing it for myself was out of this world.

“Cucks don’t get head,” I said again, unprompted, just to fuel my already growing fire. Her hand felt so good and I was blindly humping it while she kept stroking me, faster and faster.

“Again.”

I was so close by now. I readily said the words she wanted to hear, feeling a rush of loving submission towards my dominant wife.

“Cucks don’t get head.”

“That’s right…” she said slowly, and I could hear the smile in her voice. In the darkness, I couldn’t see it but I could imagine her looking at me with a superior grin on her beautiful face, looking down at her weak cuck who admitted that he didn’t deserve to get what she freely gave her lover.

“Cucks, don’t get head, cucks don’t get head, I don’t get head, oh FUCK, Jia!” I cried the last part out as my world rocked in orgasm. Sexual heat rushed through me as warm cum landed on my stomach and chest.

“Oh God… oh fuck…” I gasped, revelling in the earth-shattering orgasm my wonderful, teasing wife had given me. I fell back down in the bed, sooo relaxed, so at peace… so wonderful.

“I love you,” she said slowly, and her voice had completely lost that strong, controlling edge that had made it impossible to argue against her demands. Instead, she sounded hesitant, nervous. Afraid she’d gone too far, perhaps.

“I love you too,” I answered without hesitation. I did, I loved her so much.

“Was it… did you like it?” she wondered, still nervous.

“It was certainly intense,” I said in a tone I hoped was light. It had been great, it really had. Probably the first time ever a handjob had felt better than pussy.

But… without the arousal riding me like a demon, I was having some second thoughts. I didn’t want to lose her respect, and, well… admitting that I didn’t deserve the same sexual experiences as her lover was probably not the best way to stay a respected part of our little threesome.

“Intense good?” I could easily imagine her nervous eyes. I was certain she was either playing with her nose-stud or biting her lip.

Probably both, actually.

It was so sweet, how she cared. I couldn’t bring myself to mention the reservations I had. She might take it personally. And it had been good. It had been so good!

“Intense very good,” I calmed her. She began saying something, but I pulled her down into a kiss instead. That ought to convince her. If nothing else, I got to feel her sweet lips on some part of my body, even if it wasn’t around my dick.

We made out for a while, until the stickiness on my chest started to run, and I had to go wash it off. When I got back, we kissed and cuddled until she fell asleep. Me, I lay next to her, thinking about everything that had happened over the last few days, weeks, months, and sleep eluded me. I was truly getting what I wanted. So why couldn’t I shake this kernel of worry?



Jia

“Noooo… you didn’t,” Madison’s eyes were huge and her mouth hung open as she stared at me incredulously.

“I did,” I said with an embarrassed grin, “and he came all over himself. Well, he got some on me too, but…” I gave her a ‘what can you do?’-shrug.

We were sitting in her office, having decided to eat lunch in here today instead of in the break-room under the guise of having a meeting.

“Wow, girl. Just wow,” my blonde friend shook her head in disbelief, “I still find it hard to believe David’s into such things.”

“Oh, trust me, he’s into them,” I smirked.

“And he likes when you deny him stuff that you do for Tom?” Madison wondered.

“From what I’ve read on the internet, it’s not uncommon for men with David’s… predilections… to feel that way,” I explained, somehow feeling I needed to defend my husband. He wasn’t weird, the other weirdos out there liked the same stuff. Perhaps not the best defense, come to think about it.

“So you’ve been studying cuckolds on the internet?” Madison asked wryly.

“I’ve picked up some tips here and there,” I answered with a modest shrug. Actually, I’d spent hours reading through blogs and posts on forums and reddit. I’d had to learn about this strange, new world we were stepping into. Knowledge is power, after all, and I needed to steer David right. It was amazing what one could find out on the internet, and it had truly helped me understand him better. And when I understood him, I could give him what he wanted.

“He’s just so handsome though,” Madison interrupted my musings with disbelief in her voice. Well, yes, in the looks department, the contest between Tom and David was an easy one: David would win every time.

But with regards to certain other aspects, the scale tipped the other way.

“You are so lucky,” Madison shook her head at the injustice of the world, “so lucky…”

“Well,” I shrugged modestly, “you know…”

“I’ve got to get David to talk to Rick,” she said slowly.

Uh-oh. Had I started something in Madison? I certainly didn’t need her to meddle in our affairs — it was a delicate balance, and Madison, bless her heart, wasn’t always the most subtle.

“It’s not like it’s a thing you can be talked into,” I said, trying to head her off before she got any wild ideas, “or learn. I think either you’re into it or you’re not, and if Rick hasn’t given any inclinations towards it by now…”

“You had no idea that David was into it before he told you! Maybe Rick is just ashamed,” she countered. Damn, that was a good argument. But I’d really rather she didn’t discuss this with David. I had a feeling he wouldn’t be too pleased I’d shared his secret, even if she was my friend.

“Then maybe talk to Rick about it and see how he feels?” I asked pointedly. Keep my husband out of your marital problems.

She had to chew on that for a couple of seconds before shrugging.

“I guess we’ll see. He might just be a prisoner of his own mind…” she looked at me expectantly with those last words that didn’t really seem to fit our conversation.

“What?”

“Roosevelt! Come on, Jia. Men are not prisoners of fate, but only prisoners of their own mind,” she scolded me.

“That one was a stretch,” I opined. She could only shrug at that.



David

Things had not gone as intended yesterday, I mused as I sat in my office. It hadn’t gone as intended at all, in fact. Instead of making Jia forget all about Tom for an evening, I’d ended up having to… to compete with him? To prove myself worthy of her. I’d managed to make her cum at least, so I had that going for me.

But we both knew that the orgasm (singular) didn’t really compare to the orgasms (plural) that Tom had given her the day before. She’d enjoyed mine, I had no doubt about that.

But his had made her completely lose her mind.

That knowledge weighed heavy on me… and, of course, gave me an erection. I was so messed up.

Which brought up the memory of me admitting that I didn’t deserve blowjobs while I came in a thunderous orgasm. Hot as it’d been, it worried me. Mostly about losing her respect… I didn’t want her to think of me as a just a cuck. I wanted her love. I wanted her.

The smart thing, the wise thing, the sensible thing would be to call this whole thing off. Maybe fire Tom just for good measure. Get a clean break.

But I couldn’t. I needed this, at least a little more, needed to explore the depths of my arousal further. What would be the harm in one more hit of the crack-pipe, I thought wryly to myself.

I shook my head. I would just have to try again. Surely we could enjoy each other without Tom interfering, surely.



Jia

Another Wednesday night, I thought and the thought of what was coming sent a naughty little shiver run through me. My new dress was sexy as all heck, if I did say so myself. And I had to, since no-one else had seen it yet — not even David who didn’t even know I’d been dress-shopping. I wanted the full shock value when I knocked on his door. Tom was going to be the first one to see it of course, but that didn’t matter, despite what the two of them might think. I just wanted to surprise my husband.

He was going to love it. He and my… my illicit liaison both.

I rode the elevator up, my heart thumping like mad and a constant nervous energy surging through me. It’d been like this for days now — I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about tonight. It was crazy, seeing as how I was a married woman, but after last week’s… performance, I’d so been looking forward to another one, to another wild ride on Tom’s immense equipment. Not that I’d been suffering or acting the good little virgin since. David had been on me like white on rice all week, and he’d managed to get me off at least once a night since Wednesday. Well, precisely once every night, now that I thought about it. Usually with his tongue, actually. It wasn’t that I didn’t care for or wanted his penis… my body just seemed to lose interest in it. He was better at cunnilingus anyway, so really it was not a problem, I assured myself and pushed that worrying thought aside. Besides, David loved going down on me.

And he hadn’t asked for oral since that night — Thursday was it? When he’d told me that cucks like him don’t deserve it. I looked at my reflection and saw an evil smirk form on my lips at the memory. Somebody had learnt his lesson.

A guilty pang immediately hit me at that thought but I shook it off. Seeing how I was all dressed up for a round on the couch with his employee, whether or not I sucked my husband’s penis was not something to make me feel guilty, not tonight.

Tomorrow, maybe.

The elevator reached its destination, and I slowly walked out, making my way towards my clandestine partner (and my husband, come to think about it), one small step ahead of the other. My new, beautiful shoes with their towering heels needed my full attention as I walked.

They were purple, to match my new, purple dress, and I simply loved both. The dress was a little slutty though, but I figured none of my boys would mind that. It was a simple, stretchy, short-sleeved, off the shoulder dress that barely reached my thighs, and despite its simplicity, it worked. Well, my boobs helped make it work, if I may be a little immodest.

I wore thin thigh-high stay-ups that allowed a sexy little gap of bare skin between them and my dress and of course the new, purple pumps. Lucky I didn’t have to move far in them, or I’d soon wish I had gotten less challenging heels.

My make-up was matching, as it should, held in dark-purple nuances, and heavier than my usual style, but I didn’t mind looking a little slutty for Tom… and David, of course.

Stars knew, Tom had earned it. And I was sure he would again tonight.

“Wow, wow, wow! Hello Jia-girl,” came his gruff voice from his booth. He sat in his chair like it was a throne, looking all pleased with both himself and the world. And why wouldn’t he? Hadn’t a sexy woman, dressed to kill just shown up to see him?

“Hello Tom,” I gave him my most alluring smile and put a little more sway into my steps as I walked up to him, “missed me?”

“Fuck yeah, I did!” he grunted and wrapped a big arm around me and dragged me down on his lap.

“Oooh, Tom!” I objected as I lost my balance and then laughed when I landed safe and sound on his meaty thigh, dropping both the bag of food I’d been holding and the new, small (and purple) bag I’d had over my shoulder. I didn’t quite get my bearings before he pressed his lips against mine in a long, demanding kiss.

Well, what could I do? I eagerly kissed him back, giving up on any semblance of control and letting this big, strong man determine what we’d do. His tongue was soon in my mouth and his large hand pawing at my chest through my dress.

“Mhm…” I sighed into his mouth when he found a nipple and played with it. It quickly hardened, letting him know I was more than eager for his games.

“You’re fucking hot, kitten,” he mumbled into my mouth.

“Why thank you,” I pulled back a little and fluttered my eyelashes at him, “I try.”

“Fucking yeah, you do,” he agreed and kissed me again, hard and long. Mhm… like his pe— cock.

Suddenly I felt cool air on my bare breast and broke the kiss to look down where I saw that he’d pulled my dress down, exposing my hard nipple to the office.

I gasped loudly when his lips wrapped themselves around it, and he sucked it into his mouth. Ooooh, it felt good. A warmth spread in my body, a desire to take all that this man had to offer me.

He pulled the dress down over the other boob and switched his lips to its nipple, and the warmth in me grew hotter.

“Mhm, Tom…” I sighed, my hand playing with his thin, dirty-blonde hair. His lips felt good. So different from my husband for some reason. More… demanding. He knew what he wanted and he took it, whether I wanted it or not, and that made me feel all kinds of interesting things, as he slobbered over my breasts, getting my nipples hard and wet and all worked up.

“I’m starting to think you like my breasts,” I grinned down at him.

He gave me a tired look, “tits, kitten. They’re you’re tits.”

What was it with this man and correcting my vocabulary? Breasts is a perfectly fine word, and not everyone is comfortable with filthy language. I was about to object but he caught my eyes.

“You like my… my tits then?” I asked, knowing he’d not let it go, and to be honest, it was easier to let him have his little victories.

“I fucking love your tits, Jia-girl,” he grinned, pleased that I’d given in so quickly. Triumphantly, he bit down on my nipple, sending a bolt of arousal through me straight down to my moistening lady parts.

“You know what we’re gonna do now, Jia?” he asked in a hoarse voice as he straightened up, though he kept one of his large paws on my boob… on my tit, playing with my hard little nub.

“You have a plan?” I asked, raising my eyebrows.

“I do indeed,” he laughed, a deep, masculine laugh, “a simple plan.”

It would have to be a simple plan, since it’s yours, wouldn’t it, Tom?

With a confident smile, he brought his hand to my face, his thick forefinger pressing against my lips until I opened my mouth and let it in.

“First,” he said, while I sucked on his digit like a good little girl, “you’re gonna slide down on your knees and suck my cock. And then… well, let’s just see where the night takes us, shall we?”

Indeed not the most complicated plan.

“Hlere?” I asked, his finger making speech somewhat difficult,

“Yes, kitten” he said and slid his finger further into my mouth, until his knuckle rested against my lips, “here.”

His finger reached the top of my throat, and I had to suppress a gag. Well, might as well get my throat warmed up, no? I pulled my head back a little only to press forward again, sucking his finger like it was his… his cock… like I would his cock soon.

“Iyh…” I tried to speak around his finger again but couldn’t really form the words. I grabbed his big hand and pulled it out of my mouth.

“I have to bring David his food,” I said and nodded towards the dropped bag on the floor, “then we can have our… fun.” I gave him an inviting smile with that last words.

“Fuck the pip-squeak, he can wait,” Tom rumbled and stuck his finger back into my mouth, making me suck it again. I furrowed my brow but didn’t object. That was not a good idea. David might come looking for me and get caught. What would he do then? Interrupt us to protect his ego? Accept the reality and watch like a true cuckold? I had no idea, and I really didn’t want to surprise him and push him into a corner where he might make a decision he’d regret.

Bobbing my head up and down Tom’s fat digit, I tried to come up with a solution… problem was, it got harder and harder to think, the more I did this humiliating task for this big, strong man.

Honestly, it turned me on. Much more than it should.

“Yeah, suck it,” Tom mumbled and twisted my nipple, making me cry out in pain… and a little bit of pleasure, maybe, “fuck, you were born to suck, you know that, kitten?”

“Mllah,” I shrugged and looked up at him, giving him my best bedroom eyes through my long lashes. My hand found his mighty tool through his pants and gingerly, lovingly touched it. Darn it, I shouldn’t encourage him! I needed to bring David his food. Still, my hand felt the hard shape in his pants, moving on its own accord. He wasn’t erect yet but it was gathering strength, clearly liking having his little kitten sucking on his finger.

“Yeah, that’s for you,” he grinned.

I gave a little moan of desire around his fat finger. It was just so big!

“Take it out,” he told me, his voice a little hoarse. I knew I shouldn’t — I needed to get to David first — but still I didn’t hesitate. Still pleasuring his finger, I got his belt open, then, after a little struggle with his bulging belly, his jeans-button and finally the fly. Almost with reverance, I reached into his boxers and fished out his mighty pe— his mighty cock. Heavens, it was so huge in my hands. Still bobbing my head up and down on his finger, I started stroking the fat cock. Unlike with my husband, I had to use both hands.

Completely forgetting that I should be talking him out of this, I slid down on my knees, a burning need between my legs taking control of me. Tom removed his finger from my mouth, as eager as me for the night to commence in earnest.

“It’s just so big…” I mumbled, awe in my voice as I studied the mighty rod right in front of my face. The skin was so soft, yet its strength so obvious.

“Pip-squeak not quite measuring up, huh?” he laughed, a deep, triumphant laugh that sent a shiver of desire down my spine. I really shouldn’t enjoy him taunting my husband, I knew I shouldn’t. But hearing him talk about David that way while he had me, his wife on my knees in front of him was… well, there was no denying the facts. I was getting wet fast.

“No,” I said softly, still staring at his cock. My eyes caught sight of my wedding-band, the symbol of my marriage on a finger wrapped around a strange man’s cock, and erotically charged feelings welled up inside me. I was married to the love of my life, and yet here I was, pleasuring some low-life. But it didn’t matter — I wanted this virile piece of manliness inside me. Ever so slowly, I leaned forward and planted my lips on its large, purple head. It gave a little twitch as we made contact, enjoying it as much as me.

It smelled of man and sweat, an intoxicating smell that promised pleasure beyond belief. I took a deep breath, enjoying the muskiness, and slid my tongue across his head. A little acrid and a little salty… and all manly.

To think that a couple of weeks ago I found the idea of taking a penis in my mouth disgusting! And here I was, making out with the biggest cock I’d ever seen, and loving it. Seemed my old teacher Mrs. McCarthy was right when she told me “don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Even though she’d been talking about clay-sculpting the advice certainly applied here as well.

“Suck it, kitten,” Tom ordered, just like he had with his finger, and again I obeyed, opening my mouth and slipping his large phallus… his large cock in between my lips. Even at half-mast, it filled my mouth and probed at my throat. My tongue lashed out, touching it everywhere I could reach in search of his sensitive spots, and soon I felt it grow in strength and size. I couldn’t help but smile, knowing that I’d done that, I’d made him grow, I’d made him hard.

My lips made a seal around his thick shaft, and I sucked him, creating a vacuum for him to enjoy. His hands were in my hair now, pushing me against him, trying to make me take more, and I couldn’t resist him. My plump lips ran down his length and my tongue found new places to touch and tease.

“Ah, fuck, yeah,” he grunted and thrust into my unprotected face. His large cock slid into my throat, and I gagged and had to pull back.

“Give me a minute to get used to this monster!” I complained.

“Yeah, yeah,” he answered and pressed me against his large member again. I had little choice but to open up and swallow him again, though he did go a bit easier on me.

Heavens, if David could see us now! His worst employee sitting like the king of the world as his beautiful wife was serving him like she never had — or would — her husband.

Actually, that gave me an idea. Or reminded me of an old one. Something for David to enjoy — since we were doing this for him, not for me and certainly not for Tom.

“Could you… film me again?” I asked in a strangely small voice. Not at all like my usual tone. Why was I being so timid all of a sudden?

“Kitten likes to be on camera, does she?” he grinned, and I nodded, blushing. I didn’t, not really. It was for David, but I couldn’t tell him that.

“Sure. Sure, I’ll film ya. Where’s your phone?” I crawled the few steps to my dropped bag and fished out my phone, noticing the dropped bag of food with a guilty twinge. I should have brought that to David, I thought as I opened the camera-app and handed it to Tom. Oh well, I could enjoy Tom’s monster a bit more and then bring the food to my husband before he got worried or suspicious.

Yeah, that will work, I decided and once again closed my lips around Tom’s fat cock, losing myself in the submissive pleasure of having my mouth filled with his mighty tool.

“Look at me,” Tom ordered and I looked up at my phone. My mouth made all kinds of little pleasure-sounds as I bobbed my head up and down on the fat cock.

“Fuck yeah, kitten. Gimme those slanted eyes. God fuck, you’re good at sucking cock!” he growled above me.

His words made me bow lower, letting his cock into my throat, giving him the tightest experience possible while I kept my eyes on the phone, giving it my best bedroom-eyes. I gagged and made disgusting sounds in my throat but I kept going, debasing myself for him… them. It felt incredibly uncomfortable but I wanted this.

That should not be the reaction to a casual racist slur but I couldn’t help myself! It was so wrong, so messed up that I was servicing a low-life that offhandedly insulted my entire people, but it just made me want to do more for him.

“Ah, fuck yeah!” he grunted, “take that cock! Suck it, suck it, kitten!”

“Glarg!” my throat protested like in a dang porno, and I pulled back for a small respite, before forcing my head down again, trying to relax the best I could, “rrrakt!”

“Fuck, that’s good,” he grunted and put his hand on my head, holding me in place, the tip of his fat cock lodged in my throat.

It quickly went from uncomfortable to downright painful. My eyes overflowed as my throat felt like on fire and I started to worry if I would throw up all over this bastard. I pushed against his thigh, and finally, I wrestled myself free of him, taking huge gulps of air. His powerful laugh returned as I struggled to breathe, and I looked up at him, angry… and for some reason incredibly aroused. Why did it turn me on to be used for his amusement, his gratification?

No idea. But it did.

He still held the camera, getting my debasement on tape, and that annoyed me, but didn’t quench the fire that was burning between my thighs, not one bit. I ought to tell him off, maybe even shout at him. It hadn’t been okay to treat me like that. I was not some common whore, not a plaything and not a pornslut — I was a real, honest woman, and he was lucky I was wasting my time on him!

I should have made sure he understood that, should have set some clear boundries… but instead, I silently wiped drool off my face and tears from my eyes before grabbing his dick again, taking it in mouth and down my throat.

“Fuck yeah, kitten. Huh, you like that? My little Asian princess,” he grunted, “likes sucking big white cock, doesn’t she?”

I didn’t answer, not with words, just kept sliding that huge piece of meat in and out of my mouth and throat, worshiping this epitome of manliness.

“Fuck yeah, you like it! Fuck!” he grunted and ‘helped’ me by thrusting up into my face. It didn’t feel any less uncomfortable this time around, but I stayed still, letting him use me for his pleasure. I wanted to give this to him, I wanted him to be proud of me, to know I could please him.

Until I had to break for air again, taking mouthfuls of sweet oxygen before returning to my task.

“You were made for this, you know? Made for sucking cock…” he declared far above me. I didn’t really have anything to say to that, so instead I focused on the erotic way he filled my mouth, in a way I knew David never could, even if I allowed him to try. That thought immediately made me feel bad for my husband, so I pushed it aside, focusing instead on relaxing my throat to allow Tom further entrance.

“Shit, it feels good. Fuck you’re a natural, ain’t ya, kitten, a natural cock-sucker.”

Was that an insult or a praise? Did it even matter anymore? I didn’t really care, all my attention was on the strong powerful cock in my mouth, bringing it pleasure, serving its need…

Heavens above, it was so hot! It turned me on in ways I couldn’t explain, and I found myself rubbing my thighs together, trying to create some friction between my legs. I’d never dreamt that I’d become aroused from fellatio, but here I was, moaning like a whore as I took his cock in my throat again and again.

My vagina… or well, my pussy, as Tom would probably insist I call it, needed this cock to be hard, strong and ready, but honestly, that wasn’t why I was on my knees servicing it. It wasn’t because Tom insisted on it either, not really.

I wanted to be here. I wanted to suck this fat bastard, I wanted to feel his cock fill my throat.

“Watch the teeth!” he complained and pulled his mighty cock out of my mouth and slapped my cheek with it.

It didn’t hurt, it was a bit uncomfortable at worst but it sure stung my pride, getting whacked with his thick sausage like that. The wet sound of it against my skin rung in my ears, and I could easily feel the wet stamp across my face where it had left a trail of saliva and pre-ejaculate fluids.

“Sorry,” I muttered, before he shoved it back into my mouth. I then worked hard to keep my teeth off his sensitive skin.

Gradually, I built a nice rhythm, bobbing up and down on this huge piece of meat. At times I needed to take a break — especially when Tom wanted to ‘help’ and pressed me down further than I could go — but I soon had him growling and grunting in arousal. I was getting good at this. Maybe he was right, maybe I was a… a natural cock-sucker.

“God, I’d like to cum in your pretty little mouth, kitten, but I’m not gonna. I’m gonna fuck your tight twat first!” he promised me and let go of me so suddenly, I slid off his cock.

“Get up,” he commanded, not harshly but there was no room for objection. Not that I wanted to object. Sucking his monster had gotten me all good and ready for the main-course. As much as I liked it in my mouth, right now I needed it somewhere else more…

I unsteadily stood up, my heels making it difficult, and he snapped a picture of me. Wait, when did he stop filming? At any rate, my phone made that click-sound that told me he’d taken a picture and he turned it around, showing me my face.

In short, I was a mess. My make-up that I had spent half an hour on to get juuust right was ruined with several dark streaks running down my cheeks, my lip-stick was all smeared and lines of drool ran down my chin and connected with my naked chest.

But my eyes… my eyes were burning. Lust and need were clear in them, I needed to get fucked. I needed this uncut, intolerant sloth of a man to fuck me… now.

Without hesitation, he grabbed my pretty new dress and pulled it up over my hips, stomach, boobs, arms and finally head, leaving me in just my stay-ups and pumps.

Oh yes, I’d skipped panties today.

“My, my, my! Jia knew what she was coming for, didn’t she?” he laughed, seeing my naked body, “no panties? What would hubby think?”

Hubby will absolutely love it, I thought but I couldn’t say that.

“Doesn’t matter. What do you think?” I answered instead and cocked my hip, trying to find my confident, teasing self. It came out a little hollow, even to me. My eyes kept returning to that lovely hunk of man-meat hanging out of his pants.

“Well, I fucking love it,” he grinned and placed a hand between my thighs, feeling my wetness, “and so do you, it seems! Wet little slut, huh?” A finger spread my labia minor and inserted itself up into me, meeting no resistance.

“Uh!” I gasped, and he smiled wider.

“Got this wet just from sucking cock, huh kitten?”

No denying it, so I nodded, embarrassment and arousal fighting for control of me.

“But…” he said with a heavy sigh as he withdrew his invading finger and pulled on a tuft of hair, “what’s this?”

“My pubic-hair,” I said and looked at him with defiance and crossed my arms. I summoned what little dignity I had left to let him know that I wasn’t his plaything, and I was not a prepubescent girl — I was a grown woman, and grown women have pubic-hair. Admittedly, my defiant stance lost some of its impact with me being all naked and him dressed with his cock out, but I wasn’t going to give on this score.

I might be his ‘natural cock-sucker’ or whatever but I wasn’t going to roll over for his little whims just because.

“Fucking little…” he muttered and grabbed my by the shoulders. Ignoring what little resistance I put up, he marched me to his desk and pushed me down on it, making me yelp at the undignified treatment. I ended up with my naked ass pointing out towards him, my heart beating like mad, and fear, excitement, and intense arousal were raging through my body. With my entire upper-body on his desk, I looked over my shoulder, trying to figure out what was happening. What was he going to do? Was I in danger? Would David hear me if I screamed? What should I—

SLAP!

A sharp, stinging pain exploded on my left butt-cheek, and I gave a loud squeal of surprise and pain. I tried to get up but his strong, broad hand on my back held me down… and I didn’t try all that hard.

“TOM! What are you-?” I began sharply but was interrupted by—

SLAP!

Another slap, this time on my right cheek, made me yowl again. The stinging was even worse this time, and I angrily stamped my foot in impotent anger. Did that bastard really think he could treat me like this?

“Tom, stop it! You can’t—”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

He spanked my poor, defenseless bottom, and I writhed to try to get away from the burning, stinging pain, but there was no escape. He held me, and I’d have to really try, if I wanted to get away… and neither of us wanted that, not really.

“Please! Please stop, it’s not—” I begged for relief instead, but he ignored me and let the slaps rain down on me. The pain was intense and unrelenting, and there was no escape from it.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Finally, I stopped resisting and just accepted the abuse, yielding to him once again. I put my head down on the desk, letting him abuse my bottom as he saw fit. Why fight it? He’d win, and the longer I resisted, the harsher the punishment would be.

“When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it, kitten,” he intoned high above me, apparently sensing my surrender. Still resting on the uncomfortable desk, I again looked over my shoulder and up at him, but the defiance had been spanked out of me. Instead, I gave him a sullen look and nodded, like a churlish teenager that had been put in her place.

“Now, I’m just gonna rub you and make you feel better,” he said like a magnanimous father to a little child that had hurt herself. Only, he didn’t rub my butt that was still stinging but rather in between my legs — that I accommodatingly spread a little wider for him. One finger, two fingers up into me, and soon he had me moaning again.

“Oooh…” I sighed and quickly forgot about my painful bottom.

No, that’s no true. I didn’t forget. My painful bottom ADDED to this, making it feel even better.

“You like that, kitten?” he asked, and I did. I really did.

“Yeeessss…” I sighed. A finger found my clit and I cried out in arousal.

“And are you gonna shave your cunt?” he demanded. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to shave, I didn’t want to give up that symbol of my womanhood.

He kept fingering me, and I kept moaning. Wow, I was already getting close. Just… just a little more, perhaps—

SLAP!

“Ow!” I yelped as the pain again spread from my backside. It was even worse this time, as the old stinging mixed in with the new. His finger on my clitoris helped, turning the pain into something different, something not at all unwelcome.

“I” SLAP! ‘asked’ SLAP! “if” SLAP! “you’re” SLAP! “gonna” SLAP! “shave” SLAP! “that” SLAP! “hairy” SLAP! “beaver!?” SLAP!

He underlined each word with a heavy smack, setting my ass on fire. It was too much! One smack felt good but this bombardment was unbearable! I wiggled and moved, trying to escape but again he held me tight… this time from the inside!

“Yes! Yes, I’ll do it!” I finally cried, my face flushed, my ass more than likely beet-red and what was left of my pride was in tatters.

“That’s my fucking girl!” he grunted, and my butt was spared.

He lined himself up behind me, probing my needy vagina… pussy… with his big, fat cock. I should be angry, I should be vengeful, I should want to scold him and yell at him. He treated my like an unruly child and hurt me until I promised to cater to his filthy desires, and I should want to make him pay for it.

But all I wanted was for him to stick that glorious cock into me and take me. Take me and bring me to that magnificent sexual peak he’d shown me a week ago.

“Nnnnhhh…” I grunted as he began to do just that, though slowly. Carefully. Taking his time, getting me used to it, just like last time. And just like last time, it hurt. My poor little pussy was used to David’s penis, she wasn’t at all prepared for Tom’s huge cock.

But she’d learn. By the stars, she’d learn!

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted behind me. That too was a new experience, having my sexual partner behind me. I’d never wanted to do this with David, I’d always felt it put the woman in a submissive position, and I’d never allowed that. Now, with my butt still smarting from that severe spanking, it seemed laughable to pretend that Tom and I were equals in our little tryst. When we were alone together, he called the shots, and honestly that knowledge made it all the more exciting. Gone were the days when I tried to take control or lead.

“Ooooh!” I gasped when he pressed himself against me and another chunk of his cock slid into me. It was so big, and it stretched me sooo good. What a change a couple of weeks can make! It wasn’t that long ago he’d been a nobody, merely my husband’s employee, and a lousy one at that… and now here he was, forcing his way into me — with my eager cooperation.

He pulled back before pushing in again, giving me a little more cock all the while. It hurt but the pain was well worth it. He grabbed me around my waist, using it for leverage as he ever so slowly wormed his way into my hidden depths. Depths where only he had been before.

He took his time but steadily he forced himself into me until he rested against my still-pained butt.

“Oh… ooooh… UH!” I moaned like a cheap whore. I couldn’t stop, couldn’t keep my mouth shut. It was too good. This new angle gave me brand new experiences, as I was getting fully impaled by his powerful spear, it wasn’t at all like regular sex.

“Yeah, you like that, don’tcha?” he grunted, as he pressed himself against my round bottom.

“Oooh, yesss…” I readily admitted the truth, as I grinded my buttocks against him, yearning for the pleasure he alone could provide.

“Better than the pip-squeak then?” he asked crudely.

“So… much…” I agreed, not even bothering to put up a defense of my husband. My mind was completely overtaken by the desire this mighty cock awoke in me. And he hadn’t even started yet, not for real.

“That’s my girl,” he said, and I could just hear the triumphant grin in his voice. Tom was finally beating my husband somewhere it mattered. David had the better job, was younger, better looking, and held power over him… but Tom was giving David’s wife the best sex she’d ever gotten. No doubt that made Tom feel like the bigger man. Not that I really cared about their rivalry, I just wanted the fire in my loins quenched. And of the two of them, Tom was definitely the man to do that.

He pulled back, just a smidgen and slid back in again, making me grunt in arousal. And again and again, and soon he wasn’t holding back anymore… and it was juuust what I needed.

I whined and sighed and moaned, letting him know how good it felt. It didn’t take long before the embers of arousal that he had fanned ever since I got into his cubicle were in full flame. A roaring fire that spread from my small, stretched-out pussy and gathered strength from my painfully stinging butt… ass. Mixed with the strange, but undeniably arousing feeling of submission, it grew into an awe-inspiring explosion that had me crying and moaning like… like I never had before.

The orgasm was all-consuming. I thrashed and clawed at his desk, trying to find something, anything to hold on to while the fat bastard behind me just kept thrusting his big, fat, loving, wonderful, spectacular cock into me, riding me through the strongest orgasm of my life.

It was… it was unbelivable. And it just kept going! I lost track of time but it stretched out, letting me experience pleasures beyond belief.

“Tom… Tom…” I gasped, when it finally subsided and allowed me to form words again, “that… ahh! that was…”

Well, I could form the words but apparently, I didn’t have anything clever to say. My knees wobbled and I would have tumbled over in my insane heels, if Tom hadn’t kept his grip on me.

“You liked that… Jia-girl?” he grinned, pride obvious in his voice, “huh? Kitten like… ugh! Kitten liked cumming like a… like a fucking two-bit whore?”

He too was short of breath but if it was the strain of the physical exercise or the pleasure that he no doubt was enjoying as well, I couldn’t say.

“I… yes…” I admitted, not really understanding the question. Of course I liked climaxing. Who doesn’t?

“Yes, what, uh!… kitten?” he demanded, his voice dripping with smugness.

“Yes, I love… love when you make me orgasm,” I agreed, still not comprehending his meaning.

“Mhm… like a what?”

Ah. That’s where we were. He wanted me to use his words about myself, wanted me to debase myself for his amusement.

That made me pause. On one hand, I’d already given him so much, what was a little more? On the other… where would it end?

I had to draw a line somewhere, didn’t I? After all, I was not a whore. What I’d done with Tom, I’d only ever done for David. Right?

Right.

This was for David. It was for David I let this big, burly man stick his magnificent cock into me, it was for David I had just experienced the biggest orgasm of my life.

And since I knew I wasn’t a whore, it didn’t matter if I used the word. After all, in Tom’s eyes, I was a cheating woman, a deceitful harlot, a wanton slut. But David and I knew the truth, and that was all that mattered.

Still, it was not a word any self-respecting woman should use, least of all about herself. It was a—

SLAP!

His big hand struck side of my butt this time, smarting like a… really smarting.

“Ouch!” I complained, “what was that for?” I gave him a sharp look over my shoulder, letting him know it wasn’t okay.

“Like cumming like a what, kitten?!” he intoned, his voice strong and powerful, like an angry schoolteacher. His face was tight and his mouth a thin, determined line. He wasn’t going to let this go, was he? My heart was beating like crazy — and not just because of the sex and the wonderful, extraordinary orgasm he’d just given me.

All matters of feelings and thoughts were swirling in me. A strong, so-far unknown desire for submission, a longing to just give in and get it over with, a calculating wonder what he’d do if I didn’t, a fear that he’d hurt me even more — or worse stop having sex with me all battled the fierce need to be the strong independent woman I’d been.

“Like… like a whore,” I mumbled and hung my head, a strangely exciting feeling of being defeated washing over me.

“That’s fucking right!” he grunted and just hammered his big, fat cock up into my vagi— my pussy.

“AH!” I gasped, as he pushed me forward, my thighs meeting the edge of his desk and my elbows scraping across it.

What little pain there would normally had been from that, was completely drowned in the flood of sensation coming from my pussy. Electric, arousing and painful feelings from where he punched into all my internal nerve-endings.

“Oh… my…” I gasped as he slowly withdrew… before he did it again, forcing himself into me as hard as he could.

“Fuck!” His might cock forced the curse-word from me. There was no other way to react to this onslaught.

He pulled out again and thrust into me again. And again. And again, and now he was fucking me like I’d never been before, hard and fast and without mercy. I cried, I cursed, I moaned, I begged — I have no idea what for, as I certainly didn’t want him to stop!

Not that he would have if I’d asked. Tom was on a mission, and with every hard thrust, he made me love it a little more.

“Tom!… Yes!… MORE!… Fuck me!… Oh YES!”

He too was panting hard, but then this was probably the most exercise he’d had in years, as he ravaged my defenseless little lady.

“Take it!… Fucking kitten!” he grunted, and I did. Of course I did. I could do nothing else. He was the man, the warrior, the victor, and I was the defeated, his conquest, and we both thoroughly enjoyed my subjugation.

Did I cum again?

Yes. Of course I did, several times. I had no idea how long he took me like this but I came so hard, thrashing and crying and begging for more, and he gave it to me. This position was a whole new ball-game. Without stimulating my clitoris, my vagina had to make up the difference, and the resulting orgasms were intense. Not bigger than what he normally gave me, but not smaller either… just different.

In the end, it became too much even for him.

Suddenly, he pulled out of me, and a rough hand pulled me up from the desk and then back down on my knees.

“Gimme your tits,” he ordered, and in my submissive frame of mind, it never occurred me to resist or not give him what he wanted. I thrust my chest out at him, even pushed my boobs up at him with my hands, offering them to him. He stroked that magnificent cock that had given me so much pleasure, jacking himself off and aiming at my cleavage.

Did I want this? Hard to say. I wasn’t objecting, I didn’t not want it, if that makes sense.

“Fuck yeah, gimme those fat, fake tits!” he approved, his hand a blur on his fat meat. I stayed where I was, patiently waiting for what he was about to give me.

I didn’t think, I just was. For once, the constant thinking, worrying, arguing in my head had stopped. Yes, this was probably demeaning. Yes, I probably shouldn’t just accept it, as this would seal my status as subordinate to him.

And I didn’t care. I was so fucked-out, I wanted whatever he wanted. If he wanted to cum on my boobs… my tits… he could.

“Huh… huh… fuck…” he grunted, “gonna… gonna cum on your tits… cheating slut…”

I shouldn’t let him talk about me like this, but I didn’t object, didn’t fight it. I just smiled at him, giving him my submission.

“Take it, whore!” he bellowed and erupted. Waves of white slimy jizz shot out of him and landed on my breasts, collar bones and neck.

“AHHH!” he grunted as the pearly-white ropes drenched me, adorned me. He looked down at me, pride and dominance clear on his face, then he collapsed with a loud sigh onto his chair. I stayed like this, frozen, not knowing what I should do now. My hands still held up my tits for him, now covered in his thick, sticky load. If only David could see me now.

“Another picture?” I asked. He looked at me, surprised.

“Fuck, you’re a kinky slut,” he grinned and found my phone. He snapped a couple of picture from different angles, and I made sure to smile for them.

“Say thank you,” he then ordered, and I figured he’d started recording.

“Thank you for the orgasms,” I smiled at him, feeling ever so wanton.

“And for my little gift?”

“And… and for cumming on me,” I said, flushing hard.

“That’s my girl,” he said and lowered the camera.

“Do you have anything to wipe me down with?” I asked and finally let go of my breasts and unsteadily got to my feet.

He scooped my discarded dress from the floor and tossed it to me, his half-hard cock still hanging out of his open pants and bouncing obscenely with the movement.

“Something I don’t have to wear,” I pointed out, sarcasm heavy in my voice, “I still have to give my husband his food.”

“I’d… maybe not go in there looking like that if I were you.” He picked up the phone and showed me the latest photo.

Before, it’d been messy but salvageable. Now, I was just a mess. My hair that had started well-groomed and well-kept in a pretty bun a top of my head was now a tangled chaos, as the bun had come loose and strands of hair were plastered to my sweaty neck. It wasn’t just my neck; my face — well, actually my entire body — was covered in a thin sheen of sweat like I’d just run a marathon… or just had the fuck of my life. My make-up was ruined, but I knew that, his cock had smeared it and my tears had streaked it. Worst of all, of course were the lines of cooling semen that were starting to run down my chest.

“Fuck, you look good, kitten,” he grunted, and I gave him a sharp look, but he seemed sincere. Apparently, he appreciated the porn-star look. No doubt David would too, but I couldn’t let Tom know that. I bit my lip, trying to come up with a solution.

“Maybe, just text the pip-squeak that you fell asleep or something, so you can’t make it tonight. I can take care of this,” he grabbed the bag of food, “I’ve worked up quite the appetite, somehow,” he added with a wolfish grin.

“Yes,” I slowly agreed, “yes, that makes sense.” Tom — Tom — had to come up with a plan? Had he fucked my brain to mush? But his idea would have to do — I couldn’t see any other way out of this. And David would be fine without food for tonight. If not, he could find take-out somewhere nearby.

Me, I needed to get home. I needed a hot shower to reflect on the day I’d had. Or the night anyway.

In the end, I did wipe his cum on my beautiful new dress, not knowing what else to do. I later realised that I could have sent Tom to the bathroom after some paper-towels, but I wasn’t thinking straight.

I donned the cum-smeared dress, feeling oddly empty. The way I’d orgasmed, the way I’d been fucked should feel like a betrayal of my husband but I felt… nothing. I just wanted to get out of here, wanted to get home. I barely even said goodbye to Tom, I just left him, left the building, heading home.

[Sorry, I’m not coming up with food tonight. Something… happened.] I wrote to David. And then for good measure, I added the picture of me with sperm on my boobs.

That should serve as an apology.



David

I was staring at my phone, struggling to breathe, fighting to remain calm. Jia wasn’t coming with my food, and the reason was well… wow!

The image she’d attached was insane. Kneeling before her lover, her… her bull with her large tits held up for inspection and covered in his cum. Fucking hell, that asshole had cum on my wife’s tits! Something I’d never been allowed to. The bastard had probably gotten her to suck him off too. No, not probably — definitely! Her make-up was all smeared, like in porn. And besides that, she looked like a mess, a perfect, beautiful mess.

I wished she’d come here anyway, and NOT for the food’s sake. I really wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to smell her and be with her. I could just imagine hugging her and getting Tom’s cum all over me as well.

Wait what? Did I want that?

Maybe even… clean her tits? With my tongue? Like in all the cuckold-porn? Did I want that? No, I didn’t. I didn’t want that. Did I? I let the thought rest in my mind for a minute, trying to figure out my conflicted feelings.

It was disgusting, of course. Jizz generally was. But… well, I didn’t get softer. Maybe… maybe if Jia wanted me to clean her? My dick strained in my pants. It certainly didn’t mind that thought.

But I minded. It was too far, too degenerate. If I wanted to maintain Jia’s respect, I needed to show some restraint. Some fucking backbone. Some goddamn normalcy.

My eyes returned to the picture. My God, she was beautiful. So sexy, so slutty. I couldn’t stop looking at her disheveled face, her needy eyes… the disgusting mark of sexual conquest sprayed across her chest.

The picture itself was clearly taken in a cubicle — Tom’s, of course. They hadn’t gone to the break-room? Well, it didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that she’d done the deed again, but I’d missed it. Damn. I should have gone looking for her when she didn’t show up. If she was blowing that asshole again, he never would have noticed if I listened in. Or maybe even watched…

How long should I stay? They were clearly done, so how long before that fat fucker left? I really didn’t want to meet him on the way out. But I didn’t want to stay in my freaking office when I could be home with my wife either!

28 minutes after I’d received that text, I shut down my computer. I couldn’t wait any longer. I carefully opened the door to the wider office-area, and luckily, Tom had already left, so it was just me. I stopped at his cubicle on my way to the elevator, imagining Jia on her knees here, offering up her tits to be tainted by the rude asshole’s spunk.

It was a powerful image, and it didn’t make my boner any less painful. There was nothing to indicate that anything other than office-work had taken place here though. The desk was in order, no weird smells or suspicious liquids running down the walls of the cubicle. The entire space said nothing out of the ordinary had happened here. Except I had photographic evidence that something had indeed happened here, something naughty…

I swallowed hard and hurried on to the elevator and home.



“So… did you do okay without food?” Jia asked, trying to look innocent but her naughty grin made her fail completely. She was sitting on our bed, wearing that same boring bathrobe and a towel around her hair. She’d obviously showered since she got home, and all that sexiness had washed away.

Well, she was still sexy of course. But not in the used, pornstar-way she had been in the picture. The denial aspect of the whole situation was quite the turn-on but I had to say, I would have appreciated getting my face rubbed in the proof of her infidelity.

Or would I? I never did finish that discussion with myself.

I’d gone straight to our bedroom when I came home, still wearing my shoes and jacket. Now, I slid them off and threw them on the floor.

“I managed,” I croaked and pulled off my shirt, “I was worried about you though.” That wasn’t even false, not entirely at least. I had wondered where she was but I had kinda figured what was going on. It had hardly required detective-skills to deduce that she was with her lover.

But still, there had been a little bit of a worry. Not enough to call her or anything, but even so…

“Aww… I’m sorry,” she said and cocked her head, with a glimmer in her eyes that told me she knew I was stretching the truth quite a bit.

“Maybe I have something that will make up for it though,” she said and waved her phone in the air.

“Well, maybe… what eh… what do you have?” I wondered as nonchalantly as I could… which wasn’t very, at this point. I had a feeling there was something extremely dirty on that phone, and I needed to know what it was. Another recording, I thought with an excited jolt.

“Oh, nothing much,” she grinned, “just a recording of your wife and the biggest… cock in your office.” Well, the biggest cock that she knew of.

“That ehm… that might make it better, yeah,” I agreed with greedy eyes, though trying to keep my voice neutral. I got my pants off, and she couldn’t help but notice the tent I was pitching in my boxers.

“Might?” she echoed me and nodded at my obvious hard-on.

“Okay, definitely,” I admitted with a sheepish grin and got my t-shirt off.

“Mhm, there’s my handsome husband,” she smiled, her voice low and teasing. I smiled back at her and pulled my boxers down, standing completely naked before her for a short second before I crawled into bed with her. I found her mouth, and she was only too eager to kiss me back. It didn’t take me long to get into her robe and discover that she was completely naked underneath.

“So… there’s three things I want… need,” I told her in-between kisses and found her delightful nipple.

“Indeed?” she wondered, “what do you want-need?”

“I need to watch that recording, I need to hear all that happened tonight, and I absolutely need to make love to you,” I said and kissed her again. She opened her lips for me, and I explored her mouth with my tongue.

“All at once?” she grinned when the kiss paused, “you really think you can focus on all three at once?”

“Probably not…” I conceded and kissed my way down to her chest, “maybe the video can wait.”

“So… you want to make love to me and hear what I did tonight?” she asked all innocent — until all that innocence was broken by her sharp intake of breath as I sucked her nipple into my mouth.

“That sounds good, yeah,” I said and let my tongue slide across her chest, from one nipple to the other.

To think… not too long ago, Tom had covered these magnificent tits with his vile jizz… and now I was licking them. Was there a salty taste to her skin? If there was, it was probably just sweat, right?

Probably. But that didn’t stop my dick from loving it. God, I was sick.

Dismissing that thought, I kissed my way down my wife’s body, parting the bathrobe as I went until I met her dark, curly bush and her already-wet pussy.

I parted her lips with my fingers and licked her delicious little clam, focusing on her clit, and soon she was panting.

“Tell me what happened,” I asked and stuck my tongue deep into her. She gave me a cute moan.

“He… he wanted his… his cock sucked… so I did that. Mhm, that feels good, nae sarang…” she told me.

“Then he pushed… then I stood against his desk, and he… he well, he didn’t make love to me, but we did it, with… mhm… with him behind me.”

That was the most dry description of the most sexy topic I had ever heard, and since Jia knew how to paint an image with her words, something was clearly up. Was she embarrassed or didn’t she want to tell me?

“It was… strange. To… to have him behind me like that… But still good,” she told me.

“Yeah? He made you cum?”

“He… did…” she answered laconically. Gah, this was like pulling teeth. Why wouldn’t she tell me what had happened?

“More than once?”

“Mhm… yessss…” she sighed, a dreamy look on her face. I didn’t know if she was acting, but it turned me on to no end. The knowledge that Tom made her cum multiple times, when I could only manage one both made my cock hard as steel and devastated my ego.

“Then… finally he pushed me down on my knees and… and sprayed his stuff on my… chest,” she told me.

From the picture I’d seen, she’d held up her tits for him to desecrate but that might have been staged for the photo.

She didn’t seem to have more to say, so for a while, I focused on her clit, loving it, teasing it, kissing it, and I was rewarded by her hard, laboured breathing and small moans of delight. I wanted her to cum, but really, I wanted her to cum on my dick. If I could, of course. Maybe it was better to make her orgasm in this more sure way? And then make sweet, sweet love to her afterwards.

That would concede that I didn’t believe I could make her cum by conventional sex. That hurt the pride, especially since I knew she’d climaxed several times with that asshat in the office.

I introduced my finger to her hungry pussy and accepted my fate as the second-best, the cuck.

“Oooh…” she sighed, her voice quickly becoming strained. I fingered her, I licked her and before the cramp in my neck got too bad, I was rewarded with a nice, little cry. She grabbed my head and pressed my face against her as she orgasmed and, of course, I kept licking her, pleasing her, loving her.

“That was nice, honey,” she sighed and let go. She looked down at me with a sated expression. I crawled up and kissed her and what would you know, my iron-hard dick was right at the entrance to her magical cave.

“You want to make love to me now? Want to reclaim your wayward wife?” she asked, her eyes challenging me.

I didn’t need to answer, I just lowered my body, my dick pushing against her. Only a little maneuvering was needed before I could slide into her, meeting very little resistance.

“Mhm…” she sighed, a pleased smile of her beautiful lips. God, I loved her! I kissed her, sweetly and caringly and made love to her. I moved in and out of her in the age-old dance, taking my time, letting the pleasure build.

I looked down at her, beautiful as ever. The towel had come off and her long, dark and still damp hair lay in a mess around her head, but her dark, mysterious eyes were alight with affection and devotion. Her golden skin glowed, and her red lips were parted in desire.

“You feel amazing,” I told her, and she did. Not as constricting as I was used to, perhaps but still wonderful.

“You too,” she answered. This… this was happiness. To feel my wife’s snug pussy, to know that she loved me, and that I loved her, to enjoy her body as was my right.

So why couldn’t I leave well enough alone?

“Did he… did he fuck you good?” I asked, still taking it slow but with a sudden edge to my movements.

She looked up at me, furrowing her brow a little. Did I break the spell?

“Yes,” she answered, and her lips formed a wanton smile, “he… fucked me very good.”

“Better… better than me?” I asked, my voice cracking a little, like a nervous boy. I slowed down, almost stopping, my dick halfways inside her.

Her eyes bore into mine, and I couldn’t look away. Then she bit her lip and nodded slowly. Oh fuck! That was so hot! I couldn’t hold myself back but plunged into her with a horny grunt.

“Because… because he’s bigger?” I asked, going in and out of her faster now, all kinds of feelings welling up inside me. Jealousy, desire, arousal and fear all battled for control. Well, arousal was steering the ship but the others were fuelling it.

“Mhm… maybe,” she said, her eyes still on mine.

Maybe? Just maybe? Was he also a better lover?

“Please,” I gasped, “tell me…” I wasn’t overly articulate or precise in my language, and I couldn’t tell you what I hoped she’d say, especially with my dick going in and out of her, faster and faster as I ceded more and more control to my horniness.

“He just… he just takes me,” she gasped, evidently feeling it too. Could I make her cum? If I really tried?

“Yeah?” I grunted.

“Yes. He doesn’t care about me… ah… he just does as he… as he want…” Well, that checked with what I knew about the asshole.

“And you like… like that?” I asked, trying to keep my voice under control.

“Yes…” she admitted, “no… I don’t know!”

Well, that cleared it up, now didn’t it?

I wanted her to cum. So should I stop caring about her? What? I was going too fast by now, it was too good. I couldn’t hold it.

“He took me… so hard… I just… mhm…” she mumbled, hardly making sense anymore.

Just a little longer. She was getting close.

“But yes… that huge cock helps!” she gasped, and I lost it. I was already balancing on the edge, and I took the plunge and dove headfirst into an orgasm that made me grunt and pant. One last, hard thrust, and I fired my gun deep into her wondrous depths.

“Fuuuuuck…” I gasped as pleasure washed over me. I basked in the feeling for a while before laying down next to her, my dick slipping out of her.

“Mhm, that was good, honey,” she smiled.

“Sorry, I couldn’t… get you there again,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said and kissed me, “I wasn’t close. You gave me a nice little one with your tongue.”

Oh. She hadn’t been close? Had I fooled myself into thinking she was? Or was she lying now to make me feel better? Or had she faked being close?

I pushed the thoughts aside and enjoyed her kiss.

Also, a nice little one? Ouch…



Jia

Was this getting out of hand? I’d told him the truth, I hadn’t been close. Well, that, perhaps was fair, since he’d just gotten me off with his tongue. But when was the last time his penis gave me an orgasm? Thursday wasn’t it? And only because I’d dared him to. And before that? It’d been a while. It was becoming more difficult to dismiss now after another of his failed attempts.

Was David’s little penis really not enough for me anymore? Oh dear, had I just thought of it as little? Oops. Was David’s nice-sized, satisfactory and gratifying penis really not enough for me now that I’d tried an upgraded version. No, that didn’t come out any better.

It also bothered me that I hadn’t told him everything either. I was actually starting to keep things from him. The… the spanking — even the memory of it made me flush — and the fact that I’d now promised to shave my pubics had been omitted, and it was some important stuff, wasn’t it? David would truly had enjoyed hearing about that. If I wasn’t telling him important and interesting matters, could I really still claim that I was doing it for him?

But I couldn’t tell him. It was too embarrassing. He had married a strong, independent woman, not a submissive barbie doll that men could play with as they saw fit. David couldn’t know the truth — he would never respect me again, and I needed his respect, his love. It was better if he didn’t know everything.

Come to think about it, he didn’t know that Madison knew about the whole affair either. But that wasn’t really any of his business, was it?

No. No, that was between girlfriends.

It was a couple of hours after David had finished inside me, and I lay beside him, thinking. He had fallen asleep and was snoring lightly but sleep eluded me.

Should we stop? Had this run its course and was becoming unhealthy? A tight knot in my stomach told me I didn’t want that, but my stomach shouldn’t get to decide how I structured my marital life, should it? I didn’t want to stop either, though, and neither did David. Not if his enthusiasm earlier was anything to go by.

But at the same time, was this healthy for us? We needed to consider the long-term—

Dneeep! Dneeep! Dneeep!

My phone vibrated on the night-table and I quickly grabbed it.

[Had a lot of fun today kitten] From Tom, obviously.

[Me too.] I simply wrote back. I didn’t have the mental surplus to compose an ode to his love-making skills right now.

[Dont wanna wait for wednesday come see me saturday] his next text said. What the? What was he thinking? Had he forgotten about David suddenly?

[I’m still married, in case you’ve forgotten.]

[As if a girl like you cant come up with an excuse!] he shot back.

[Hmm… maybe…] was all I answered.

His next text was his address and ended with the words ‘be there at 7 saturday’. I’d never said I’d go, and now he expected me to just be there. What if David and I had plans?

He was so infuriating. And he was… well, he was making me all wet, and I really wanted to go, but how would I tell that to David? Oh dear me… this was truly a mess.

Thanks for reading. Please leave a comment if you enjoyed it.
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By DontJudgeMe_

Warning: This is a cuck-story, and while it starts as a loving tale, it won’t stay that way. If you’re not into that, please stop reading.

As always a huge thanks to my wonderful wife for ideas, editing and reining me in when I got too crazy. I love you. <3

Jia

Next day at lunch, I told Madison all about it. Well, almost all, I didn’t tell her about the whole spanking-thing either — that wasn’t really her business. And also the doubt I had about David and his litt— about David and his penis. I just told her about the sex, both oral and vaginal and about how David had thoroughly enjoyed it when he got home. Thoroughly.

She was suitably impressed and envious, and… admittedly, I did enjoy that. The envy of others can be quite sweet, after all, especially from one as competent, respected and accomplished as Madison.

“Anyway, after David had fallen asleep, Tom texted me,” I ended my tale, finally getting to the real reason I was telling her all this.

“Okay? What did he want?”

“He… wants to see me Saturday. At his place,” I told her without sugar-coating it. After all, I needed her advice.

“Ooooh, you made quite an impression, huh? You rotten skank!” Madison grinned, predictably enjoying this. Like we were a pair of teenagers, and I had gotten a handsome boy’s number.

“Well, yes, but… I’m not quite sure how to tell David. Or… well, ask him for permission.” She seemed a little taken aback at that.

“Why haven’t you already told David about it? Why wouldn’t he want you to go?” she wondered. Why hadn’t I told him about it? Was I worried he wouldn’t want me to go? I didn’t have any good answers, so I just shrugged.

“But you do want to go?” she asked, her green eyes fixed on me, and I found it hard to meet that unflinching gaze.

“I… yes, I do,” I admitted and nervously licked my lips. I realised I was playing with my nose-stud and immediately let go of it.

“Just tell David that then?” she suggested.

“It’s just that… I don’t know. I’m not sure if it’s… wise…” I admitted, “seeing more of Tom, I mean.”

“Girl, none of this is wise! But David would be all for it, wouldn’t he?” Madison pointed out.

Would David be all for it? Probably. He did get a huge kick out of… all this, and he didn’t seem to mind that he’d missed the action last night. I felt quite embarrassed at my lame retelling of the events to David last night, but I just wasn’t good at detailing my sexual escapades, so sue me! It had been easier with Madison, for some reason, but it had felt more like an intellectual exercise than anything. Besides… well, there were some aspects I didn’t want David to know about. He didn’t need to know that his wife had submitted herself to a spanking from a man with the intellectual capabilities of a caveman.. and about the same social grace.

But I should really get better at describing my… improper encounters with Tom to him. Why else was I doing it, if not for David? And so it seemed silly not to give him a full account — well, almost at least — of whatever went down between Tom and me. But I just… couldn’t. It was bad enough that I lost control so completely in the passionate moments with Tom, but to talk about them afterwards? That was simply too much. Even to David, who so desperately wanted to hear about it. How could I explain that it wasn’t Tom’s size or anything physical that allowed him to take me so utterly, but rather a… a quality in him. A quality that I hungered for, that allowed him to dominate me… that made me do things no-one else ever could — least of all David. Dear me, I was blushing just at the memory, and Madison was looking at me with a knowing expression.

“There’s also…” I quickly said, before halting, trying to put my thoughts into words… and preferably words that weren’t too embarrassing.

“Yes?”

“Over the last couple of weeks… It’s become… more difficult for me to, eh… enjoy David’s, you know, penis. It’s been harder to eh… orgasm from it,” I mumbled looking down. Gosh, it was embarrassing to admit out loud.

“Oh. Ohh…” Madison said slowly.

“I’m sure it’s only temporary, and it might just be a coincidence, it might be that I’m all confused because of the whole Tom-thing,” the words tumbled out of my mouth in a hurry, my eyes sought hers again, pleading for her understanding, “but yes, we’d… I’d had that… problem.”

“Huh,” Madison looked pensive, “then maybe you better call it all off, rather than go looking for more?”

Since I’d already thought about that and dismissed the idea, that piece of advice didn’t help me at all. I hated to admit it, but I wasn’t ready to call it quits yet.

“No, I don’t want to do that…”

“Then what’s the harm in getting laid Saturday as well?” she grinned.

“Nothing, I guess. Live a little, right?”

Madison grinned at me and nodded, eagerly living vicariously through my sordid escapades.

She was right, though, of course she was. There’d be no harm in having fun Saturday as well. And David would like it as well, no doubt. I’d tell him tonight.

That decision made me feel all giddy inside, and I was suddenly looking way more forward to the weekend. But what to wear?



David

“Ahh… that was great, love!” I sighed and patted my stomach in a show of admiration for her food. It had tasted excellent, and she had really gone out of her way to make a delicious dish tonight. A Korean stew, called jjigae, I think, though I couldn’t pronounce it to save my life. Spicy but not too much — just tasty overall.

“I’m glad you think so,” she smiled and poured us both another glass of wine, obviously pleased I liked her food.

This was good. This was definitely heading towards a nice evening, just the two of us. Good food, good wine, some romance… maybe some love-making tonight, just me and the Mrs… and no Tom. I had to watch the wine, of course, I still had work in the morning, but I could handle a glass or two.

And my wife, that absolute babe, was looking gorgeous too. Not slutty or overly sexy like she did with Tom, of course, but wholesome, beautiful. A little make-up, a nice dress, hair up. I was truly lucky to have her.

And it was going to be a great night.




Jia

Why was it so difficult to tell him about Saturday?

Ask him about Saturday, ask him.

Still, this was his fantasy, for crying out loud! His! It’s what he wanted.

Was I ashamed about how eager I was? Yes, maybe. A little. Was it going to stop me from going? Heck no. Was David getting lucky tonight? Probably. Was I looking forward to that? Hmm…

Still, it felt awkward. After all, so far, it had been David pushing the whole ordeal. What would he think about me going alone on Saturday?

What if he said no? What then?

I chewed on my lip, thinking about that. I couldn’t go without David’s blessing, of course. I wouldn’t sneak out on him — never. He needed to be onboard. Which he would be. Of course he would. He wanted me to enjoy Tom’s pe— Tom’s cock as much as I did. Well, almost.

We made small-talk while I contemplated all this and tried to figure out how to bring it up.

I would have to admit that I was chatting with Tom. Or would I? Could I just make it seem like he wrote me out of the blue? I felt a pang of guilt at that. I didn’t like to decieve David. But I also didn’t want to admit how much I was talking to my other man. It was embarrassing that I spent so much time with a man who could hardly put two sentences together.

All the pictures I’d sent him didn’t help either… nor did the ones I’d gotten in return.

David and I moved to the kitchen and cleaned up after dinner. He helped, of course. He was always so thoughtful and kind. I could just imagine Tom moving to the couch and leaving me with the dishes. He was quite the a-hole after all but it wasn’t his manners I liked about him.

We ended on the couch together, my handsome husband and I, when the dishwasher was humming happily, and he kissed me, intense and lovingly.

I’d better bring it up now, before we got any further.



David

“Nae sarang, Tom eh… texted me today,” she said in between kisses.

“Oh?” I pulled away and sat back down, wondering where this was going.

“Yes,” she confirmed and licked her lips, “he eh… he invited me to his place… on Saturday.”

“He… he did?” I asked, uncomprehending. What was happening here?

“He did,” she shrugged, like it was no big deal, “guess he couldn’t wait ’till Wednesday.” Her lips formed a small smile but she seemed nervous. Why was she nervous?

“So… do you want to go or…?” I asked, brows furrowing, while I watched my Tom-free evening go bye-bye.

“I mean… I mean, if you want me to?” she asked, and I noticed how her throat worked as she swallowed. She didn’t seem entirely truthful. Did she not want to go? Did she really want to go?

“I… I’m not sure…” I began and saw a disquiet glimmer in her eyes before she interrupted me.

“I’m only going if you want me to, of course, but… I thought you’d want this? To know I got… to know that Tom and I did it again? And… and at his place…”

Well, I did want that. Just hearing her suggest it was waking my slumbering dick. But there was still something going on here, something—

“You want that, don’t you?” she interrupted my thoughts as she moved closer to me, her delicious smell in my nostrils, her beautiful face right before me… and out of nowhere a small, delicate hand on my dick. It responded instantly, straining against her, trying to burst through my pants.

“You want your wife to go and enjoy that bastard’s huge… cock, don’t you?” Her voice grew stronger, more sure of herself. Was she gaining confidence from my obvious hardon? Or was I imagining things?

“He’ll make me suck him again, you know?” Her voice was in my ear now, I could feel her warm breath and it sent an aroused chill down my spine.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Your wife struggling to take that big… fat… cock… in her mouth?” God, the things my demure wife was saying out of a sudden! A couple of weeks with that oaf, and she was talking like a… a… better not even think that word.

She’d gotten my dick out of my pants now and was slowly rubbing it.

“Yes…” I admitted. Images of her on her knees with Tom’s enormous tool halfway into her mouth were dancing before my eyes.

“Then… shouldn’t I go on Saturday? To make that come true?”

“Of… of course,” I gasped as she stroked me for real. I knew there were reasons I should be reluctant but I couldn’t think of any right now. I had gone from a mild sexual interest to a raging arousal in a few minutes, and too much was happening for me to keep a clear head.

“You really want that?” she asked in a teasing voice, “you want to send me to big, bad Tom and his big, bad COCK? You know what will happen then, don’t you?”

“I…”

“I’ll get FUCKED… by that big, bad COCK…”

Oh fuck, he was really corrupting her, and it was so goddamn hot!

Her hand was moving so fast now, stroking me, pleasing me, and she kept going and going. It felt so good!

I reached out with a hand and found her wondrous tits, playing with them through her dress and bra, finding her nipples that were already hard. She didn’t pay me any heed, too focused on my dick. I was leaking precum like mad, smearing her little hand with it, but she didn’t seem to care. She only needed one hand with me…

Why did that thought send me over the edge? No idea. The need to compare myself unfavourably with Tom was as sickening as it was effective, and suddenly I was spewing my pearly juice up into the air and onto my pants, my shirt and my wife’s hand.

“Ahh…” I groaned as the pleasure rushed through me.

“There. Was it good, nae sarang?” she asked and gave me a sweet, sweet kiss.

“Yeah. Yeah, it was,” I smiled at her, though I felt more than a little annoyed with myself… and a little with her, though she wasn’t to blame.

This was supposed to our night to reconnect, and instead I’d cum to the thought that Jia needed both her hands to jerk off Tom and only one for me. And why had she brought him up? We’d had such a nice evening, and it could have ended even nicer if she hadn’t had to start talking about Tom and Saturday.

“I’m gonna go wash up,” she raised her messy hand, “maybe you should do the same?”

“Yeah, good idea,” I mumbled and went to the bedroom to get some clean clothes. When I got back, she was already on the couch, phone in hand.



Jia

[I’m coming. Saturday at seven.] I sent the message, a nervous excitement in my stomach. With one text, the weekend had gone from normal and mundane to wild and unpredictable. Not that David was boring that’s not what I was saying, but he certainly didn’t have that uncontrollable edge of danger that Tom did. Not to mention something else he didn’t have…

I carefully discarded any bad feelings about how it could be argued that I might have manipulated David into agreeing to me going. After all, it’s what we both wanted.

[Of course] came the confident reply, followed by: [what does the pipsqueak think yuore doing?]

My word, his messaging-skills were atrocious. But I supposed he got the message across. By now I was completely used to him demeaning my husband and just ignored it.

[He thinks I’m going out with some girlfriends. No big deal, he trusts me.]

David did trust me, because I told him the truth, I thought with a little smile… that quickly disappeared when I remembered that I hadn’t technically told him everything about my communication with Tom. Lying by omission, however, is not the same as lying.

[Haha youre so bad! Gonna fuck you good] he promised me, and his bold statement made me chew my lip in anticipation.

David entered the living-room, wearing fresh pants and shirt. He looked tired but then, he’d just gotten his rocks off, hadn’t he?

“He thinks that you think I’m going out with some girlfriends Saturday,” I smiled and winked at him, letting him know we were on the same side.

“That’s great, honey,” he said, not as interested as I’d have thought. But again, he had just orgasmed. Give it a couple of hours, and he’d be over the moon about it.

[Promise?] I asked and added the angel-emoji.

[Haha yeah! I promise youll have trouble walking afterwards!] Crude, true, but he knew how to treat a lady, and the message made me shift in my seat, almost against my will.

[Dont fuck the pipsqueak] was his next text before I got a chance to reply to his earlier one.

[What do you mean?] I asked, my brows furrowing. It was clear what he meant, but it wasn’t something he could ask for. Frankly, he had no business interferring with our lovelife.

[I hate when bitches need it spellt out for them. DO NOT FUCK YOURE LITTLE HUBBY BEFORE SATURDAY was that clear???]

“What an absolute douche,” I muttered, though not so loud that David could hear.

[That is NOT your call!] I wrote back feeling absolutely livid. No respect, he really had no respect. I turned the phone off, so I didn’t see his reply. I didn’t want to hear from him anymore tonight.

If his penis wasn’t so amazing I’d just drop all of this here and now.

And if David didn’t like it so much. At the end of the day, that was of course why I was doing it.

Instead of wasting time on him and his prissy attitude, I turned to my beloved husband and asked him about his day.



Two days later I was standing in-front of the mirror, studying my private area, completely naked… in more than one way. My hair was gone. It’d been a pain in the backside to be honest — the vulva has a lot of nooks and crannies to get around. I’d used the razor I normally kept my legs smooth with, and it had worked fine, though it had been a struggle. In the end, I’d used a pair of scissors to trim the area first, then shaved the shorter hairs.

I’d done a good job with it too, I decided, as I was now nice and smooth… with only a few, minor cuts. My new bald kitty ought to please Tom — who I was still somewhat miffed at, by the way. Who was he to try and tell me I couldn’t have sex with my own husband? Well, the joke was on him. David had gotten a real treat last night.

I’d forgiven Tom his uncut and controlling ideas, and he hadn’t tried to control when and when not David and I could have sex again since — guess he’d learnt his lesson. That’s why we had buried the hatchet — so he could bury something else… in me. I gave a little chortle at my own joke. Sex-humour, though crude, could be fun.

But there was no time to dally, so I found my make-up kit and went to work.



David

Jia was in the bathroom, getting herself ready. She’d been in there a while now, and I was feeling all sorts of anxiety.

It was damn sexy that she’d set this date up with Tom, and my dick would not go down. It was what I wanted, I wanted her to be onboard, I wanted her to enjoy it.

But it was also extremely worrying. What if she decided she preferred him to me? What would I be then? Alone and desolate, the pathetic guy who’d asked his perfect wife to be with a better lover.

But I wanted this so much! My hands were shaking, my mouth was dry and my heart was working overtime. I wanted to hug and kiss her, and I wanted to go for a run, I wanted to grab her and fuck her into submission, and I wanted her to turn me down, to humiliate me. I wanted her to tell me I was the only one for her, but I wanted her to go to Tom’s place and get fucked even more.

I paced nervously and impatiently about our house, wondering how far she’d made it with her preparations, what was going to happen tonight and what she was wearing. I couldn’t help but focus on what panties she’d wear, since I’d been cheated out of finding out a couple of times by now.

I heard her leave the bathroom and I was about to go and see her and talk to her, but when she quickly slipped into the bedroom and shut the door behind her, I got the message. With nothing else to do, I resumed my wandering and musings, trying not to interpret it as a rejection.

One thing kept nagging at me — how this ‘date’ had been arranged. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d been persuaded to accept it. That she’d really wanted it and had brought me along, just like the holiday we took to Italy, where I’d imagined relaxing on the beach and taking in some sights, but where she dragged me from stupid little church to stupid little church — that had all looked the fucking same!

Like, we’d agreed on this… but it was on her terms, according to her plan — and not something we’d decided together.

But that was silly, defeatist thinking. Jia loved me, I loved her, and she was doing this for the both of us. She’d arranged this date, because she wanted to make me happy, so I should stop being so negative. It didn’t help anything. But even so…

Our house wasn’t made for pacing. It took me less than 10 seconds to make it from one end to the other, so I finally settled down with my laptop, trying to get some work done without focusing on my wife and her no-doubt sexy underwear, and whether or not I’d been bamboozled into allowing my wife to go on a date with a huge dick. Well, the computer had barely booted up before she came out of the bedroom, her heels clacking on the hardwood-floor.

And God, she looked good. A dark-red dress that clung to her curves and showed a healthy amount of cleavage, gold hoop earrings, blood-red nails, smoldering dark eyes and her hair in an intricate knot.

“Wow!” I said, “you look seriously dangerous.” When was the last time she’d dolled herself up like that for me, a sudden unbidden thought entered my mind, but I pushed it away.

“Thanks, honey,” she smiled, “you’re sure about this, right?”

What could I say except yes? I wanted her to go, after all. Didn’t I? Yes. I did. This was my fantasy — she was only doing it for me.

If that’s true then why did she suggest it? This hadn’t been my idea, so how was it only for me she did this?

“Of course! Go have fun,” I smiled. Was the smile genuine? I couldn’t say, but it felt like a grimace. Still, she accepted it and blew me a kiss, so it must have looked real. I should go and kiss her for real, I told myself, but just then her Uber drove up in our driveway.

I followed her out into the hallway where she put on a jacket.

“I love you,” I told her.

“I love you too,” she said back, a radiant smile on her ruby-red lips, “and I’ll see you tonight.”

“Yeah, I’ll wait up. Keep me… keep me updated. Please?” That last word came out a wee bit more pathetic than planned, but such are the ways of the cucks.

“Of course,” she nodded. Then she lit up in a naughty smile and said: “In fact, I think I’ll send you something before I get there.”

“What?”

“You’ll see,” she just answered, and I got a quick peck on my cheek, before she was out the door. I watched from the window as she got into the car and drove off.

I was suddenly very alone.



Jia

David had seemed a bit off. Was he nervous about this? Was he annoyed that I had decided to go out alone? Frustrated that he hadn’t come up with the idea?

Or was he worried that he was losing me? Because he wasn’t. Tom take David’s place? Please! I could barely stand the brute. The only thing he had going for him was his ability to make me orgasm. Aside from that, he was completely uninspiring. By pure coincidence, I had stumbled onto the most excellent combination — David to talk to, laugh with, spend time with and just love, and Tom to… well, take care of business.

That notion made me blush, but it didn’t matter. I was not a little goody-two-shoes any more. I was a worldly woman now, and I wanted my enjoyment, my fulfillment…

Yes, I need to get fully filled. A wry smile played on my lips at the naughty thought.

The drive took about 20 minutes, and I lost time of the times my driver checked me out in the rear-view mirror. Well, I did look good so that was alright. The old Jia might have huffed and scorned, but I was a new, strong, sexual woman now. Let him look and envy the man who got to enjoy me.

We made it to the address Tom had sent me, a nondescript apartment-building among other apartment-buildings. It wasn’t as scruffy and run-down as I’d expected, but nice and clean.

I paused, found my phone and sent two videos to my husband. That ought to keep him entertained tonight, while I had my… enjoyment, I figured and found myself smirking.

I shook off any thought of David and buzzed Tom’s apartment and was soon let in, walking slowly and carefully up the stairs in my heels. With every step, the butterflies in my stomach got more and more agitated… or maybe they weren’t in my stomach. Maybe it was something a little further down that got all aflutter as I got closer and closer to Tom.

I reached his door and took a moment to compose myself, to cool down and catch my breath before I knocked.

“It’s open,” came his gruff voice. Wow, what a welcome. He couldn’t even be bothered to come and open? What a charmer. Oh well, I wasn’t here to get charmed. I opened the door and stepped inside into a small hallway. To my right was a small kitchen, straight ahead a closed door and to the left a small living-room where Tom sat in an old couch, watching television.

It suddenly felt all odd. I was here to get, well, fucked. Was I going to get a tour of the place? Was he even going to come out and welcome me in? What was I to do here? Was there a protocol in place for these sort of meetings?

Mostly likely not. Not one I was aware of at least. Not knowing what else to do, I took off my jacket, hung it up and slowly stepped into his small living-room. Like the building itself, it wasn’t as messy as I had imagined. Sure, he could have dusted and there were a couple of beer-cans at the computer in the corner, but it was far from the disgusting sewer I had feared.

He heard me come and looked over the back of the couch at me, giving me that cocky smile that made my blood boil and my lady-parts moisten.

“Well, there’s a welcome sight!” he grinned and scanned me up and down. He got up, and I saw he was only wearing a t-shirt and boxers.

Unbelievable. I was dressed to the nines for his sake, and he couldn’t even be bothered to put on pants.

“Strange way to dress for a date,” I remarked icily. I was getting a little tired of his games. I knew he could dress nicely, I’d seen it — so why wouldn’t he?

“Date? What date?” he grunted and moved closer. My eyes were inevitably drawn to the large bulge that hung down his left leg, and my pulse quickened.

“This isn’t a date, kitten,” he went on and got closer and closer, invading my personal space with his usual lack of respect.

“This is just me, giving you what you need,” he finished and raised his hand to my face, his index-finger pointing at my lips.

I knew what he wanted. It was hardly a surprise at this point, and I never even entertained the notion of not giving in to his unspoken demand. Without looking him in the eye, I leaned forward and closed my lips around his finger, sucking it into my mouth.

“There’s a good kitten,” he said as I bobbed my head up and down, swallowing his entire digit. I didn’t even have to look, I knew he had a huge, victorious smile just from the way he spoke, and it made me flush. He was so confident! So sure of himself. The way David had described him had always been as a bumbling fool who had no idea what he was doing, but when it came to making me do as he wanted, he was an expert. Heck, David could take lessons, seeing as only one of them had ever had their genitals in my mouth.

“Now, tell me Jia-girl, why are you here?” he asked slowly, in complete command of the situation. I gave him a sharp look. He knew why I was here.

“Tlo slee youh,” I slurped around his finger.

“Just to see me?”

He was clearly enjoying this. Well, I was already sucking his finger, I was here to get bedded, how could it possibly change anything if I said it out loud?

“Tohh… tlo sleeph wih youl,” I said, not even trying to speak clearly.

“We aren’t gonna sleep, Jia-girl. Why are you here, hmm?”

What difference did words make at this point?

“Tlo glet fuckedh thlen,” I mumbled, looking down.

“Right,” he grinned and pulled his finger out of my mouth.

“But first,” he went on, “we gotta find our if you’ve been a good girl. Remember what you promised me Wednesday?”

I nodded. I remembered very well how he’d spanked me until I agreed to shave, and the memory humiliated me… and made me breathe harder.

“Show me,” he ordered, his voice hard.

Here? In his freaking living-room? I looked up at him, trying to ask for a reprieve — maybe we could go to his bedroom or something? This kind of stuff needed privacy, after all. Not that there was a crowd here, but the living-room was definitely the wrong place for… something like this. But his face was hard and unyielding.

“Can’t… can’t we move this to the bedroom?” I tried nonetheless.

“Show me, kitten,” he demanded. His tone was so stern, his face so stubborn that I couldn’t refuse, so with a sigh, I pulled my dress up around my waist. Why did I even bother to dress up for him?

And now he saw that I wasn’t wearing panties, saw that I was a dirty little girl who couldn’t wait to get his big, fat cock in her private place… in her pussy.

“Very nice, Jia-girl,” he mumbled and gently, almost gingerly stroked my hairless kitty.

“Tha-thanks,” I said, my voice soft and yielding.

“You can be such a good girl,” he said and moved his hand and quickly discovered how wet I already was. That realisation only made him smile all the wider.

I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but whether it was from being called a good girl or his large hand suddenly invading my… my pussy was hard to say.

“You still wanna see the bedroom?” he asked, and I nodded silently, arousal and embarrassment both swirling in me. He grabbed my hand and led me through the small living-room where the TV was still showing a baseball match and into a smaller bedroom. It was basically just a bed and a closet. Without warning, he pushed me down, till I was sitting on the edge of the bed… eye-level with his crotch and his bulging belly.

“Get it out,” he commanded, and we both knew what he was talking about. This was why I was here after all. I deftly fished out his large thing… his large cock. Finally I had it in my hands again. It’d been too long since Wednesday.

Trying to reach around it, I still couldn’t quite believe how I managed to fit this monster inside me. But at the same time, I so, so needed it to fill me again. Without waiting for his say-so, I took it in my mouth, locking my lips around his massive shaft.

I’d come a long way in the last month — from downright refusing to put it in my mouth to demanding it be clean before to just outright longing for him to fill my mouth with majestic cock. I hoped he noticed how much I’d grown… for him. How I was such a good girl for him.

I made little happy noises in my throat as I felt his tool grow in size and hardness. My tongue was busy, licking, touching, teasing every inch I could reach, while I sucked on him and slowly leaned forward, taking more and more into my mouth. Sometimes when I fantasised about this — like last night when David was doing his best (and sadly failing) to please me with his far smaller tool — I dreamt that I’d one day swallow all of him.

But that dream was far, far off, I realised as it entered my throat, and I had to pull back to avoid throwing up all over him. I wasn’t deterred though, and soon I had it in my throat again, pushing myself against his manliness.

“That’s fucking good, kitten!” he growled, far, far above me. I had almost forgotten about him — my world consisted of me and this glorious cock and the pleasure I could bring it. Giving my poor throat a break, I pulled off it and sent a smile up at my powerful lover — it was meant to be sexy but it might have come out a little manic. Then I kissed and licked up and down his long shaft, cleaning it with my lips and tongue while I quickly caught my breath.

One of his large hands grabbed his hard rod and before I had any idea what was going on, he slapped it against my cheek, then my nose and lips. The heavy pole made a sloppy sound when it made contact with my skin and left trails of my saliva and his pre-ejaculate fluids… his pre-cum… on my face.

It didn’t hurt. It barely even felt uncomfortable.

But having this beast of a man slap his meat on my face felt so incredibly degrading, like I was nothing to him. It was so much worse than sucking it, giving it pleasure. That at least served a purpose. This… this was just him toying with me, taunting me… marking me as his plaything.

It was demeaning. It was humiliating. It was unworthy.

And despite that, a low, deep-felt moan arose from my throat and escaped my lips, telling this brute that I enjoyed this disgraceful behaviour. That I wanted it.

Suddenly his free hand was in my hair, and he dragged me off the bed and down on my knees on the floor. I had neither the strength nor the will to resist, meekly allowing myself to be man-handled. I wasn’t even allowed on the bed anymore, he wanted me on my knees like a supplicant before her lord… so that’s what he got. I didn’t care, even if the impact sent a jolt through my knees, I just wanted to please. He pressed me against his cock, and naturally, I opened my mouth and once again I was swallowing his pleasure-stick, serving it with my tongue, sucking it with my lips, surrendering my throat to his enjoyment.

“Fuck, kitten… you were born to suck cock,” he growled, as he forced my head up and down his thick shaft. With my mouth being filled to bursting point, I hardly had a reply, only moaning and eagerly sucking.

“Take it,” he groaned and thrust into my defenseless face while holding my head still, “take my fucking cock, you fucking kitten.”

I really tried. It’s hard to suppress the gag-reflex with a monster like Tom’s cock assaulting it, but I tried and it worked, sort of. With our combined effort, I made it further than ever before, way over halfway down his impossibly long shaft.

And it hurt! The pain was intense which shouldn’t surprise anyone, since my throat wasn’t hardly made for something this solid, this large. I tried to pull back but he held me there, and I wasn’t willing to tear myself off, not yet. I struggled to breathe through my nose, while tears and drool ran freely ran down my face. For a split second, I thought of how long I’d spent perfecting my make-up, and now it was getting smeared all over my face. Then he let go off me, and I fell back off his cock, landing on my butt, gasping for air.

“Ta-take it easy,” I gasped reproachfully, trying to suck in air and keep my voice calm at the same time. I wiped strands of drool off my face — I was delicate and should be treated as such, not manhandled for his amusement!

Yet my eyes were locked on his hard tool. It stood proud and strong, completely dwarfing my poor husband’s and glistening with my saliva.

“Calm down, kitten,” he grunted nonchalantly and stepped up to me again, his mighty cock bobbing obscenely.

“I AM calm but—”

“Then get back to sucking,” he commanded casually, gesturing at his large cock. I tore my eyes off his imposing shaft and looked up at his face. He had a small smile playing in the corner of his mouth, but his eyes were demanding, unrelenting. He wanted more… and he knew he was going to get it. We stared at each other for a long moment, until I finally looked down. Defeated by his insistence, by his strong, male dominance and by my own blazing arousal, I nodded.

I swallowed hard and slowly got back up on my knees. I opened my mouth and started sucking him again. He calmly reached down and groped my boob though my dress like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“And watch your fucking teeth!”



David

I was pacing again. Jia was gone, headed into the unknown, into the lair of that fat loser and his fat cock. I was so aroused, I was so nervous, I was so… fuck! I lacked words to describe it. Up and down the floor I marched, from one end of the house to the other with visions of my beautiful bride and my idiot employee dancing before my eyes.

Was she there yet? I had no idea. I hadn’t had a message from her. But surely it didn’t take much more than fifteen minutes to drive to… where was it Tom lived again? It was in his personnel-file that I could access from my laptop. I was more than a little tempted to check and had almost made the decision to do so, when my phone dinged. Twice.

Naturally, I opened the messages immediately.

It was from Jia. There were no words, just two videos. The thumbnail in both of them was my beautiful wife on her knees, looking up at the camera. The two videos Tom had recorded of her. In the most recent one — the one I hadn’t seen yet — she was topless, the golden skin of her boobs and her darker areolas were incredibly arousing.

I wasted no time in pressing play and was immediately rewarded by the sound and sight of Jia sucking that loser’s colossal cock.

She was so beautiful. Her face carefully made up, her eyes in purplish colours and her lips red and shining with spit. But the most devastating and arousing thing was the look in her eyes, a look of pure arousal. She loved what she was doing, loved sucking on that thing. She didn’t do this because she had to, or because I or Tom wanted her to. She sucked his meaty cock because she wanted to.

That knowledge felt heavy, it weighed on me. Like, I’d known she came hard from his fucking but she’d never mentioned how much she enjoyed sucking him. What did that mean for her and me that she refused to do something she obviously liked doing for him? It wasn’t right, was it? It felt like a widening gulf between us, but I didn’t quite understand why. Like… something we should be sharing, she was giving to him instead of me, maybe. Or maybe it meant nothing. Maybe I was overthinking this, like I did with everything else.

“Look at me,” Tom said in the video, and his voice didn’t have that weaselly quality it had in the office. He sounded strong and in control. And she obeyed, looking up him, her beautiful eyes shining with desire.

“Fuck yeah, kitten. Gimme those slanted eyes. God fuck, you’re good at sucking cock!” he said, still in that same confident tone. I hated that casual racism, I hated it! People had been joking about her to me, congratulating me on finding an Asian babe, wandering if it was true about Asian pussy… and it fucking disgusted me. She wasn’t an ‘Asian babe’, she was Jia. Of course she was Korean but more than that, she was smart, beautiful, honest, loyal and the love of my life. Why did it matter what colour her skin was?

But on the screen, she didn’t object, didn’t flinch — she just sucked him harder, looking up at him adoringly. She’d never taken shit about her ethnicity from anyone, not my dad not her former boss, but now she was just accepting it?

My dick was out of my pants, and I was firmly stroking it. God, it was so fucking hot seeing her like this! If she looked at me like that with my dick in her mouth, I’d explode in half a second.

Except of course, that she didn’t take my dick in her mouth. Only Tom’s. That thought only made me jerk harder.

I was so messed up.



Jia

“Ouch! I said watch the fucking teeth!” Tom snarled and slapped my cheek a couple of times, my mouth still wide-open and filled with cock, while I tried my best not to touch his sensitive skin with my teeth. It was getting so difficult though. My jaws were aching and my throat burning, and I needed a break so badly. Only, I didn’t want to disappoint him, and it felt so sexy knowing how much my mouth turned him on.

He hadn’t hit me hard or anything but it was so humiliating. So humbling. Like, I was servicing him in a way I’d done with no-one else, in a way even my husband didn’t get, and I wasn’t doing it well enough for him. He felt he had to punish me… and he felt he had the right to punish me.

“So-sorry,” I mumbled, pulling off him and trying to catch my breath. I should be angry, incensed, enraged with him. How dare he slap a woman? In 2025! Even if it wasn’t hard, it wasn’t something a man could do, should do. But all that came out of me was a meek little apology.

“Need to train you better,” he grumbled, “but you did aight. You really are a natural cocksucker, just a lazy one. Have to keep them teeth off me.”

“Yes,” I nodded, his praise filling me with a strange pride, even if it was both demeaning and grudgingly given, “I-I understand. I’ll do better.”

“Get on your knees, girlie. Time for your reward,” he smirked, and I gave him a wicked smile. This was what I was here for, after all. Servicing his cock with my mouth was just the preliminary round, the appetizer.

I turned around and crawled onto the bed, showing him my butt and wiggling it enticingly at him as he crawled after me. Standing on all fours on his bed, I was so ready for him. I needed the huge tool to take me, to give me the pleasure only it could deliver. I’d been wanting for this since I left his cubicle three days ago. Even when David had made love to me last night, I’d thought about this — with guilt and shame, sure, but I’d thought about it. And it had been that thought more than anything else that had made me orgasm, though I hadn’t told my husband about that. He’d been ever so pleased that he’d actually managed to get me off with his lit— with his penis that I didn’t have the heart to spoil it for him.

I tensed as I felt my big lover’s presence right behind me, my breath coming in fast, eager gasps. A hand between my thighs, a finger slid into me, probing me, preparing me. Then another, and I couldn’t stop myself from moaning out loud in pleasure… and anticipation of more to come. He fingered me, but it was clear we were both eager for more, so when he figured I was ready for the entree, the fingers disappeared. His large hand slid out to the side of my thigh, holding me still as if I was a wild horse he needed to secure before he mounted. His broad cock poked at my wet, eager vagi— pussy. My wet, eager pussy. He found the entrance and—

“OH!” I moaned as he thrust up into me. He wasn’t as patience as the first couple of tries, and he lodged the fat head of his cock into me. So BIG! Oh wow, it hurt and felt so good at the same time.

“Easy!” I gasped, “please, slow…”

“Don’t get your panties in a twist, kitten… not that you’re wearing any,” he chuckled, that masculine, powerful chuckle of his that made my nipples hard and my… my pussy wet, “you’ll get it juuust the way you like it.”

I didn’t doubt that. It just took a while to get used to his sheer size, and I needed him to take it slow until he’d refitted me to take his monster-cock.

But he was true to his word. He paused, waiting calmly for the pain to subside until my insides were ready for him. Then he slowly eased into me, stretching me and making me gasp in pain and arousal.

Slowly, slowly, he filled me up. It took less time than last time and a lot less than the first time when he had to break me in. Pulling out and pushing a little further in, patiently, but as unrelenting as the tide he forced my little pussy to yield to his big, hard cock.

“Ooooh…” I sighed when I finally felt his hairy thighs against my butt.

“There we go, girl. Now what do you want?” he teased me.

“Ah… please… please… fu-fuck me…” I asked. We both knew what I wanted, he clearly just enjoyed making me say it.

“Since you ask so nicely,” he grunted and finally, finally began fucking me in earnest. Long, slow, steady strokes, filling me up completely in a way no-one else could… certainly not my little husband. Oh, it felt so good! I met his every thrust, pushing my butt against him, taking him deeper than I could have imagined just a month ago.

A fire was burning in me, a wild, raging fire that his fat cock stoked and fed and soon it would seize control and bring me the wildest pleasure ever. It was already growing, gathering strength, getting—

“Ouch!” I grunted as a sharp pain erupted from my scalp. I tried to look back but something was holding my head in place, pulling on my hair, and the movement only hurt more.

Tom, obviously, had my hair in his meaty fist.

“What the deuce are—” I began but he interrupted me with a sharp, smarting smack on my ass.

“Shut up,” he commanded and pulled my head backwards, his cock still pushing into me, still feeding my need, though I’d stopped moving. It hurt, and I had to tilt my head backwards, arching my back as I did.

“Why are—”

“I said shut up!” he commanded and slapped my butt again, harder this time. Pain in my scalp, pain on my butt and the most intense feeling of pleasure from deep inside me. And him commanding me to shut up while he man-handled me! Why was he so mean? I was so nice to him, and all he did was hurt me and bully me and boss me around.

It was all so confusing! It was all too much!

And for damn sure, it shouldn’t feel so GOOD!

“Ah… ah!” I gasped as he pushed himself into me again and again. Almost against my will, I met his thrusts, gasping and moaning… from pain, from humiliation and from pure pleasure.

Oh no… was I close? Surely, I couldn’t orgasm while he was pulling my hair like he was taming a wild horse… surely!

“Oh… AH! Tom… Please…” I begged, as the mighty cock went into me again and again, harder and harder, and the pain in my scalp was replaced by… something else entirely. Everything that should hurt just felt sexy instead, like the world was turned upside down.

“Please what, kitten?” he demanded in his hoarse voice. But I couldn’t answer, because I didn’t even know what I was asking for. I wanted him to let go of my hair — didn’t I?

“Please what, kitten?!” he demanded and slapped my butt again… and again while he kept… kept fucking me. My inhibitions, hang-ups about language, about submitting to this powerful man were losing meaning.

It was all too much. Too much pain, too much humiliation and way, way too much pleasure. I chased the high he was giving me, I needed it like I needed air.

“Please keep FUCKING ME!” I cried, and my world exploded. My body, already taut like a string, thrashed and the pain from my hair was immense but only fed into my growing need. The fire was out of control, and everything was fuel.

“Fuck YEAH!” he grunted and hammered into me, making me cry out in pained arousal as the orgasm built and built.

“Moooore!” I begged and he gave me all he had. I rushed to the peak, seeing stars as everything, everything felt like bliss. The orgasm was so great, so much more powerful than anything my husband ever had given me, and it went on and on…

I cried myself hoarse, babbling, pleading for more, and Tom just kept fucking me. Fucking me through my high until it started to wane, and he finally let go of my hair, making my head fall forward down into his mattress as the feelings subsided, and all strength left my body. I would have collapsed completely, but he held onto my thighs, keeping me ass up as he kept using me for his pleasure.

“Yeah, you like that? Huh? Fucking slut screaming like a whore,” he grunted as he kept thrusting into me. It felt less good now, more painful, the way he used my defenseless pussy, but I didn’t have the strength to object.

Besides, give it few minutes, and it would feel great again…



David

I forced my hand off my dick juuust in the nick of time. It pulsated and a small wave of pre-cum streamed out of my slit and ran down my shaft and got caught in my boxers.

I had almost orgasmed (again), but I had managed to stop myself just in time (again).

I didn’t want to cum to the videos. Okay, I did, but I wanted to cum with Jia when she got home even more. I didn’t want to be spent when she finally arrived. I needed to reclaim her, to be inside her again, to feel her body beneath me and make sure she was still mine.

On the screen, Tom praised Jia’s cocksucking-skills while she gagged on his big fucking tool. It was like the fifth or sixth time I’d watched this video, and it was still so freaking hot. I paused it, taking a break to collect myself, though I knew I’d start it up again soon. And almost cum to it again, most likely. Could I do this all night?

Probably.

I started the short video again, my hand gripping my slimy dick that had lost a bit of its hardness, but quickly flared up once I saw Jia worship that monster-cock with her tiny mouth.

Then a text rolled in. From… Madison? We didn’t really text, so I quickly opened it, even packed away my hard dong.

[Hey David. Can we talk? Jia’s told me about you and her and Tom. I’m all for it, it sounds great! In fact, I was wondering if that might not be just what Rick and I are looking for as well. I would really like if you could talk to Rick about it. Tell him how much you like it and why, because I’m not sure he understands. I think it could really help us and improve our sex-life. He doesn’t seem to get that though. I’d be very grateful if you could open his eyes. Would that be okay?]

What. The. Fuck? Jia had told her about Tom?!

What did I do now? Try to get hold of Jia? She was probably busy, and besides what could she do? What could I do? Ignore the text? Pretend I hadn’t seen it? Well, I’d opened it, so Madison would know I’d read it. Could I just leave her on read? No, that wouldn’t work. She knew about… us… and that was a potential danger. Shit, she could blackmail us! A knot was forming in my stomach, an unpleasant knot of fear and anxiety that required some sort of action.

[What?] I wrote and sent it. I didn’t know what else to write.

What did I know about Madison? She was one of Jia’s best friends at work, she was married to a boring, old guy named Rick, we’d visited each other a few times. And she apparently knew I was a cuck. Why the fuck did she know that?! And also that she wanted to cuck her own husband, evidently.

[I was just wondering if maybe you could talk to Rick about it? I’d like if he was like you. As I wrote, I really think it would help us.]

How the fuck would I talk him into becoming a cuck? Show him the membership-benefits?! Did she think my sexual deviancy was like a gym or a time-shared apartment? That once you met the right sales-person, you can get talked into applying or something?

[I dont think you understand, it’s not really something you can be persuaded into either you like it or you dont] I shot back. I was so bewildered, so flabbergasted, so absolutely lost.

Then my phone started vibrating, and, of course, it was Madison calling. I cannot tell you how much I did not want to talk to her right now. The texting was bad enough.

But a ringing phone has to be answered. Right?

“Hey Madison,” I sighed into the speaker.

“David. How are you?” she sounded a little antsy.

“Fine, fine,” I answered untruthfully. I was far from fine right now. How dare Jia tell this woman about our… our… arrangement?!

“Look, David, I’ll jump right into it… I hate to put you on the spot like this, and it’s not that I want you to persuade Rick or anything. Just tell him how much you enjoy it and try to open his eyes to maybe trying it himself,” she said.

“That’s like the definition of persuade someone!” I objected, “and if he doesn’t want to, I can’t help you.” There. That ought to end the discussion.

“I’m just not sure he really understands what I’m talking about. Maybe if you explained it to him…” she let the thought hang in the air, while I sighed.

“Madison, this is serious. It’s not something you should be pushed into. If everyone’s not down with… with it all, it could end badly.”

“I guess.” She didn’t sound convinced. Or maybe she just really wanted something to happen.

“There are a lot of pitfalls in this lifestyle,” I lectured her, “and if you’re not 100 percent on board and have good, open communication, you’ll end up with regrets.”

“I guess,” she said again, “so how about if Rick has any questions or anything, he can call you?”

“I… yeah, sure,” I said, unable to turn down a direct request like that. How awkward would that conversation be though?

So Rick, thanks for attending David Jensen’s Cucking 101. Please God, no. Hopefully, Rick would never ask.

“Thanks, David. Sorry I’m disturbing you like this. I know you must be… excited tonight.”

Was she talking about…?

“You know Jia’s… eh, out tonight?”

“I do indeed. I hope she has fun,” the woman cackled. I shook my head in disbelief. How much had my dear wife told her?

“Anyway, I’ll see you later, David. Thanks for the talk,” she said.

“Eh, you’re welcome. See you around,” I answered, and like that the conversation ended. How strange was that?

With the awkwardness of the conversation away, I felt a slow, petulant anger rise in me. Why had Jia told her this? Had she told others? Even if not, how dare she tell anyone — anyone — about my… about this? That was not her secret to tell! I’d trusted her and she’d turned around and told Madison and God knows how many others? Probably laughed at me behind my back too!

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I muttered, once again pacing through the house.

What the fuck did I do now?

I still had my phone in my hand, and suddenly the video of Jia sucking Tom’s cock was playing, and I found myself in the bathroom. I fished out my dick and went to town, watching my perfect, beautiful and traitorous wife suck cock.

Oh, it felt so good.

It didn’t take many strokes before the orgasm loomed large.

And this time I didn’t stop before I’d spewed my load into the sink.



Jia

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I moaned loudly whenever he bottomed out in me. It felt great, just so great. After that first explosion, I was once again scaling the peaks of pleasure, and Tom was quickly and expertly bringing me back up the mountain.

This position… with me on my knees and Tom behind me was amazing. Although I’d been right that it was somewhat demeaning for the woman, since the man was clearly in control, the pleasure it brought was unbelievable. Maybe it was because he entered at another angle, or it was easier for him to leverage his weight and size to establish a strong rhythm, or maybe it was something else entirely but the experience was truly exceptional.

I didn’t mind when he spanked me either, though I couldn’t tell him that. Or even when he pulled my hair. Demeaning, yes, but also exceedingly arousing. Pain… wasn’t so bad when done right, I was quickly realising. And Tom did it so right!

“Fuck, I love your ass, Jia-girl!” Tom exclaimed behind and predictably his large palm slapped down on my exposed cheek, making me moan and push back at him.

“Getting close, kitten?” he grunted, and I nodded with a soft, eager moan.

“You want to cum again, don’t you?” he demanded to know and slapped my other cheek.

I nodded again, and my hair that once had been in a beautiful, controlled style now swung freely around my face, nodded with me.

“Tell me!” he ordered and hammered his hard cock into me, making me gasp out loud.

“Yes! Yes, I want to cum again,” I obediently answered, and the fire in me burnt hotter at the admission.

“Mhm… but… have you fucked… the little pip-squeak… since the other night?” he asked.

What? Why was he asking that now?

“What… what do you mean?” I asked. His fat prick penetrated deep and hard into me. Oh, right there, yessss…

“I mean,” he said slowly, “I told you… NOT to fuck… the little guy!”

Oh. Oh that. But he hadn’t been serious about that.

“Because,” he went on, “I told you… NOT to do that.”

His cock felt sooo good, it was hard to think about anything else.

“Mhm… oh…” I sighed, ignoring his words, focusing on the part of him that was inside me instead. So much more pleasant.

“So did you?” he insisted.

“Did I what?” I asked, all innocently.

“Did you fuck your limp husband, you stupid slut!” he snarled at me.

I had a Masters of Library and Information Science while he barely finished high-school, but he called me stupid!? If he wasn’t currently bringing me the most pleasure anyone ever had, I’d be really cross with him.

“Yessss…” I admitted, then defended myself meekly with: “he’s my husband.”

“Stupid cunt,” he muttered and slapped my ass again. Then his fingers bore into my hips to get the best possible grip and slammed into me. Again and again, he hammered into me, riding me like there was no tomorrow.

“Ooooooohhhhh!” I cried and suddenly I wasn’t climbing towards the peak of pleasure, I was running. Wow, wow, wow, it felt out of this world.

“Huh! Uh! Uh! UUUHHH!” I cried. Oh my, I was so close. I was… I was…

And then he stopped. Without a word, he pulled out of me, leaving me to hump the air where his wonderful, fat cock had been but a moment before.

“What? Nooooo…” I whined and looked back at the man. He had a most displeased expression. Uh-oh…

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me around, my face close to his, and a sudden fear swelled in me. Forget about my near-orgasm — that was still so very close by the way — what was he going to do? I swallowed nervously, as I looked into his mean, angry eyes.

“When I tell you to do something,” he snarled, still breathing hard, “I expect you to do it.”

I was so small and he was so big. He was in control, and I was a silly little girl. That’s what I felt as he stared down at me, his jaw working angrily.

“He’s… he’s my husband though,” I whispered, trying to defend myself again.

“So what? I’m not saying you can’t fuck the little guy ever again. I’m saying,” and he leaned even closer in, dominating me with his size, his closeness and his raw strength, “if I tell you to turn him down, you turn him down. Capiche, kitten?”

I nodded, and he moved his fist in my hair up and down so my nods became exaggerated.

“And when I tell you, don’t fuck the little pip-squak tonight… are you gonna?”

“N-nnnoooo…” I said slowly, and he helped me shake my head too.

“That’s a good girl,” he said and slapped my face. Not overly hard but not soft either. Pain wasn’t the point, the humiliation was.

“Now Jia… what do you want?”

I should say to go home. To get out of here, away from this controlling madman. I was a free woman, I didn’t owe him anything! He couldn’t tell me what to do and when to make love to my husband.

But… the fire in me was still burning, worse than ever in fact. And it would not be denied.

“I wanna get fucked,” I whined in a soft voice.

“I know you do,” he grinned and threw me back down on the bed. I landed heavy on my back, and he crawled in between my legs — which I eagerly spread for him. And then he plunged back into me, where he belonged and gave me the fucking I needed.

I came three more times — three orgasms, every one of them more intense and powerful than anything David could give me — before he finally had enough too. With a grunt he pulled out of me and knee-walked up to my head, his large hand stroking his thick shaft.

He stuck it in my mouth, and what choice did I have but to accept it?

“Gonna cum in your mouth, you fucking slut,” he grunted, and that thought clearly spurred him on further. I didn’t really want that, but he’d done such a good job that he’d pretty much earned the right to cum wherever he wanted. His hand moved fast up and down his long shaft, and in my eagerness to serve, I sucked the best I could on the strong head of his cock. Heck, I even used my tongue to caress him, tickling his slit and rubbing his sensitive spots. I was hardly looking forward to his slimy discharge in my mouth, but what choice did I have? Better to get it over with.

“Fuck… fuck… take it, you goddamn yellow whore!” he grunted, and I didn’t even have time to take offence before my mouth was filled with salty luke-warm slime. It tasted horrible, but I forced it down as fast as I could, just as another wave hit my tongue and the back of my mouth. I swallowed again and again, but my mouth overflowed and the slimy, pearly liquid ran out of the corner of my mouth and down my chin, all the while Tom was grunting in triumphant pleasure. It was so gross!

“Fucking hell…” he sighed and slowly extracted his hard meat from my lips. I kept swallowing, trying to get the taste out of my mouth, but there was no helping it.

Splat! He slapped his still-hard member against my cheek and laughed at my humiliation. Not a cruel laugh, just a good-natured ‘aren’t we having fun’-laugh.

I shot him a look, but there wasn’t a lot I could do, so I ignored him and just took his demeaning, childish antics. He shook his head and laid down next to me. I wiped his junk off of me with the back of my hand and realised it had dripped down onto the top of my chest and wiped that off in his duvet, before I scooted up next to him. For once though, the sex didn’t end with me having to rush out of the building before someone caught us, so I could take my time, staying in bed and just revelling in the afterglow. My body was completely relaxed and sated, and my big, burly bringer of orgasms lay beside me.

I looked at him, really looked at him. Strong but a little overweight. Needed some more excercise and less unhealthy food. His face coarse and stubborn with a strong jaw-line, thinning blonde hair and small, blue eyes. Not a handsome man by any standard, and it was hard to imagine he brought me such earth-shattering, mind-blowing pleasure… and that he could control me and make me obey like a little girl. I was still pondering that last thing, not really sure what to do with it.

I found myself tracing his tattoo from his wrist up his strong arm to his shoulder and collar-bone while I thought about everything that had happened tonight.

“How come you ain’t got any tats?” he wondered, interrupting my train of thought. He was laying on his side, one hand holding his head, the other outstretched for me to caress, his eyes following my fingers as they moved.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly after a small pause, “I never thought much about it. Mother hates that stuff, and David doesn’t care for it either.”

“Doubt those two would like you being here neither,” he chuckled. Well, he was half-right. Mother would lose her hair if she knew her precious daughter was bedding a white half-wit like Tom. Her precious daughter having a sordid affair? Unthinkable. David on the other hand would have given his right hand to witness how thoroughly I’d just been fucked.

“Probably not,” I agreed noncommittally.

“You’d look fine with some ink though,” he commented.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. What’d be then?”

“I don’t know,” I said and paused again, “maybe… a lily. Here, on my shoulder,” I indicated the front of my shoulder, just around my collarbone.

“Would look fine. I have a buddy who’s like a master with a needle. Let me know, and I’ll hook you up,” he said.

“Maybe…” I said thoughtfully. David and mother didn’t own me or my skin. I could decide for myself if I wanted a tattoo.

“In the mean-time,” he went on, “how ’bout you clean me up, huh? Like a good girl…”

I looked down at the large member hanging down and resting on the mattress. Even flaccid it was impressive. It was wet with our shared juices and quite… unappealing, if I was honest.

Nevertheless, I crawled down there and took the slimy thing in my mouth, cleaning it… like a good girl. It had a musky, tangy taste, and it felt extremely subservient to lick and suck it clean.

Neither of us were surprised when my act of dutiful service slowly but surely brought the massive sausage back to life.

The thought of another round made me all giddy and excited, and my lips smiled around his meaty girth.



David

I heard the front-door close from the bedroom, where I’d retired to with my phone. It was now. She was home.

I had no idea what would happen now, but I was steeling myself for a fight. She had to understand it was not okay to tell my secrets to outsiders! I had to draw the line here. The anger that had simmered in me since Madison hung up was growing hotter.

Jia, my darling wife, made her way through the house. Usually it was me coming to her, but this time it was the other way around, and it felt strange, unfamiliar.

“Hey nae sarang,” she smiled as she opened the door and found me in bed.

“Hey,” I answered, keeping my voice even. Her brows furrowed in concern as she recognised my carefully neutral demeanor.

God, she was beautiful. Even as angry as I was, I couldn’t help but recognise how sexy she looked. Her hair looked damp, like she’d recently showered and she was wearing a lot less make-up than when she left, but she still looked amazing. Honestly, I wanted nothing more than to throw her down on the bed and make love to her right here and now.

But I couldn’t. I had to get this straight.

“Is something wrong?” she asked and sat down on the bed, looking at me with a worried expression.

Without a word, I found the text-exchange I’d had with Madison and handed it to her, letting her see how her secret betrayal was not so secret anymore. She quickly read it and looked up at me with a guilty expression.

“Oh,” she simply said. Really? That’s all I got?

“Yeah. Oh,” I agreed in a hard voice, my anger right under the surface, but I had to keep it under control, had to keep my cool.

“Look, David—” she began.

“Why did you tell her? What did you tell her?” I demanded, my voice louder than intended. Damnit, it didn’t take long to lose my cool, but it really hurt that she’d been talking about me like that. Where was the trust?

“I… I only told her what we’ve been… up to,” she answered without really answering. She did look remorseful, but it didn’t really help now, did it? A little late for remorse, wasn’t it?

“You told her my most personal secrets? Why?” I asked, jaw clenched.

She sighed deeply and started undressing.

“Look,” she said as her beautiful red dress, though now wrinkled and stained hit the floor, leaving her… naked. No bra, no panties.

Shit, she looked good! Even angry as I was, I couldn’t stop devouring her with my eyes. Wait… where was her… fuck, had she shaved her pussy? Like he’d asked? She’d done as he asked?? Despite deciding a few days ago NOT to do that?

No, I couldn’t get side-tracked. I needed to stay on the ball here, there were more important matters at hand.

With a herculean effort, I forced my eyes back on her face.

“I needed some… perspective,” she went on and crawled up on the bed, having no idea what went on in my mind, “it was all… so much. And I trust Madison, she’ll keep quiet.” Her large breasts swayed under her as she moved on the bed and my fingers itched to grab them. But I didn’t. I held firm, my anger making it easier for me to focus.

“Except she’s talked to her husband about it. Who might tell who knows how many others?” I bit her off, “and was she really the only one you told?”

“Yes, of course! What do you think, I’ve been telling everybody our dirty secrets?” she exclaimed.

“Well, I thought you wouldn’t tell ANYONE, but look how that turned out,” I snarled, “does your family know? Nari?” She seemed sincere but I was too angry and too hurt to really believe her.

“Of course not! No-one else, I promise,” she guaranteed me. Okay, that was good to know. It was hard to stay mad at her when she was so close. Her beautiful body right next to me was difficult to ignore.

“Okay, okay. So what did you tell her. Just that we’ve eh… expanded the marriage a bit?”

“Eh… yeah, more or less,” she mumbled.

“More or less?” What the fuck did that mean?

“Well, I may… may have given her a… eh, a little more detailed account than that,” she admitted slowly.

“A detailed account,” I repeated and felt my stomach drop, “what kind of… details?”

She licked her lips nervously and didn’t meet my eyes. Her hand at her nose, fingers fiddling with her nose-stud, a clear indicator that she was nervous. Well, she ought to be.

“Does it matter?” she asked. Of course it fucking mattered!

“It matters,” I said in a cold voice, “what did you tell her?”

“Please don’t be mad. I… I told her that… well, I told her everything,” she shrugged, “I told her that you liked it, I told her how Tom and I… made love… about his large penis… about—”

“You told her he’s bigger than me?” I asked, mouth dry in nervous surprise. She shrugged and nodded.

“Well, he is,” she defended herself. She got me there.

“And I told her how I… we, eh… enjoyed that,” she added.

“How we enjoyed that… how we enjoyed that?” I asked her, and she nodded again, looking down.

“You told her that I enjoy him having a larger dick?” I asked incredulously.

“Well, you do,” she pointed out, which really didn’t help.

“That doesn’t matter! Jia, that was fucking private!” I said, voice raised.

“Don’t shout at me,” she defended herself, “I only told her the truth.”

“You had no right telling her my secrets, truth or not!” I countered, so, so fucking angry, “and I’m NOT shouting!”

“They are my secrets too, and I needed her perspective,” she hissed like a goddamn cat and crossed her arms across her chest in a defensive position. It also gave her a nice cleavage but I was not about to be distracted by female charms now.

“What else did you tell her,” I asked, forcing my voice to be as calm as possible. Calm, calm, I needed to be calm…

“Just… what we’ve been doing,” she shrugged, obviously still put off.

That… that covered a wide range of things though. A pretty fucking wide range, to be frank.

“How eh… detailed?” I wondered, still forcing my voice to stay level.

Another shrug without meeting my eyes.

“Jia,” I said slowly and carefully, trying my best to catch her eyes, but she kept her eyes down, “how detailed?”

“Pretty detailed,” she admitted.

“Like… like that time you made me admit that… that cucks don’t… don’t get head until I came?” I said in a flat voice, pulse racing. That was my single-most humiliating secret — surely, she wouldn’t have told anyone about that!

“I… I mean…” she gave yet another shrug. It wasn’t hard to decipher what that shrug meant, but I wanted to be absolutely sure.

“Jia… did you tell her that?” I asked, my stomach tying itself in knots.

She gave me a quick glance then nodded, not looking proud about it.

She’d told her. She’d told her friend my most embarrassing, my most humiliating, my most shameful secret… and more. I lowered my gaze as I imagined the two of them laughing at my disgrace. I was mortified. It was worse than that time my mom told the entire family of my bed-wetting when I was eight. That, at least had been beyond my control. This was something I had chosen to do, but I’d done so in the secure knowledge that no-one else would ever know about it.

And now people did. No telling how many.

Something else stirred in my stomach. Something dark. Something… that felt a lot better than the guilt, the fear, the embarrassment, the absolute humiliation.

How dare she? How fucking dare she?!

“You had no right to tell anyone about that,” I said, anger rising in my chest like a phoenix and colouring my voice. I looked at her in a way I never had before, my lips curled back from my teeth and my eyes shooting lightning. She recoiled and looked nervously at me, which made me feel better.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t—”

“You’re SORRY?! After blabbing about me to your friend you’re SORRY?” I interrupted her with a snarl.

“I am but—”

“What the fuck,” I interrupted her, “is WRONG with you?!”

“Don’t shout at me! I’m trying to apologise here, and you’re getting all bent out of shape,” she replied heatedly.

Did she just fucking accuse me of overreacting?

“I’m not shouting!” I said, raising my voice further, “you’re the one who fucking humiliated me to your friend! Did you have a good laugh? Hmm?”

“You are shouting,” she hissed back at me, “and girls talk, okay? Okay? We tell each other things, help each other, it’s how we—”

“Oh, don’t give me that sisterly bullshit,” I spat back at her, “you didn’t have to tell her everything, didn’t have to humiliate me like that—

“Excuse me? Did you just call it bullshit?” she asked in a high, poignant voice, “I NEED to be able to tell my friend what goes on in my life, okay?”

“You NEED to humiliate me and laugh about me with your friends?” I asked, raising my voice a little bit more. Not that I was shouting, like she accused me of, but more to underline my point. Because this was unbelievable! She really refused to admit she’d done anything wrong? Did she honestly think she had to the right to spill my secrets to everyone she wanted?

“You humiliated yourself! I didn’t make you say or do anything you didn’t want!” she snarled, her voice ugly, “maybe if you’re so ashamed of what you’re doing, you shouldn’t do it! It’s not my fault you want me to get… get fucked by a better lover, is it?! So don’t fucking cry about it now!”

I reeled back at her harsh words, looking at her with open mouth and huge eyes. What the hell had happened to my gentle Jia?



Jia

I probably shouldn’t have said that — it might have been a step too far. He looked so hurt, so wounded. I hated that I’d made him look like that.

But his self-righteousness was too irksome for me to swallow. Okay, yes, I shouldn’t have told Madison… everything. The bit about him cumming when he’d admitted that he didn’t deserve oral.. yes, maybe I should have kept that to myself. But still!

He was blowing it way out of proportions! Hadn’t I done a lot — a lot — for him over the last weeks? Just tonight, I’d sucked and, as Tom would want me to say, been fucked by the biggest cock in the state… for him! And yet he dared to to shout and swear at me just for needing to vent to a friend?

But there was such anger and hurt in his eyes right now that it almost made me apologise instantly. Almost. My heart bled for him, but I still had some pride, and I wouldn’t let him push me around.

“That was a low blow, Jia,” he said, and he wasn’t shouting anymore. But the anger in his low voice almost made me wish he was.

“I’m sorry you feel that way,” I said, keeping my voice cold. I couldn’t let him know he got to me.

We stared at each other for a long time. Minutes, maybe? Neither wanted to be the first to say anything. He was too proud and too stubborn to admit he was out of line, and I refused to give in to his pouty behaviour. I’d back down and apologise when he’d done the same.

Instead of doing that, however, the obstinate fool suddenly swung his legs out of bed and stood up, gathering his pillow and covers in his arms.

“I think I’ll sleep on the couch tonight,” he said in a wounded tone that probably was meant to make me feel bad, but only made me resent him for his immature actions.

“Oh, that’s real mature, David,” I congratulated him in my most sarcastic tone, “real mature. Run away instead of solving the problem.”

“I think we both need to cool off,” he answered with the demeanour of a martyr. Like he was sacrificing himself for the greater good instead of running away. Was he even fooling himself?

“Fine,” I said in a high-minded tone, “if you won’t keep me company, maybe I’ll call Tom and ask if he wants to come over. He’d never leave me naked in bed like this!”

The moment the words had left my mouth, I regretted them. Especially once I saw the pain in David’s eyes… and then the anger.

“Goodnight… Jia,” he said, his mouth such a thin line I was surprised the words could escape his lips. I had a vague hunch he’d have liked to say something else instead of my name.

Probably better he hadn’t.

When the door closed, I threw myself down on the bed, so angry with him and myself, tears almost came to my eyes.

What a stupid fight. Couldn’t he see he was overreacting? Men and their pride, I thought and shook my head.

Before I knew it, my phone was in my hand and I was texting Tom. That was in all likelihood a mistake, emotional as I was, but I needed an outlet. Texting Madison right now felt like the wrong move, all things considered.

[David’s mad at me.]

[Did the pipsqueak figure out were you were? Is he kiccing you out?] came the reply.

[No, it’s about something else. Don’t worry about it.]

Then an immature thought came to me, and I couldn’t help but smile. It wasn’t to get back at David, that would be crazy. And it wasn’t that I didn’t care about his opinion. It was more that… he’d shown he wasn’t as mature and dependable as I’d expected, so why should I be bothered with what he thought?

[I was wondering… what’s the name of that tattoo-artist you know?]

Thank you for sticking with me, Jia and David so far. Please leave a comment, I really enjoy reading them.
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By DontJudgeMe_

Warning: This is a cuck-story, and while it starts as a loving tale, it won’t stay that way. If you’re not into that, please stop reading.

As always a huge thanks to my wonderful wife for ideas, editing and reining me in when I got too crazy. I love you. <3

Please leave a comment if you enjoy the story. It means a lot.

David

I did not sleep well on the couch, not well at all. The dramatic exit had felt right at the moment, but her parting barb about Tom had hurt deeper than I thought it would. I’d never felt so low, so desperately alone, and she didn’t even seem to care.

All night I thought about her and me and our relationship, and how we’d get past this.

I needed to talk to her, really talk to her about this Tom-thing. It was getting out of hand. She’d have to do some damage-control with Madison — make sure she didn’t talk to anyone else. We’d also have to reconnect, just the two of us and finally have some goddamn sex without Tom being in the picture — her and me, and no-one else. And she would have to fucking apologise — admit that she was wrong in disclosing my secrets to outsiders. That was the very least she could do. She should have done so last night already, I was out here waiting for her. Was it really so hard to come out to me and admit she was wrong? She was so goddamn stubborn, but she had to see that I was right.

As for me, I had to decide what I wanted out of the whole cuck-thing? I needed to be completely clear on that before any discussions were held. Did I want to end it? Call it off altogether? That thought filled me with anxiety, and I spent a lot of time mulling it over.

In a way I did. We’d never fought like this before, and me sleeping on the couch really set a bad precedence for the future — especially as we hadn’t spent a night apart in years, way before we got married or even engaged. I didn’t want to be alone, not when I had my wonderful wife so close.

On the other hand… it was still so exciting. Imagine if I could watch, really watch them together. It had been wild beyond words that night when she finally surrendered to him and let him have her.

Just her talking about it, telling me about it was so hot… though right now she probably didn’t want to talk to me about anything.

As the sun rose, I knew what needed to be done. We needed to make up. She needed to apologise, yes, but so did I.

She was my best friend and the love of my life. We couldn’t stay mad at each other, it wouldn’t do. This stupid spat was just a minor inconvenience, and we’d get through it stronger than ever.

And she’ll tell me what she did with Tom last night a small, eager voice whispered in my ear.

Well, that too.

And then we needed to have the talk about the whole situation.



Jia

My mood hadn’t improved during the night. I couldn’t deal with David right now. I just couldn’t. He was awake in the living-room, I could hear him, but I stayed in the bedroom with my phone. He could come to me if he had something to say.

My eyes were tired and itchy — most likely a combination of lack of sleep and me not washing off my make-up last night, as I’d been too distraught with the whole ordeal. A bad idea generally, but made even worse by the fact that I had twisted and turned all night. I’d been so angry with David and his unfair outbursts and childish antics. Sleeping on the couch because he was mad at me? Please! What a level of maturity he displayed.

But, I had to grudgingly admit, I’d also missed him. Sleeping without him was a strange, unfamiliar feeling, and I didn’t care for it. It was all cold and lonely, and I needed the sound of him breathing to fall asleep.

It was his choice though. If he preferred the couch, then he could be my guest. He knew where the bed was, and if he wanted to sleep in it, all he had to do was come back to me.

But oh no… he’d expected me to come crawling and beg him to return. Well, that hadn’t happened, and it never would. I loved him but he couldn’t treat me like that.

He didn’t own me, and it seemed I had to remind him of that.

I had agreed to meet Tom at his friend’s tattoo-parlour at 10 — apparently he’d open up just for us on a Sunday. Tom must have an extremely loyal friend, which surprised me — he didn’t seem to be a guy to inspire loyalty. I’d have to get dressed if I wanted to be on time, and it really wouldn’t do to show up with last night’s make-up. Or rather, the quick make-up I’d applied at Tom’s before going home last night, seeing as how he’d ruined the first one by shoving that big, fat cock of his down my throat.

The memory made me all giddy inside. It was strange how I’d gone from a no-oral policy to wanting to suck that monster, but really… it just felt so right in my mouth.

I shook that happy memory away and went to the bathroom to wash myself and apply a quick layer of mascara, eye-shadow… and just a touch of lip-stick.

By the time I was clothed and ready, I was late anyway.

I hurried through the house, saw David sit up, take in my dressed state and frown, and I sighed. Of course he was mad already.

“I’m going out,” I said in a clipped tone.

“Wait, Jia… we need to talk,” he insisted.

Oh, now he wanted to talk. He’d had all morning but now that I came to him, we could discuss the situation.

“When I get back,” I dismissed him. His mouth opened and closed in surprise, and he stared at me wide-eyed, looking like a fish on land.

“Jia—” he began.

“Later, David,” I snapped and moved out into the hallway.

“Are you going to see Tom?!” he called after me, a distinct accusatory note in his voice.

I didn’t answer, just kept going. Found a pair of shoes and a light jacket and was out the door before he could follow me to ask more questions.

Childish, maybe, and it might come back to haunt me later, but it felt extremely satisfying cutting him off like that.



“You’re late,” was the first thing Tom remarked when I entered the small studio called ‘Inked In’. Wow, did I know no graceful men?

“Sorry,” I muttered but gave him a challenging look. The dynamic felt different here than last night or the times at the office. There was no sexual gratification on the horizon, and I didn’t need him for anything. We were just two… well, not friends, not lovers, two… acquaintances meeting.

He sensed it too and narrowed his eyes at me but didn’t say anything.

“Hey, I’m Spencer,” the small, fat man next to Tom introduced himself, either oblivious to the charged tension between Tom and myself, or exceedingly tuned into it and eager to break it. Whichever it was, he extended his hand, and I shook it hesitantly. He had a strangely soft voice for such a broad figure, and his grip was limp.

“Jia,” I answered and really looked at him. He was my height, fat and with a long, unkempt beard and a bald head. His large glasses made his eyes look strangely round, and he had an easy smile. All in all, he seemed a nice, harmless guy.

Although, as his eyes slid appreciatively across my chest, maybe not that harmless. Oh well, it’s not as if he was the first guy to address my chest rather than my face. Even in the boring, old top I’d thrown on, my boobs were noticeable. But then again, I’d known this would happen when I asked David for the surgery.

“So, Jia, Tom says you want some ink? A flower, hmm?” he asked. His eyes lingered on my hand for a second… no, not my hand. My wedding-band. This outsider knew I was married and not to Tom. Should I have taken off my ring?

No. Never.

“Yes,” I nodded to his question. I ignored the unwelcome thoughts about what he knew and didn’t know about my marital status and fished my phone out of my bag. A few clicks later, I showed him the image I’d found last night, when I couldn’t sleep anyway. It was a pink lily on a light green stem with three green leaves.

Spencer looked at it with a knowledgeable expression and nodded slowly.

“And on your—”

“On her pussy!” Tom interrupted with a jovial laugh, and Spencer quickly looked at him with raised eyebrows.

“Not on my… there,” I corrected coldly, uncomfortable with the P-word in-front of this stranger. Was Tom being irksome just to embarrass me? Or would he really want a tattoo on my vulva?

It didn’t matter though. I wasn’t getting one there. Only sluts and trollops did that kind of thing.

“I was thinking on my shoulder. Around here?” I pointed to the front part of my shoulder around my collarbone, “and maybe around this big?” I held my thumb and index-finger about ten centimeters apart.

“Bah, bigger, kitten,” Tom grunted, “she needs it bigger.”

“Tom—” I sighed but didn’t get far.

“She really likes it big,” he winked and grinned at his own stupid joke. When Spencer looked at me with interested eyes, I found myself blushing.

I sighed. Why was Tom being such a cretin?

“Okay, like this then,” I grumbled and spread my fingers further apart, my thumb touching the top of my boob, and Spencer nodded thoughtfully. Since Tom didn’t have any more jives, we began the process.



David

This had all gone wrong. Jia wasn’t picking up her phone, didn’t answer my texts and hadn’t given any information about her whereabouts.

Once again I found myself pacing the house, fighting the ever-rising panic in my chest. I had to be logical, had to maintain control.

She hadn’t answered me when I asked if she was going to Tom… which could mean that… she did go to him? She didn’t?

I thought about driving to Tom’s place — I could find it in some company database on my laptop or just on social media, perhaps — but discarded the idea. What would I even do there? Just look for her car? And if I found it? What then? Come to her rescue or something? It wasn’t like she was being held against her will, was it?

And even if I did swoop in to save the day… Tom was pretty big and pretty strong. I doubted I could take him in a fight. Maybe with a surprise attack or… or I might draw out the fight and tire him, like in a duel or something from a fantasy novel.

Most likely though, I’d get my ass kicked, and then where was I?

So I stayed back, imagining what Jia was doing. Getting fucked in her car. Getting fucked in Tom’s apartment. Getting fucked somewhere public.

Getting fucked by Tom, basically. And it drove me crazy with arousal and despair. I didn’t want her to go to him because she was mad at me, I wanted her to go to him as a part of our game. This was a completely different situation!

I went for a run to burn off some energy. I cleaned the house to occupy my mind. I paced some more because I couldn’t stop myself, and all the while the fear and worry and arousal kept nagging me. Why was she doing this to me?

I kept calling, kept texting. Had she turned off her phone? Had Tom turned off her phone? Was he holding her prisoner? Was she in danger?! Was he—

No. No, this was stupid. She was mad at me. Mad that she couldn’t tell other people my secrets willy nilly. So she was punishing me.

It was so silly. It was so immature. And it was so unlike Jia, to be honest. What was going on with her, she was normally so mature. I’d never seen her act so childish before. Then again, I’d never really seen her angry with me before, not like this at least.

Panicky thoughts and confidence-shattering doubts, mind-numbing fear and agonising anxiety, sprinkled with some erotic fantasies, that was my Sunday, and it was horrible. I needed Jia to be here, to talk to me. I couldn’t wait for her to come home. Because she was coming home… right?



Jia

Getting a tattoo hurt. The initial stinging became a dull, constant ache that was made so much more irritating since I couldn’t rub it.

Spencer was intensely focused on his work, only at times distracted by an ‘accidental’ brush against my boobs. I’d told him off the first couple of times and he’d profoundly apologised… and then done it again five minutes later. Tom hadn’t reacted, and I absolutely refused to ask him for help in policing his friend. By now Spencer had worn me down, and I didn’t even care anymore, I just wanted this over with.

Besides, I had more important things to think about than some light groping. It wasn’t until the needle pierced my skin for the first time, I’d realised that… this might not be the best idea, or even a good one. This was in fact a very permanent decision, one I’d have to endure for the rest of my life. Did I even want a tattoo? Was I getting this just to send a message to David? How would he react? He’d never liked tattoos and didn’t have any himself.

But he couldn’t make decisions for me and my skin. He didn’t own me. If I wanted a tattoo, what could he really say? Especially when I presented him with a fait accompli. Maybe he’d complain and whine, but it wasn’t like Spencer had a return-policy. Probably he would like it when I told him that Tom had wanted me to get it. His little penis would get all hard and he’d look at me with shame-filled eyes and—

My cruel musings were interrupted when Spencer brushed my right boob again, with his free hand this time, lingering for a little while, his fingers closing around my nipple for juuust a second. I’d pulled my top off and he’d pushed the bra-string down, and the cup had apparently sagged down to let the little lady out into the free air.

I was about to say something but he instantly let go… and I didn’t have the energy. He was almost done. Let him have his fun, it was harmless after all, compared to what Tom had put me through just last night. The little guy probably didn’t get a lot of action either — women don’t tend to go for short, fat, nervous-looking geezers.

The needle kept humming away, the pain and irritation kept growing, Tom kept staring at his phone only to now and then look over at the flower taking shape on my shoulder and breast, Spencer kept his focus on his works — for the most part at least — and I kept wondering whether or not this was a good idea.

“There… all done,” Spencer finally said and got one last fondle in on my boob before straightening up.

I looked at the tattoo on my shoulder. It was beautiful. The lily looked so lifelike, so pretty, and I couldn’t help but smile at the charming picture. Even though my skin was swollen and drops of blood were oozing out at the left side, it was pretty. Fortunately, Tom hadn’t exaggerated Spencer’s skills, and I was right grateful for that.

At least the pain in my shoulder and the growing head-ache would be for something worthwhile.

I listened to Spencer explaining the basics of aftercare, and he gave me a ‘second skin’ as he called it, a sheer plastic-layer he put on me like a band-aid.

“How much do I owe you?” I asked as I found my phone. It hadn’t occurred to me to ask for a price beforehand — how out of balance was I? David wouldn’t be pleased if the price was too steep but no matter. It wasn’t his money. He earned more than me (by a fair margin), so he paid for most expenses, but I paid my share, and I had my own money. I could pay for the tattoo, even if David would get his panties in a twist about the cost.

“Ehh…” Spencer nervously looked at Tom.

“Don’t worry about it, kitten. I got you,” he said, acting the gallant gentleman. Well, except for the pet-name, that wasn’t very gentleman-like.

“I’m not sure—” I began, not really liking this. I didn’t want to be in Tom’s debt. There was something gloomy about that, something unappealing. Like, he took care of me, maybe expecting something in return?

Admittedly, there was also something deeply appealing in this scenario, and my little lady down-stairs was highly interested, but I wasn’t about to open that particular can of worms.

“It’s already been arranged,” Spencer said in his weak little voice. Not a lot I could do then, was there? Tom took my hand and we went out the door, saying our goodbyes as we left.

I needed to go home. Or, well, first I needed to visit a pharmacy and get that creme Spencer had mentioned, then home and rest. Or, well… home and have another fight with David. Then rest.

When we made it to my car though, instead of saying goodbye or making plans to meet up again later, Tom simply got in the passenger-side.

“Eh…” I wondered what was going on now.

“So, kitten finally got some ink, huh?” he smirked.

“Yes, I… guess,” I mumbled, not knowing what to say, considering I was still feeling ambivalent about my new ‘ink’. I wanted to rub it but couldn’t. I did the next-best thing instead and played with my nose-stud.

“Come here,” he said and leaned in, and suddenly we were kissing. I wasn’t sure if that was what I wanted either. After all David hadn’t… approved of this.

But a little kissing wouldn’t hurt him. He wouldn’t mind.

“Let’s go to my place. I have some left-over creme you can use,” he said, and alarm-bells started going off in my head. If we went to his place, I wouldn’t just get creme. Or rather, I’d get a very different kind of cream out of this strong, dominant man. And that… that seemed like a step too far. If David wanted me to make love… to get fucked by Tom that was all fine and good. But right now, he probably didn’t want that. Honestly, with the pain in my shoulder and the unnatural stiffness from sitting in the same position for too long, I wasn’t even in the mood for sex. Although… well, I could probably be persuaded.

“I… can’t,” I murmured and stuck my tongue back into his mouth. It felt so exciting when he sucked on it.

“Hm,” Tom broke the kiss and pulled back into his seat, his brow furrowed, “why not?”

“I… I have to get home to my husband. He doesn’t know where I am,” I admitted truthfully. I hadn’t looked at my phone since I arrived at the tattoo-parlour, and there had already been quite few messages back then.

Tom looked at me with a displeased expression for a good long while, and I felt all confused. Why did it bother me so much that he was unhappy with me? It shouldn’t! He was just a large cock and some good orgasms, nothing more. David was the man in my life.

I had left David at home, angry and worried with hardly a care. Tom looking at me like this made me feel deeply uneasy. That seemed wrong, like my priorities were out of sync.

Slowly Tom nodded, and I felt a wave of relief.

Then he moved his hand to my mouth and stuck out his index-finger. This again? I sighed and wrapped my lips around his finger, showing my submission to him. Licking and sucking on his finger like his good little girl, and he nodded, pleased, and I felt myself getting aroused. It was rather exciting to submit to him like this, though I still struggled with why.

Then he moved his finger out of my mouth and down to his pants, which he unzipped to pull out his large, beautiful cock. My eyes were instantly glued to it, and not just because it was a bizarre action. It was strange, but… I longed for it. Maybe we could go to his place? Be quick about it? It was the wrong choice but it sure was tempting…

“Your Daddy here just gave you a nice, expensive gift, kitten. I think you need to make it up to him,” he said slowly.

What the… well, pardon my French, fuck?

“What?” I asked. Where did this Daddy-rubbish come from? David had tried that once too, and I’d not cared for it then either. It was demeaning and humiliating and put the woman on the same level as a child while elevating the man to the authoritative position of a parent. Not a good precedent to set.

“You heard me,” he said sternly, and my indignation withered under his unflinching gaze. Instead, my nipples hardened and my… my pussy grew moist.

“You want me to…” I gestured towards that remarkably handsome piece of meat that hung out of his pants. I tried to sound aloof but it came out a little more… eager than I had anticipated. Instead of the outrage I was going for, I might have sounded keen on the idea.

“I want you to show how grateful you are,” he simply stated.

I shouldn’t. I shouldn’t! David hadn’t approved of this. It’d be equivalent to cheating, or at least almost.

But it looked so tempting. It was large but not quite hard yet… I could almost feel it in my mouth, feel it gain its strength as I venerated it.

“You’re grateful, ain’t ya, kitten? Grateful that your Daddy takes care of you?” his hand was in my hair, stroking me and gently pushing me downwards. I didn’t resist, though I easily could have. Instead I allowed him to push me across the handbrake, my upper-body stretching from my seat to his.

I really shouldn’t do this… I wanted to, oh my, how I wanted to, but I shouldn’t. It would feel so good, and it would only be right to show him how much I cared, but I shouldn’t. Slowly, I lowered my head, his mighty, veiny cock coming closer and closer. This was so wrong. Anyone might catch us! I’d parked somewhat private but anyone might come by. I was a private person, I didn’t even want to have sex in the living-room, let alone a parking-lot.

“I… I…” I stammered, trying to find the words to resist but none came.

Finally, I was at crotch-level, his big, fat cock right there, filling my vision. What choice did I have in the end?

I opened my lips and allowed his mighty head inside. It tasted like salt and sweat, and I briefly wondered if he’d washed himself since our encounter last night.

Probably not. Not that it mattered. I wasn’t that prim and prudish woman anymore that didn’t understand the wonders of sucking cock and was afraid it was dirty.

I had gained some… experience since then, some perspective.

“Mhm…” I moaned as I let my tongue slide across the bulbous head, licking and tickling him. It felt good. It felt right.

My long, black hair fell down and covered the outside world — there was only me and the cock now. I was all alone with it.

As much as I wanted to draw out and enjoy the experience, I couldn’t dally. We were still in public, and I needed to hurry. He’d get his blowjob, I’d go to the pharmacy, I’d get the fight with David over with and then, finally, I could rest. That was the plan.

I lowered my head, swallowing more of his thick meat, letting the huge head into my throat, ignoring the gagging.

“Oh fuck, it feels good, kitten,” he grunted.

My small hand wrapped itself around his fat shaft and I found a rhythm, sucking, stroking, loving it. Taking as much of his meat as I could, giving him as much pleasure as I could.

“Yeah, like that, kitten. Show Daddy some love…”

I ignored his stupid Daddy-talk and focused on his delicious cock. I licked, I sucked, I gagged, I made disgusting sounds in my throat like a porn-star, and he loved it.

“Fuck, it’s good. Fuuuck…”

That’s the kind of sounds a girl wants to hear when she has her lips wrapped around a cock, let me tell you. Tears ran down my cheeks and I desperately wanted to wipe my nose but I carried on, giving it the pleasure it deserved.

Suddenly a sharp pain in my scalp as he grabbed my hair and pulled me off him. He forced my head back, making me look up at him.

“Who’s your Daddy?” he asked and for good measure he grabbed his cock and slapped me on the lips with it, “who’s your Daddy?”

For crying out loud! I’d never had a daddy — my father had always been appa, the Korean word for father. And I didn’t want a daddy either! Still waiting impatiently for a reply, Tom slapped me again with that beautiful cock, leaving wet marks of my own saliva on my face.

“You are,” I admitted quietly, if only to get him to stop, so I could continue my task. My delightfully sexy task…

“That’s right, bitch,” he grunted and stuck his cock back in between my lips where it belonged.

“Suck Daddy’s dick now, kitten.”

Well, what did he think I had been doing when he interrupted me? But nevertheless, I got back into it, taking him deep. I bobbed my face up and down, milking the marvellous cock with my lips, mouth and throat. I found a good rhythm and kept going and going and going. Breathing through my nose as best I could — which wasn’t easy, as the right nostril felt clogged — I served his mighty weapon.

“Yeah. Yeah!” he grunted. How long had I been sucking him by now? No idea. But he seemed to be getting close.

“Fucking kitten, take that cock… take it! God, you love big, white dick, don’t ya! Fucking always knew you would!”

I could hardly argue that point — I did love his big, white cock. Not that race mattered much to me, not anymore. David had cured me of that. Before him, I’d never considered ending up with anyone but a Korean but he’d stolen my heart.

And here I was, giving another man what I had never given him. It was all so weird, so twisted.

“Fuck!” Tom hammered up into my mouth, making me forget all about anything other than the cock that was now deep in my throat, deeper than was pleasurable or even tolerable. He grabbed my head to prevent me from pulling off and fucked my face.

“Take! Your! Daddy’s! CUM!” he roared the last word out and sent a shower of semen deep into my mouth and throat, making me cough and gag and struggle to breathe. He held me there for a second until he relaxed, and I managed to wrestle myself off him. I almost threw up. My mouth was full of semen that I forced down, the salty, tangy, slime felt disgusting as it slid down my throat. Luckily, the first couple of spurts had been shot directly down my throat, so I only had the after-burner to content with.

I swallowed again and again and wished I had something to rinse my mouth with. A bottle of water or something, anything.

“That was good, kitten,” Tom smiled down at me, “you’ve come a long way from that prissy little bitch, huh?” His words echoed my own thoughts, and I couldn’t help but smile. His praise felt surprisingly good.

“Thanks,” I muttered with a shy little smile.

His hand went under my chin and forced my head up to look at him.

“Thanks…?” he asked expectantly.

I knew what he wanted. Of course I knew. Why were men such silly creatures?

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said in a small voice and narrowly avoided rolling my eyes.

“That’s a good girl,” he grinned and patted me on the head. Then he gave me a kiss on my hair, put his dick away and left my car with a merry “see you Wednesday!” and slammed the car-door behind him.



David

Finally Jia’s car rolled up the driveway and into the garage. She was home — at last. I’d been waiting for hours, and it’d been hell. Part of me was endlessly relieved that she hadn’t left for good, but another, more dominant part was furious with her for even taking off in the first place, for making me scared that she wasn’t coming back and for ignoring me all day. Of course, the whole Madison-situation was the cherry on top that was still simmering in the background.

I waited for her in the living-room, refusing to come and meet her in the hallway, though my heart was aching to see her again.

“Hey,” she said carefully when she appeared in the door-way. She sounded tired but also guarded. I was obviously not the only one prepared for a fight.

“Where’ve you been?” I asked, jumping straight into it, without even a greeting — there wasn’t room for niceties in my current state of mind. I managed to keep my voice somewhat under control, though it sounded a smidgen wounded.

That’s when I noticed the weird plastic on her shoulder that her black top didn’t quite cover. What was that? A bandage or something?! Was she hurt?!

“What happened?”

Before she could answer, I’d moved closer to study it. It look like one of those fake tattoos that I’d helped give my nephew last summer. The ones you rub cold water onto until the image has been transferred to the skin.

Only, I doubted it was fake.

She stayed silent while I came to this conclusion and met my gaze with a worried expression when my eyes widened in realisation.

“You got a tattoo?” I asked, utterly bewildered. Of all the things I had imagined her doing, this hadn’t even been close.

Honestly, most of them had been of her in various sexual acts with Tom but even so. This was… this was… what was this?

“Yes,” she simply answered. Wow, thanks for the clarification.

“So,” I said and had to fight to remain calm and reasonable, “I’ve been worried sick about you all day, and you were out getting a fu-… a tattoo?”

She didn’t miss my correction or the building anger, and she narrowed her eyes.

“You don’t have to worry about me. I can take care of myself,” she defended herself in a cold tone.

“Oh, come on, of course I’m gonna worry! I didn’t know where you were! I kept thinking you were out with Tom!” I exclaimed.

“I was,” she said with an infuriating coolness and crossed her arms across her chest in a defensive position.

“You were?” I asked dumbfounded. This was going too fast for me to follow. First I’d been relieved she was okay and hadn’t met up with Tom, and she’d been with him anyway? What the hell?

“Yes. His friend owns the tattoo-parlour and was kind enough to open up for us… me,” she explained, still showing no emotion.

“Jia,” I said in a strained voice while trying to keep from exploding, “you didn’t tell me where you were going. You went out with Tom. You got a tattoo without discussing it with me first. And I didn’t hear from you AT ALL all day. Can you not understand why this all might upset me a little?!”

She shrugged.

I nearly pulled my hair out and screamed but I forced myself to be calm.

“Did you have sex with him?” I asked with a bitter taste in my mouth. My heart was beating so hard — this was what I’d been worried about all day, and I needed to know. I needed to.

She looked me straight in the eye and said calmly: “No.”

“Oh,” I had not anticipated that answer, “really?” She hadn’t? That stopped me in my tracks, and the anger that I’d painstakingly built up by worrying all day deflated somewhat. I felt like a charging bull but the matador had suddenly vanished, and I had no idea what to do, what to feel now.

“What do you think of me?” she all but spat, a bit of heat finally appearing in her demeanour.

“I… well…” I was trying to find a new angle of attack, but her revelation had slowed my mind down to a crawl.

“Or maybe you hoped I was sleeping with him?” she raised an eyebrow at me, and I felt myself blush. Yeah, I had imagined that countless times throughout the day, but I was still glad she hadn’t done it. If… when… she slept with him, it needed to be because we both wanted it, not because she was mad at me.

Her words reignited my anger, and I clenched my jaws.

“No, I didn’t!” I snapped, “I hoped you were okay and was coming back to me! What was I supposed to think?”

“You could trust me!” she bit back, the last of her coolness melting away to reveal a very angry woman.

“Trust is earned, Jia,” I reminded her in a voice that might have touched the realm of patronising. At least that was how she took it.

“And I haven’t earned it yet?” she snarled, her dark eyes wide with fury, “after everything? Haven’t I done exactly — exactly — what you wanted for months now? And yet you’re not even secure enough in our relationship to trust that I’m coming back when I need a little time for myself?”

“No, I… don’t,” I admitted, losing some of my steam. Damnit, she was the one in the wrong here! Why was I the one made to feel like shit?

“I love you, David. You! I only do… what I do with Tom, because you want me to. That you think I’m going to… to… I don’t even know what! Run away with him? Replace you with him? Marry him?! It’s ridiculous! It’s insulting and belittling and frankly, it says more about you than me!” She ended her wild tirade with a finger poking me in the chest and blazing eyes.

Why did I feel like apologising? She’d gotten the whole situation all twisted around with her words.

When in doubt, however, one can always count on one’s anger to lead the way, and mine was raring to go.

“Like it’s been such a chore! Yeah, sure, we started this because I wanted to, but don’t pretend you don’t like it. You’re not exactly acting like a blushing virgin when you’re with him, Jia. Did you forget I’ve seen you with him? He’s got you acting like a—”

“Be very careful now, David,” she cut me off and pointed a warning finger at me. She said it with such fury in her eyes that I stopped talking before my tongue got me into more trouble than I could get out of. Instead I took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm down.

“I’m only saying,” I said with forced composure, “that you can hardly blame me for worrying when you leave without saying anything and stay out all day.”

“Maybe not,” she conceded reluctantly, her eyes glittering.

“You could have called or texted,” I pointed out, slowly and carefully, “just to let me know you were okay. That we were okay.”

She bit her lip, for the first time looking at least a little remorseful.

“You’re right,” she sighed but didn’t add anything. Was that supposed to be an apology? It was less than nothing!

“You left without a word,” I held a finger up, ‘you went to see Tom behind my back,’ a second finger, “you got a tattoo without discussing it with me first,” a third finger, “you never called,” four fingers held high, “and you told Madison all about my… my secrets.” I held all five fingers out towards her, “I think I deserve a bigger apology than that.”

“I can get all the tattoos I want! It’s my body,” she objected, “you don’t own me, David!”

What kind of lame excuse was that? It didn’t sound like Jia at all, it was all unhinged. Her arguments were usually convincing and well put-together, not just wild, random accusations.

“Who the fuck was talking about owning anybody? Remember when you got mad that the hair-dresser gave me a new hair-style without consulting you?” I answered.

She didn’t look happy at that but shrugged and looked down.

Fuck, I was winning!

“So…?”



Jia

He was right, he was so right. I’d been horrible to him! And in more ways than he knew. Guilt was eating at me from the inside and the only solace I could find was my anger. I had to suppress an angry outburst at him… another angry outburst, as that would hardly solve anything.

I couldn’t just fold though. I couldn’t. Not to David. My pride wouldn’t let me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, dragging the words our of my mouth. He could have that but no more.

He looked at me, and there was something in his eyes that made me sure he was going to rub my face in the apology. Boy, that would not end well for him, and he seemed to realise that.

“Thank you,” he finally said.

We stood for a second and stared at each other, both of us trying to figure out how to proceed from here. Then he took a tentative step towards me. Then another, and suddenly we were kissing and hugging, and oh Lord, I loved this man so much.

His arms around me meant more than anything else in the entire world. I was safe and secure and loved… Which only made my betrayal so much worse. Not that I could tell him the truth, I couldn’t. I’d seen it in his eyes — he wouldn’t understand.

Spending last night with Tom? Fine. Sleeping with him today? Unacceptable. The rules and pitfalls in this relationship were enough to make my head spin. I had the distinct feeling that if I’d told David the whole truth, he might very well have called this entire Tom-adventure off. And I didn’t want that, no, I definitely didn’t want that.

Not that I’d lied per se, not technically. Oral-sex isn’t sex, after all. Bill Clinton taught us that. But even so, what I had told him had a… a delicate relationship with the truth, and that gnawed at me. I didn’t want half-truths, and there could be no more of that. From now on, only honesty.

I had to make it up to him, I owed him that. And even if what my body needed was a nap, I knew how to do it.

“Nae sarang,” I said and pulled away from him, looking into his eyes, ‘give me fifteen minutes.’ I gave him a last, hard kiss and slipped out of his embrace and hurried into the bedroom, his eyes and a confused “huh?” following me.

I was exhausted, emotionally and physically, but I knew my darling husband would want a step-by-step of last night, and I was determined to give it to him. He deserved it. We needed to have sex too, to reconnect and rediscover the closeness and love between us.

I paused and looked at myself in the mirror, furrowing my brows. ‘We needed to have sex’ was such a… a mechanical way of describing it. Where was the spark, the excitement?

Well, it had been a long day. It was only fair that I wasn’t completely in the mood. Yes. Yes, that made sense. I carefully avoided thinking about Tom and his master-cock to not get all excited and shatter the illusion I had so carefully crafted.

I got my top off and quickly studied the tattoo through the film that was placed on top of it. It looked good. I was no expert but the skin didn’t look that damaged — I was sure it would heal in no time. And the tattoo itself was just lovely, just what I’d imagined.

I stripped naked in front of the mirror, and my vulva immediately caught my eye. It was such a strange look, my… my pussy without hair, and I wondered what David would think of it. In a way, I had no doubt he’d love it. However, he had been quite relieved when I had refused to shave it for Tom… and now I’d done it anyway. Was that going to be a problem? We had just had one fight over Tom, and I really didn’t want another.

Oh well, he’d have to live with it. I doubted it was a one-time thing — Tom seemed like he wanted me to keep it bare.

Tom… what an ass. Admittedly, it had been hot to suck his cock in the car but he was so demanding! Shave my pussy, promise not to have sex with my husband at his whim and now…

“Daddy,” I muttered and rolled my eyes. It was so ridiculous. Like a teenager’s fantasy or something? Or maybe a mid-life crisis. I shook my head in disgust and hoped he’d forget about it soon.

I left the mirror and rummaged through my underwear-drawer, looking for something suitable for my… apology. Maybe finally let him see me in that new, red set? The one only Tom had seen?

Yes, that seemed satisfactory. A fitting apology for Madison… and for what happened today, even if he didn’t know everything about it.

I pulled the bra and panties out and quickly put them on. Now I only needed to fix my make-up and hair. Honestly, I didn’t have the energy to style myself as I did for Tom nor the time. Maybe I should have given myself half an hour, but here we were. A quick brushing, a quick, new coating of lip-stick and darker, heavier eye-shadow than what I’d worn to the tattoo-parlour. New mascara too?

Nope, no time for that, I could hear him coming down the short hallway now. I closed the lid on the eye-shadow palette and hurried to the bed, striking an inviting pose for him. I caught myself in the mirror and was quite pleased with what I’d managed in such a short time. My long, black tresses weren’t perfect but at least had some wave, some grace. Obviously the bra was amazing, red with a swirly pattern that seemed strangely mesmerising, and it pushed my boobs up in a way that seemed to defy gravity. The tiny panties served more to tease than to protect any semblance of modesty, and the red looked good on me.

Should I have worn heels? I shrugged — too late now. Besides, they were a pain to wear in bed. And outside of bed, come to think about it.

“I just fin— wow! Jia!” he exclaimed when he entered the bedroom and saw me, and honestly the boyish pleasure on his face made it all worth it.

“Mhm, nae sarang…” I gave him an welcoming smile, and he hurried up on the bed to me.

“You look amazing!” he gushed and kissed me.

“What, this old thing?” I smirked and indicated my bra, struggling to contain my boobs. He grinned and kissed me again, eager, excited. His hands were already on my breasts, gently massaging them, kneading them… groping them really. His fingers couldn’t get enough of my ladies, it seemed, and he quickly found the nipples through the bra-cups. Mhm, it felt good…

Idly I wondered what I’d do if he stuck one of his fingers into my mouth, like Tom had done only about an hour ago. But he wouldn’t, of course he wouldn’t. David didn’t have the presence to just take me the way Tom did.

“I love you so much,” he said quietly in between kisses, “I’m sorry I was so mad.”

“Shh… it’s okay. I love you too,” I smiled and kissed him again. He was so sweet, so caring, so loving. So unlike Tom.

Pushing aside all thoughts of that jerk, I focused on my one, true love… by sticking my tongue in between his lips. It was not something I usually did, and it took him by surprise at first, but his tongue quickly found mine and caressed it. Soft, adoring… loving, that was David. He didn’t suck on it like Tom had become fond of doing.

“I missed you so much today,” my nae sarang told me, looking into my eyes. There was so much love there, I couldn’t help but feel bad. I’d been out proving my independence and… well, other things that were better never mentioned again, and he’d been waiting for me all day.

“I missed you too,” I answered, not entirely truthfully. When I’d thought about him, it’d been angry thoughts… but it was better if he didn’t know that. Hmpf, another half-truth. But I couldn’t pull it back now, could I? That would be too awkward, too mean. I should make it up to him instead. Maybe I could suck him, just a little? But Tom had said not to…

And he did like to be denied, didn’t he?

My musings were interrupted when he kissed his way down my neck to my chest. He stopped at the film that covered my new tattoo and looked at it, studied it.

“What do you think?” I asked, uncertain.

“I’m not… sure…” he said slowly, “you know I don’t really like tattoos, but… it’s very pretty.”

“I know,” I replied, relief filling me. He was okay with it — this was his way of admitting it was a beautiful adornment on my body. He grinned up at me and kissed me just outside the film, careful not to touch anything he shouldn’t. He kept giving me small kisses on my body and (to the surprise of no-one) ended up at my boobs. Skillfully, he lowered a bra-cup, letting my nipple out into the air and took it in his mouth. Tom hadn’t even bothered to do that. He’d just dragged me down to his crotch and had his way with my mouth. Typical really, just thinking of his own pleasure. A small, distinct proof of why I had married David and only used Tom for… that other stuff.

But… maybe also the reason I’d never had David’s penis in my mouth?

Better not to think about that.

“Ahh…” I sighed and refocused on my lover as my pleasure-level slowly rose. My husband knew his way around my boobs, that was certain. Oooh, now he found the other nipple.

“Mhm…”

“God, I love these!” my well-articulated husband grinned and squeezed my bosom in admiration.

“Really? I had no idea,” I grinned back at him while he fondled my ladies, then I added, “you know who else seems to enjoy them?” His wide eyes stared at me, knowing what I was about to say and still looking forward to it.

“Tom. Your lazy, incompetent good-for-nothing employee and my superbly talented, masterful lover…” I said in a low, sensual voice, “is also thoroughly captivated by my… gifts.”

“I bet,” he nodded, still staring up at me.

“Do you want to know what happened last night?” I wondered. Of course he did. He’d probably been thinking about it all day. That and how I was getting… getting fucked today. Which I hadn’t, of course. My mouth had, but I hadn’t, and that was a very important distinction.

“Yeah, yeah, I do,” he nodded again, all eager.

“Get your clothes off then, nae sarang,” I smiled wickedly at him and within seconds clothes were flying off him, landing all over the bedroom-floor. I unhooked the bra while he was busy getting naked.

He was at half-mast and growing when he laid down next to me and kissed me again. I wrapped my fingers around his penis, briefly disappointed at how easily I could reach around its girth. Not that I let it show, of course.

“So… I get to his place…”



David

Oh God, this was so good. Slowly at first, she caressed me, and I hardened instantly, while she painted the image of arriving at the dolt’s apartment. Her dismissive tone as she described his state of dress felt good — at least I knew how to dress to impress, and she’d never been displeased with my clothes.

But then came the main-event and she sped up her strokes, grabbing harder on my cock.

“He’s so big, nae sarang,” she told me earnestly, her beautiful, dark eyes on mine, carefully reading me. Of course by now, she knew what buttons to push.

“It’s so hard to fit it into my mouth, but I’m getting better.”

“Oh fuck, Jia…” I mumbled, her words sending bolts of arousal through me.

“He eh… really likes to get his big cock sucked,” she went on, clearly uncomfortable with the dirty talk but doing her best. She was so sweet and innocent… and so unbelivably sexy!

“Ah… do you like to suck it…?” I wondered.

She bit her lip, thinking about how to answer. Then she nodded quickly, still keeping an eye on me. I groaned again at her silent admission.

The hand that wasn’t slowly driving me insane fiddled with her nose-stud. She was thinking about something. Then she took a deep breath.

“If yours was as big as Tom’s I might suck it too.” Her front-teeth bit deep into her lower-lip as she looked at me, clearly wondering if she’d gone too far.

“You’re such a little tease!” I growled playfully and pushed her down on her back. She didn’t offer any resistance but lay still, watching me. I found her big tit with my teeth and bit into her nipple, making her moan. With quick, insisting kisses I made my way down her slim stomach and onto her mons.

Where I again noticed that new difference. I’d been too preoccupied to really pay attention last night — the Madison-thing had seen more important — but there was nothing else on my mind right now. I hooked my hands around her panties and pulled them down, with her assistance.

Her entire pussy was free of hair. God, it was a sexy sight!

“Jia, why did you…?”

“Tom… really wanted it,” she admitted and shyly looked away.

“And you… did it because he wanted it?” I asked. She nodded, playing with her nose-stud. Clearly she was nervous about my reaction.

How did I feel about it? Well, it was a sexy sight, that was sure. I’d always secretly wanted her to shave, or at least trim her bush, and she looked as good as I’d imagined she would. Did I like that she’d done it for Tom and not me? I wasn’t sure. But I could still enjoy the result.

“I also knew that you’d like it,” she added, evidently trying to soothe me over. She did have a point, but she hadn’t done it for me. That was both sexy and worrying… and I definitely did not like that she’d kept it from me. Not one bit.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my brow furrowed.

“I… I wanted Tom to be the first to know. I wanted to surprise you last night but then…” she shrugged awkwardly and didn’t finish the sentence.

Shaved pussy, a tattoo… too many things were happening without my knowledge. Why wouldn’t she tell me?

“Jia,” I said and caught her eyes, “please. Don’t shut me out. Let me be a part of… everything.”

She nodded slowly. She understood. I smiled at her, the most carefree smile I could muster and lowered my face to her delightfully smooth pussy and tasted her sweet nectar. Impatiently, I went straight for her clit, wanting to hear her moan in desire and feel her writhe in pleasure.

Tom might have the big cock, but I loved her, and in the end, that mattered more than anything.



Jia

That hurt. That really hurt, and it took everything I had to keep the facade up. He thought he knew all of it now, but I couldn’t tell him the last parts, couldn’t let him in on the secrets that Tom had forced upon me.

His tongue still felt good. Mhm, really good. So different from Tom. David was generous and gentle and thought of me first. When he’d pushed me down I’d honestly thought he was finally going to just take me, to force his hard dick into my mouth and make himself an equal to Tom… but of course not. He wanted to serve me, to bring me pleasure.

That’s why I’ve never sucked you, I thought, and as cruel as that thought was… it was also very erotic. There was something tentalising in that dark way of thinking, but I didn’t like it, it wasn’t who I was — I loved my gentle David. He was good and kind and never thought of himself first, and so I pushed all mean and disturbing thoughts away to focus on his tongue. It played with my clitoris, and it was really something.

“Ooooh, nae sarang…” I sighed.

“You taste so good,” he grunted from down below.

His lips around my clitoris while hie tongue flicked it again and again… and again. He was tapping into the pent-up excitement that Tom had built in me when he’d fucked my face in the car. He’d cum in my mouth too, the bastard. David would love to hear about that, but of course I couldn’t tell him.

Why did I keep thinking about these bad things!? I forced myself to refocus on David’s practiced tongue, and soon I felt my arousal climb higher.

“What happened next?” he asked.

Huh? Oh, right. The story. Last night.

“He… Ahh… I sucked him. Mhm… sucked that huuuge cock for a long time. Can you imagine it?”

“Uh-huh!” Of course he could, he’d probably spent hours and hours picturing it.

“Then… then when we both had enough, I got up on the bed…” I told him, getting more and more aroused from his careful ministrations, “and he… ah… he fu-fucked me from… from behind.” Well, I skipped a bit there, but I really didn’t want to tell David about how the bastard had slapped me, even if it wasn’t very hard. It didn’t matter though. Mhm… I was getting close. My husband was so good at this.

“He fucked you? Hard?” he prodded me along.

“Oooh… yesss…” I readily admitted. Just like he’d fucked my mouth in the car earlier. No! Bad subconscious! Stop that! Once again I pushed the wrong thoughts away. I had to stay focused on what mattered.

“He fucked me so hard. So goooood!” I moaned, and suddenly I felt myself get probed by one of David’s fingers. Ah, that felt good too… and the orgasm grew in me again.

He licked and fingered me, and I stopped thinking about anything else. Just the pleasure he gave. Sooo gooood… I also forgot about the story, but David would have to enjoy what he got.

“Ooooh, yes, nae sarang! Ah…” I was so close now. So close! It was going to be a good one. My David was so sexy when he licked me…

Not as sexy as when Tom had bent me down in my own car and made me lick and service his enormous tool, perhaps. Oh wow, I could almost feel that big cock in my mouth, filling me up.

And there died the orgasm. Darnit! Why did I keep thinking about that stupid incident in the car? It was a secret! I should just forget all about it.

Okay, okay. Focus. David’s tongue. David’s finger. Mhm, he’s so good. Ah, he loved me. He loved giving me pleasure. He was kind and gentle… oh, it felt so good. My handsome, bright husband and his delightful tongue. Mhm…

Not at all like Tom. All he had going for him was that huge cock and his commanding, domineering presence that made me feel small and vulnerable and so, so sexy.

No! I told myself, stop thinking about that!

“Damnit!” I cursed and sat up, and the orgasm-to-be faltered and became nothing.

“What’s the matter honey?” the love of my life asked and lifted his head out from between my legs.

“I don’t know,” I said, not willing to tell the truth, “I just… I can’t seem to get there.”

“Oh. Am I doing something wrong?” he wondered nervously.

“No! No, not at all,” I reassured him, “it’s me. I don’t know. It still hurts and that’s pretty distracting…” I said and indicated my new tattoo. The lie came so easily…

I laid back again.

“Why don’t you give me some sweet, sweet love instead?” I asked.

“Don’t have to ask me twice!” he grinned and crawled in between my spread legs. His handsome, well-trained upper-body laid down a top of mine, his stiff little dick entered me without difficulty. What a difference from Tom, where I had to gradually adjust to his sheer size.

“Ooooh…” I sighed. It really did feel good. Safe. Loved. Maybe not exactly exciting but nice.

“Ah, you feel good. You’re so sexy. So hot. So beautiful…” he muttered and kissed me. He smelled of me and it was not the best of smells, but I endured. Some things you really can’t complain about.

He started humping away immediately, direct and unsubtle.

“Ah… you feel good,” I whispered in his ear. It wasn’t a lie, even if he felt nowhere near as good as Tom.

“Yeah?”

“Yes…”

“You too!” he groaned.

“Can you picture me getting absolutely fucked by Tom’s big cock?” I whispered. And I used to have such a sophisticated language.

“Yes! God yes!”

“It’s a sexy image, isn’t it?” I went on, “your wife with that huge brute and his huge cock…”

He hammered away in me, but not for long. We both knew how it would end and sure, soon enough it became too much for my poor husband. I didn’t cum, sad to say. But you can’t have everything.

Something in me had changed. It wasn’t that David felt different. He didn’t, not physically. It was more… he felt tame. Harmless. There was nothing of the wild ride that was Tom.

That was a problem. Well, not a major one, perhaps. I could get my orgasms from Tom, David could get his from me, and we’d both be satisfied.

But it still felt like an unfortunate development.

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it.
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By DontJudgeMe_

Warning: This is a cuck-story, and while it starts as a loving tale, it won’t stay that way. If you’re not into that, please stop reading.

If you enjoy this story, please leave a comment.

David

The next six weeks were truly exciting, all in all. A lot happened, though no major escalations in our relationship. Things just… progressed naturally.

The Monday after the ‘weekend of big fights’ when Jia had decorated herself permanently, Tom had found me in my office while wearing that new smirk of his, the one that said ‘I’m fucking your wife and you aren’t man enough to stop me’. At least that’s what I read in it, and it both infuriated me and turned me on to no end. I had to be professional though, even with him. I listened calmly to him and forced myself not to think about him and Jia, while he argued that he’d caught up on his slack. He was no longer behind, he had cleared his back-log and his current assignments were not important enough to stay late, so he saw no reason to keep working late Wednesdays, at least not without compensation.

Even though it grated me to agree with this smug bastard, he had a point. As much as I’d have liked to give him overtime (and hell, a raise and a promotion, if that meant I could watch him and Jia fuck on the couch in the break-room again), it would be hard to justify to the higher-ups. Especially now that they were watching me, deciding if they could use me in a senior position. So I had to agree, and since then Tom had once again left the office at five o’clock on Wednesdays.

It confused me at first — I thought he relished spending time at the office with Jia. Well, it turned out that he just had her come to his place and fucked her silly there instead. Which meant no more visits from my gorgeous wife, no more home-cooked meals at the desk, no more jokes or kisses in the office… and no more watching her tight little pussy get absolutely destroyed. Instead, I either brought an extra-large lunch or got something from a local fast-food joint while I imagined how the two of them were spending the night. Images of Jia being devoured by the office simpleton kept playing in my mind whenever I had to eat my dinner alone at my desk.

This new development, while not entirely to my liking, was both frustrating and incredibly hot. Messed up as it was, I found it insanely sexy to be snubbed like that so she could get her sexual thrill. At the same time, however, it was also lonely. The food had been nice, but what had really meant something was that she came to see me, to show that she cared. It would seem she cared more about Tom’s huge cock.

So it had become a regular thing — every Wednesday and Saturday Jia would visit Tom and get a royal fucking and then come home afterwards, spending quality-time with me. I didn’t know what she’d told him about how she was able to meet him every Saturday without me noticing something was up. She’d probably just fed him some some line or other, and the bozo had swallowed it whole — he really wasn’t the sharpest.

All in all it worked. We’d never had more sex, never been more connected, never been more in love.

So that was all positive.

On the negative side… well, sex was more exciting and it happened more often but also… well, Jia had developed real difficulties with cumming from sex… with me. She still wanted it and loved it but if she was to orgasm, I had to do it with my tongue or fingers. And it still didn’t always work.

She said it didn’t matter. She got more than enough from Tom but it was such a blow to the old ego, so embarrassing. I missed it, missed giving her orgasms, her small, intense moans, the way her body surrendered to the pleasure. I still got to feel it, sometimes, just not as often… and almost never from my dick.

But it was a temporary thing, I was sure, and despite that negative side-effect, neither of us were planning on going back to our old relationship. For now, this was the normal, and we both enjoyed it stupendously.

I was sad I didn’t get to watch them anymore though — that one night on the break room couch really was the high-light of the entire enterprise, as far as I was concerned. I had a feeling that Jia was secretly pleased not to be observed though, and it made sense — she didn’t have to put on a show for me or anything and didn’t have to worry about me getting caught this way — but it was still a shame.

She did record the two of them every now and then, though not often. As she’d told me, it was just more of the same — they did more or less the same thing every night she was there. Not surprising, Tom wasn’t the innovative type.

I wondered what she was wearing tonight. Probably something insanely hot — she always did that when she went to visit the oaf. Something tight and short and suggestive, something that I’d love to tear off of her.

Actually, come to think of it, that was some thing else that had changed over the past weeks. Jia’s wardrobe, while never exactly demure had become more… daring, especially her tops and dresses. It was like she always wanted to show off her new tattoo, show the world that beautiful lily. And that was all well and good, of course, but it also meant that she oftentimes were showing the world her beautiful ta-tas. I didn’t mind, I was sorta proud that be the husband of such a sexy woman, but it was… a little strange, a little disconcerting.

But it was probably just a phase…




Today was Wednesday, and as every Wednesday I was working late, and Jia was getting fucked — so a fair and equal distribution of tasks. Not that I complained, I’d not appreciate being the one to take Tom’s gigantic cock. Even if some cucks were into that, it was definitely not my thing.

“Hey boss, I’m out,” Alice said as she stuck her blonde head into my office and interrupted my musings.

“Yeah, sure, see you tomorrow, Alice,” I answered quickly, getting back to the real world in a hurry.

“Don’t stay too late,” she admonished me.

“I won’t.”

“Maybe just go home to Jia? Surprise her?” she suggested, raising her eye-brows.

“Yeah, maybe,” I answered, though of course that wasn’t an option. Jia was not at home. Jia was either at, or on her way to, Tom’s apartment to get her bi-weekly dicking down by the local monster-cock.

“Remember you won’t get to see her next week,” she reminded me. She and I were going to a conference in Florida Monday through Friday.

“I know, Alice,” I said with an exasperated sigh.

“So maybe do something nice for her before we leave? Women appreciate that sort of thing, ya know.”

In my experience, women appreciated getting fucked hard and rough by a moron with a big fucking cock. Or maybe that was just Jia.

“I’ve got reservations at Gioni’s Friday, how’s that for nice?” I asked with a smug smile.

“Gioni’s? Fan-cy,” she admitted, “how’d you manage that?”

“I know a guy who knows a guy…” I shrugged humbly. Or my dad did, and I knew him.

“Very nice,” she nodded and gave me a smoldering smile, “bossman got connections. You know, if you weren’t already taken…” She lasciviously licked her lips in a show of flirtation before she collapsed in a fit of giggles.

“See you tomorrow, boss,” she said as she giggled her way out the door and closed it behind her. I shook my head with a smile — she was always good fun — and checked my phone again, hoping that Jia had sent me something… anything.

Nope, nothing. But she might not have made it to Tom’s yet.



Jia

I paused outside Tom’s door… outside Daddy’s door, I mentally corrected myself with an annoyed sigh. I had the key in hand — he’d given me a spare so he didn’t have to get up from the couch whenever I came over.

Should I do this? It was getting more and more out of control, and the weight of it was becoming heavier all the time.

I wanted to go inside, dear Heaven did I want that. The very thought of the orgasms waiting on the other side of that door was enough to make my knees weak. But he always extracted a heavy toll, and I was finding it increasingly difficult to honour it. Especially since David didn’t know what was going on, not really. He thought I showed up, got fucked and left. And that was the truth, I hadn’t lied to him, not at all.

But there was also more. With each visit I seemed to sink deeper into a morass of sexual submission and humiliation. It was as if he ground my resistance down a little more each time, until I was just as he wanted me.

I shook my head and unlocked the door, stepping into the small hallway and hanged my jacket on a hook. As usual the TV was on in the living-room, but I turned in the opposite direction — into the kitchen, like he wanted me to. I opened the fridge, found a cool can of beer and brought it with me into the living-room, my heels clacking on the wooden floor.

“Right on time, kitten,” he grunted. Swaying my hips for his benefit, though his eyes were on the screen, I slowly walked up to him and, as gracefully as I could, knelt down next to him and held up the beer for him, like a domestic servant.

“Your beer, Daddy,” I said, forcing my voice into that high pitch that he enjoyed. Like I really was a little girl.

It was so stupid. It was so immature. It was a silly fantasy spawned by a middleaged man’s desperation.

The most annoying thing about it though was how my body responded. The damn butterflies in my stomach moved down to my pussy — my vagina — and flapped their little wings there, making me wet and needy.

Tom — Daddy — accepted the beer and let his eyes glide over me appreciatively, taking in my outfit before opening his beer and taking a swig.

I’d chosen a short yellow dress with thin straps that let almost all of my tattoo show, only covering at bit of the bottom of the stalk so as to not bare my tits completely… not bare my boobs completely. It did show a lot of cleavage though and Tom’s eyes were glued to the dark line where my knockers met… where my breasts met. He had truly managed to corrupt my language when I was starting to even think in his crude, banal words, I thought with a sinking feeling of defeat.

“Thanks, kitten,” he smirked and held a finger out to me. I knew what he wanted of course, and I didn’t hesitate — I closed my lips around it, serving it, pleasing it. I knelt in front of him and sucked on his fat digit for a while before he was satisfied with my submission and pulled it out. To add to the insult, he patted me on the head like I really was a schoolgirl that had done well, though he managed not to mess up the high bun I had put my hair into.

“Get up here,” he said and patted the couch next to him and I crawled up and half laid, half sat next to him with my head in his lap. Over the last weeks, this had become a regular part of our game, and one that I was looking forward to. Soon, he’d let his large cock out, and I’d finally get my treat. My long, hard, delicious treat.

A baseball game was on the TV, not that I cared in the least about what was on the screen. The center of my attention was much closer, the happy not-so-little bulge in his boxers — as usual he’d not bothered to even put on pants for my benefit, but I’d come to see the advantage in that. Less between me and that glorious cock, after all.

But he didn’t pull it out. I looked up at him but his focus was on the stupid game. What was this? Here I was, dressed like he wanted, acting like he wanted, and he just ignored me? That’s not what I was here for.

I deftly slid a hand in under the band in his boxers and grasped the mighty weapon I found there and pulled it out into the open. Still soft, it flapped against his leg.

“Couldn’t wait for your Daddy’s say-so, huh?” he murmured and softly stroked my hair while I moved my head forward, connecting it to the large head.

“I need it, Daddy,” I said, making my voice a pathetic whine that I knew he’d approve of.

“I know you do. You’re a real cock-slut, aren’t you, kitten?” he asked. I blushed but there was hardly any denying it. That’s why I was doing all this — the dress, the voice, the acting… all to make him happy and get his big dick.

“Aren’t you?” he snarled and grabbed my hair, twisting my face up to look at him.

“Yes!” I instantly admitted.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Daddy!” I groveled, my voice a pitiful whimper. There really was very little resistance left in me; I didn’t even contemplate trying to break free or denying him.

“Good. Why are you here?” he asked, his voice stern while still holding my hair in his strict fist.

“To get fucked, Daddy,” I told him immediately. That was an easy answer.

“No, stupid slut,” he said and his free hand slapped me. Not hard, not painfully. Just a demonstration of his power — and of my weakness and inability to stop him. It should make me mad. It should fire up my defiance, shake up my willpower. But all it did was underline how powerless and helpless I was compared to him.

And turn me on. By the stars, it turned me on when he put me in my place like this. Later, on the way home, my submission would utterly disgust me, and I would loathe myself because I let him abuse me like this. This was why I always stood and debated with myself outside his door before I let myself in.

But here and now?

I loved it.

I loved when my big, strong Daddy showed me just how big and strong he was — and how small and defenseless I was.

“You are here to please me,” he said loudly and with clear articulation, as if talking to a simpleton or a child. And just how was I supposed to have guessed that? Last time he asked me, the answer had been ‘to get fucked’.

It was a game that I couldn’t win. It was a game designed to humble and punish and humiliate me. And I always played, though I ought to know better.

“Yes, Daddy,” I answered meekly.

“Then get to it… stupid slut,” he grumbled and shoved my head towards his cock, which had gained some strength while we talked. Clearly, I was not the only one getting turned on by our little… discussion. I eagerly wrapped my lips around his head and started to suck it.

He’d long ago cured me of my reluctance to do sexual stuff in his living-room. Considering how often I’d gotten fucked on this very couch, it was hardly a surprise.

“Mhm… sooo gooood,” I murmured around his big cock, as it filled my mouth with its strength and power. I bobbed up and down on the long rod, swallowing more and more of it. I was still far from making it all the way but I was getting deeper and deeper with every visit.

“Fuck yeah! There we go!” Tom exclaimed and gave an enthusiastic jump on the couch, making me gag and gurgle as his enormous prick suddenly got forced deep into my throat without me being ready, “there we fucking go!”

He was shouting at the television. He wasn’t even paying attention to the beautiful slut who was servicing his cock.

Heck, David would have given an arm and a leg to trade places with Tom right now, and the bastard cared more about a stupid game?.

“They are going all the way this year. Fuck yeah!” he said while I pulled off him, coughing and struggling to breathe.

While getting some much-needed air, I cast a quick look on the screen. Apparently the Yankees were winning the game. Someone had caught the ball. Or not caught it, perhaps, I wasn’t too clear on the rules or the scoring. I wasn’t really a sports-fan, personally. I worked out and I enjoyed running but aside from that, I couldn’t care less.

I felt his hand on my hair and he pushed me down towards his cock again. Apparently, he felt I had had enough air.

“Wait… Daddy,” I objected, just barely remembering his stupid self-styled title, and he paused. I scooted down and grabbed my bag, finding my phone. Wrapping my lips around the beautiful head of the fat cock, I snapped a quick selfie, giving my husband a huge grin. Then I swallowed as much as I could and took another picture.

That ought to do it, I figured and threw the phone back into my bag and focused on the big meat-stick I’d come to please. Mhm, it deserved my full attention.

“Watch the teeth now,” Tom warned me, and I did the best I could, opening my mouth wide. It’s just… he’s so big, and after a while, it got more and more difficult to stretch my mouth around him.

I lay on him, sucking, gagging, enjoying him and giving him pleasure for a good, long while, and the feelings it gave me were hard to describe. To have my mouth filled, to please this mighty rod… it was such a thrill. I loved it. I loved sucking cock, or more specific, I loved sucking Daddy’s cock.

And I did my out-most to give him pleasure and not hurt him with my stupid teeth.

“You’re getting so good, kitten,” he complimented me, and it felt so nice to hear. I strived to be the best little cock-sucker for him, and I loved when he acknowledged my skills. He stroked my hair almost lovingly, while I gagged on him.

Finally I had to pull off to get some air, and I looked up at him with a proud smile.

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said, and the honorific rolled off my tongue without any qualms this time. A thick strand of saliva connected my mouth to his cock, and I broke it with my hand, wiping it off on my dress.

“You are so pretty,” he grunted, and I beamed up at him.

“Come here, I’mma break your throat,” he demanded, and I obediently leaned in over him again. He grabbed my head and pushed me down, his cock easily finding my mouth. And then he fucked my face.

He jammed his cock up into my mouth while he held my head firmly in place. Even if I had wanted to get off, i couldn’t, but I didn’t want that. I wanted to please him, I wanted to show I was his good girl.

“Ghlark! Gaarr! Klrat!” My throat gave a series of loud protesting sounds whenever he forced himself into me, and fuck did it hurt. Unpleasant, painful, agonising, but I stayed still, letting him take his pleasure from me. It was why I was here, after all.

I almost threw up, but managed to keep the content of my stomach down, until I finally had to pull myself off of him. In a twisted show of appreciation, he tilted my head upwards and kissed me, deeply, aggressively.

“On your back, bitch,” he growled, and I twisted around until I was laying on my back, my dress pulled up around my waist and my thighs spread wide. He bowed down and spat at my exposed pussy, making me feel both disgusted and wonderfully submissive. This was why I hadn’t worn panties tonight — they’d only get in the way. He rubbed the spit into me, mixing it with my oceans of pussy-juice. One finger, two fingers, expanding my tight entrance, clearing the way for his thick monster.

It didn’t take long before he crawled in between my legs and attacked my welcoming pussy, just as I wanted him to. Over the weeks, I’d grown accustomed to his wide girth and it took a lot less time for him to stretch me open nowadays — maybe that was why David had such troubles pleasuring me…

“AH!” I gasped when Tom slid into me, and all thoughts of my husband evaporated. My big lover paused briefly, but I didn’t want him to, didn’t need him to. I welcomed the pain, I relished the pleasure… I wanted to get fucked more than anything else.

“Fuck me… Daddy…” I pleaded. And he did, of course he did. But not brutally. Long, measured strokes, in and out of me, a good steady rhythm that quickly left me a quivering mess of desire.

With quick, rough movements, he pulled my dress down, uncovering my breasts and hard nipples.

“Fuck, I love your jugs,” he declared and groped my tits with his hard fingers. It hurt, but it hurt so good.

“They love you too!” I sighed, as he sent all kinds of pleasure signals through my body.

“What about your cunt?” he grunted.

“Oh fuck, it loves you even more!” I gasped, already getting close.

David could labour away in me for as long as he could last (which wasn’t long, if I mentioned Tom and his big cock, let’s be honest) and never get me even close to the pleasure Daddy’s big dick was giving me.

“You’re my little slut, aren’t you? My little Asian slut?” he growled, and I gave a little nod while moaning like a bitch in heat.

Slap! My left cheek suddenly smarted, and I looked up at him in surprise, pain and deep, deep humiliation.

“I asked you a fucking question!” he snarled.

“Yes, I’m your slut!” I readily answered. My face still stung but the pleasure building in me was so much greater.

“Are you!?”

“I am, I am! I’m your slut, I’m your Asian slut!” I cried and capitulated to the orgasm that hit me like a ton of bricks, making me shake and cry and moan and love the fucking asshole that was fucking me and treating me so disrespectful.

“I’m… cumming… I’m… CUMMING!” I cried.

Not that he cared. He kept fucking me with those deep, long strokes, keeping the pace, keeping the fire going in me. It built and built until I was nothing but pleasure, nothing but desire, arousal and orgasmic bliss.

“Ooooh DADDY!” The cry was primal, the surrender so real and raw. He’d won again, he’d defeated David and once again given me something my husband couldn’t. It was so good. It was so much. Until it slowly petered out, leaving me weak and powerless.

“Oh… oh… oh…” Small whimpers were all I had left. After that all-consuming orgasm, I was well and good spent. It was precisely because of that kind of mind-blowing pleasure that I always lost the debate at his door-steps.

Suddenly, he grabbed my jaw hard and forced my face towards his. He kissed me, hard, biting my lower lip, and a little whimper escaped me.

“You’re mine. You’re MINE! You hear me?” he growled, awfully entitled for a friend with benefits or whatever we were. I was married after all and not to him — I belonged to David.

But all I could do was whine my agreement.

“MINE!” And he let go of me, only to slap me again, harder this time.

“Ah!” I protested and rubbed my stinging cheek. It wasn’t until then that I looked up at him and noticed the greedy glimmer in his eye. It scared me somewhat, but in a dark, twisted way, I liked it. It was quite the rush, to have this powerful man riled up like this. To make such declarations, to feel so possessive…

Not one to give into sentimental feelings, the big man shifted us around, spreading my legs further and pushed them up, folding me in half and leaving my pussy and ass utterly exposed.

“Hold ’em,” he ordered and I grabbed the back of my knees, holding myself open for him in that extremely vulgar position. He lined that wonderful giver of pleasure up against my sopping wet pussy again… and bottomed out in me. My eyes widened, my throat growled, and my pussy sang and danced.

“Fuuuuuuuuck…” I gasped at the sudden rush of pure, undiluted pleasure. This new position let him hit juuust the right spot.

“MINE!” he growled again, and now it was no longer slow and measured strokes. He hammered into me like a madman, and all I could do was dig my fingers into my knees as he took me for the wildest ride of my life. Sweat poured from both of us and our breaths soon became heavy and laboured, as we rode on and on.

“Uh! Uh! UH! UHHH!” He forced moans from my mouth with his hard strokes, filling me up in a way only he could, and I was soon seeing stars.

Out of nowhere, his hand was around my throat.

“What?” I asked nonplussed, but he didn’t answer. He squeezed slightly, not on my windpipe but at the sides of my neck which made fear and pleasure, panic and desire battle inside me, and I had no clue as what to do.

But what could I do, other than submissively accept his control as he kept fucking me? I needed his cock, his dominance… and the overwhelming pleasure it gave me.

I came. I came HARD. And I came A LOT. The position, his mad, possessive claim to me, even his freaking hand around my neck… it made me explode again and again. Barely had one orgasm ebbed out, before another rocked my body, making me moan and cry and scream my desires out. It was the fucking of a lifetime, it was what David could only dream of.

The aggressive fucking couldn’t last forever, however. Breathing so hard, I was worried my burly lover’s heart might give out, he pulled out of me and stood up. Brutally, he pushed my legs out of his way and aimed his fat cock at my face.

I didn’t care overly much for cum, I gotta say, but he’d earned this.

“Cum on my face, Daddy,” I begged, and gave him my most sycophantic smile, while I rubbed my tits for his viewing pleasure, “on my face… where I never let my husband cum…”

“Fuuuckkk…” he growled and of course he did as I asked. Waves of his sticky, disgusting semen spurted out of him and down on me, leaving long streaks of the vile stuff across my chin, forehead and lips.

“Yes, Daddy…” I encouraged him with closed eyes and for my trouble I got a wave in between my lips, into my mouth.

I sent it back out between my now closed lips, a thin line of saliva-mixed cum that ran down my chin while he squeezed the last waves out onto my upturned face. A nice, heavy drop into the corner of my eye, another on my cheek.

“Ah… fuck that was good…” he grunted and, like the pig he was, wiped his slimy dick in my beautiful hair. Oh well, I couldn’t be too mad — after such orgasms, he could do as he wanted. He’d managed to thoroughly sate my hunger.

All spent, he collapsed, crawled down next to me, and while I might have wanted to go to the bathroom and wash his sticky stuff off me, I slid into his embrace, like a good little girl.



“Fuck, that was good,” he muttered.

“Mhmm?” I opened my eyes. Or tried to, the right one was all sticky with his semen. Had I dozed off?

“I said, fuck it was good,” he repeated.

“Yes… yes, it was,” I dreamily agreed.

“A pity David wasn’t here to see it,” he went on.

“Mhm… yes,” I agreed, too far out of it to really pay attention to his words.

“At least you got some pictures for him,” he continued.

“Indeed I did…” I said and then, finally, everything connected in my brain. I sat up, shaking his hand off me and looked down at him. I wiped my right eye somewhat clean, so I could see him properly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice on edge.

He smiled overbearingly up at me.

“Like you don’t know.”

He knew? He knew. What was this? What was going on? Had David told him? Why would he do that?

I got up from the couch, my dress bundled around my waist, leaving both my boobs and pussy in plain view but I couldn’t care less about that right now.

“I… I…” I stammered, my eyes flickering around the room, though I had no idea what I was looking for.

“Like I wouldn’t notice? How the pip-squeak suddenly stopped lording his power over me? Started avoiding me? How you’re always free for a fuck? How you always need pictures and videos?” he smirked, “just because I didn’t go to college don’t mean I’m stupid, you know.”

What now? What did this change? Everything? Nothing? What would David say?

“Why… why are you telling me this? Now?” I wondered, trying desperately to gather my thoughts.

He shrugged. Figures. Probably didn’t know himself. Though perhaps I should stop underestimating him.

This was a lot. What would David think? He’d freak out for sure. This was his worst nightmare, his competitor realising that he was a willing cuck. We thought we’d been so crafty, so sneaky, so smart… and yet Tom had seen right through us. Would David put an end to it? Maybe. Probably. Definitely, actually. The liability would be too great. He was moving up through the ranks, he couldn’t risk having a blackmailer lurking in the wings. Most likely he’d also fire Tom just to get a clean slate.

“Are… are you going to tell David?” I asked slowly.

“I don’t know,” he said nonchalantly. Like he was holding all the cards. Like he wasn’t a word away from being jobless.

What to do, what to do? I couldn’t keep this from David, could I? It was too big, and I’d promised myself no more secrets…

But if I told him, the affair would end. No more mind-blowing sex, no more earth-shattering orgasms. Just back to the plain old routine. One small orgasm a night (if even that), and only David’s small penis’ attempts at satisfying me…

“Don’t,” I said, making my decision. David couldn’t know. Not yet.

“Why not?” he asked curiously, as if the discussion didn’t pertain anything out of the ordinary.

“He can’t know,” I said slowly, “he’ll… he’ll stop the… the affair if he thinks you know.”

“So we need to lie to him to keep fucking?” he clarified. Ugh, what an ugly way to put it.

“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” I stated — a much prettier way of looking at it.

And the fat bastard sitting on the couch slowly nodded as if that made a lot of sense, as if I’d said something profound and not just betrayed my husband for the sake of good sex and orgasms. Well, great sex, and mind-blowing orgasms, but still.

“Too true,” he smiled, and there was something evil, something triumphant in that smile. But what could I do?

“And now that everything’s clear, how about we make it more fun for the poor little pip-squeak too? Hmm?”

“What… what do you have in mind?”



David

It was getting late, though Jia probably wouldn’t be home yet. They often went two rounds, when she was at his place, and it took some time. Tom sure had some stamina for such a fat man.

So I worked into the night, missing the time when Jia would come with food, whether it was take-out or a home-cooked meal. But knowing she was getting fucked silly right now was worth it.

Bzz! Bzz! Bzz! My phone vibrated on the desk, and I quickly answered the call. It was from Jia? Was something wrong?

“Hello, Jia?” I asked, “something wrong?”

“It’s sooo biiig…” I heard her voice and then a slurping sound, “mhm… so big and delicious.”

What was this?

“Yeah, you like that, don’tya?” Tom’s gruff voice. Was this a butt-dial? Or had she called me without him noticing? I pressed the phone to my ear, wanting to hear every word.

“You know I do,” Jia’s voice was smooth and clearly aroused, while vulgar sounds of her sucking Tom’s giant cock were heard in the background. Oh my God, oh my God!

“Bigger than the pip-squeak, huh?” Tom’s uncut voice.

Jia paused a little. Was she gonna defend me?

“Yesss…” she said, “much… bigger…”

Ouch. That hurt. And it went right in my pants where my dick was begging to get touched.

Then just the glurk-glurk-glurk sound of a mouth sucking on… something. I could easily picture it, having seen it a couple of times on tape but this was wild. Right now, right in this second, Jia was sucking off that loser, that clueless moron — just because he had a monster dick. Well, and the skills to use it. And the stamina to make her cum several times. But that was besides the point.

“What do you want, slut?”

Slut? Was he really calling my beautiful wife a slut? Fucking asshole.

Though, from his perspective, she was going behind my back to fuck my employee, so maybe the moniker was apt.

“I want to get fucked by your huge cock, Daddy,” she said.

Daddy? Did she call him Daddy?! After she told me it was both belittling and childish to expect that? After she’d looked at me with such disdain the one time I suggested it, I’d felt like the lowest worm? After the lecture about respecting women I’d gotten? After all that, she called that loser ‘Daddy’?

Fuck, that was HOT!

“On your knees, bitch,” her suitor commanded, and there was some shuffling around. Presumably, the bitch getting on her knees. The bitch in question being my beautiful wife and the love of my life, of course. God, it was so messed up.

“Oooooh… OH!” she moaned, and in my mind’s eye I could see Tom, the fat, unworthy, dim-witted bastard lined up behind and pressing his big cock into her.

“Fuck, you feel good,” he groaned.

She just moaned in response, so she probably felt the same way about him.

“You like big, white dick, huh? Huh?” he growled.

“Yeeesss…” she admitted. Fuck, it was hot listening to. Yeah, the whole ‘white dick’ was a way over the top and uncalled for, but what can be done when working with a simpleton like Tom.

“Too bad you didn’t marry a big, white dick, huh?!”

“Yeeesss…” my darling wife said again. God, that was mean. God, that was hot! I realised I was touching myself through my pants and forced my hand away. I was still at work, after all.

They didn’t say anything for a while after that. Just the rhythmic sound of flesh against flesh as my wife got fucked good… and her moans of pleasure of course.

That grew in strength and intensity. Slowly, unnoticeable at first, but in the end, Tom had her almost wailing her desire out. She came like a banshee. It was so wild and so devastating. She hadn’t cum on my dick in weeks, and she’d never sounded like that with me… and now this screeching orgasm. Damn, it hurt.

Suddenly the call stopped. She’d hung up. Or her butt or whatever that had dialed me up had. At any rate, the call was over.

I sighed to myself… and went back to work, my stiff dick still begging for attention.

What a wicked life I led these days.

My thoughts drifted from that to Madison and her husband Rick. He’d actually called, a couple of weeks ago and asked about the life of a cuckold. We’d met up a Saturday night in a bar and had the most uncomfortable conversation in my life, where I explained how I enjoyed my wife getting fucked by another man… while she was with that man. No way of knowing if I’d convinced the guy, but he’d certainly seemed thoughtful when we parted ways.

Maybe I had convinced him. David Martinsen, the cuck-recruiter, I thought with a snort.



Jia

“That’s enough for the pip-squeak,” Tom grinned and carelessly threw my phone down on the couch next to me.

I was still gathering my wits after the explosive orgasm so I didn’t really care… about anything.

“Turn around,” he ordered. Trying to get my bearings, I rolled around, back on my back. I lifted my legs, expecting (and hoping for) a repeat of before. That position had been amazing! Tom kept finding new ways to blow my mind.

“Nah, just spread ’em,” he said, and I opened my thighs for him. He slipped in between them, his hard cock easily finding my more than wet opening.

“Ooooh…” I sighed when he pressed into me, finding all the good spots, touching me where I needed to be touched. Despite all the orgasms he’d already given me tonight, I wanted more. I always wanted more.

And then he took me. Hard. Fast. Just the way I wanted it, needed it. In a way that no-one else ever had.

He pistoned in and out of me, grunting and grumbling, breathing hard and clearly chasing his own orgasm. I doubted he cared about me at all anymore. He’d made me cum in front of my husband, his rival and now he wanted his reward.



Half an hour later, I was driving home, so exceptionally satisfied that I was worried I’d fall asleep at the wheel. Tom had seriously brought his A-game tonight and once again turned me into his willing little slut.

I did have some worries though. First, Tom now knew. That changed everything, didn’t it? Or did it change anything? I couldn’t tell David though, that was for sure. So now, I needed to keep another secret from him, and I wasn’t overly enthusiastic about that. I was downright frustrated with it, in fact.

I was glad Tom had called him though. It had definitely been sexy getting fucked while my hubby was listening in, and it felt like he was more a part of the whole ordeal this way… and I was sure he’d liked it too.

Liked it? I snickered to myself, who am I kidding? He had loved it!

Had I called Tom Daddy while we were on the phone? I couldn’t remember. The whole night was somewhat blurry, but I might have. I felt that I had. Would David appreciate that or be angry that I’d given Tom yet another thing that he desired? The cuck part of him would absolutely love it, but the rest might not. I wasn’t too worried about that though. I was getting good at bringing the cuck out in him when needed.

The other thing that worried me was the last thing Tom had said before I left:

“Don’t fuck the pip-squeak tonight.”

I hated when he decided that David and I couldn’t have sex. It was so infuriating, so unfair, so petty. He’d gotten his, hadn’t he? Hadn’t I been a good girl for him? And now he wouldn’t let poor little David have his fun. I really wanted sex with my husband too — not for the sexual gratification, of course, that was sadly not happening too often these days, but for the closeness, the love.

It never occurred to me to deny Tom’s order. He effectively took control of our sex-life whenever he felt like it, and it’d been like that for over a month by now. Naturally, David didn’t know — how could I tell him? — but he accepted that some nights I was not in the mood. It’s only natural, after all.

Besides, there was always tomorrow. And Friday. Probably not Saturday, since I’d be seeing Tom then, but definitely Sunday. I needed to make sure my husband was taken well care of before I sent him out into the big world.



The next day I was shelving books at the library and feeling somewhat conflicted about last night. Of course, it had been great.. for me. And for Tom, obviously. But David had been so frustrated when I got home, so amorous, so desperate to get into my panties — if I’d worn any, that is. He wanted to talk about the call, he wanted to know if I really called Tom Daddy (he was not upset about it at all though) and most of all, he wanted sex. And I did too! That was the worst thing about it. I had to shoot him down, even if I wanted to feel him inside me.

He’d never understand ‘I’m not in the mood’ of course, not after listening to me getting hammered by Tom, so I had to bring out the tired, old ‘I’m too sore, sorry, nae sarang’. And while it wasn’t necessarily a lie — Tom’s onslaught really did do a job on my insides — it wasn’t what he’d wanted to hear.

At least he’d cum quickly in my hand, and maybe he should feel a little grateful for that? Lots of men all over the world didn’t even get regular handjobs from their wives.

But I would rock his world tonight instead! Oh yeah, he’d never know what hit him. Feeling better about myself after that decision, I continued putting books in their right place, when I suddenly got a text from Tom.

[Were r u?]

It came out of the blue — he’d never contacted me at work before. Or well, he’d demanded naughty pictures when I was at work, but this seemed different. What was going on? I frowned as I tried to figure out what he was on about now.

[At work, of course.] Where else would I be at one o’clock on a Thursday?

[I figured wwere excactly]

Why did he want to know that? He was up to something, most likely something perverted. But he was at work, wasn’t he? Wouldn’t David have told me if he wasn’t? No matter what, I didn’t have a lot of options, did I?

[Second floor, at the adult fantasy section. Why?]

[I got an adult fantasy for u!]

How original, I thought while rolling my eyes. Then I shrugged and kept working. Not much else to do was there? I was steeling myself for what was to come though. It would seem he had cut work short today — or was taking a long lunch-break, maybe.

This part of the library was quiet. There weren’t many visitors as a whole at this time of day, and there were none up here. That might become a problem, I worried. It could be more of a challenge to get rid of Tom without witnesses.

And there he was, coming around the corner, looking as smug as humanly possible. And pretty good in his well-fitted short-sleeved shirt and slacks, if I had to be honest. He’d lost some weight since the first time I saw him, and he looked fitter, stronger. Not that I cared about that — David was still far more handsome, I assured myself as my eyes sought his well-defined arms.

“Why, hello kitten,” he smiled.

“Hello, Tom,” I said, keeping my voice neutral. He raised his eye-brows at that, and I felt myself flush. If he thought I was going to call him Daddy in the library, he’d be sorely disappointed. Because I wasn’t. He could fuck right off with that, to put it in his language.

He looked me up and down for a short minute.

“Looking good, kitten,” he commented. Well, I wasn’t wearing slutty make-up or a skimpy dress for him at work, if that’s what he wanted. I wore a simple grey off-the-shoulder blouse that hung loose and showed off my shoulder and thus my tattoo… as Tom wanted. It did still allow for the contour of my ladies to be seen, but it was hard to find clothes that didn’t get me ogled by juvenile visitors. A pair of jeans and comfortable shoes finished the ensemble, though it was easy to see that Tom had hoped for a more risque outfit. Whatever, I still had to work here. Madison might be my friend, but she was still not about to let me turn the library into a boudoir. Though… she was less of a friend these days. We’d had a nasty fight the day after I’d gotten my tattoo. She had apologised for talking to David about the whole thing, but she’d seemed to think it wasn’t that big a deal. Hence the fight.

“What do you want, Tom?” I asked, not really in the mood for his games. I had work to do, after all.

“Straight to the point,” he nodded, “I like that. I don’t have much timer either.” He took a step closer and another, invading my personal space. I knew where this was going, but I stood my ground. This was my base, my home-field and he was not chasing me off it.

“Why don’t we find somewhere a little more… private?” he wondered.

“No,” I said sternly. This was my work, darnit! We were not finding a private place, because I was not getting fucked. Not a quickie, not a blowjob, nothing. It didn’t matter that my heart was beating like mad all of a sudden… and it certainly didn’t matter that I was feeling strangely hot between my legs.

“Re-e-ally…?” he smiled overbearingly at me as he stretched that one word out and took the final step, ending up so close to me, all too close. His warm, masculine smell overpowered my senses and I had to tilt my head way back to look up at him. I already knew he enjoyed using his body to overpower me… and he knew, I enjoyed being overpowered.

“Tom…” I objected, though my voice was growing weak. Something in me — most likely emanating from my traitorous and ever-hungry pussy — wanted to just give in, to surrender, to ride that wave of excitement once more.

Hips lips were on mine cutting off my protests. It felt so good… as did his arms around me, fondling my butt. Mhm… what was the harm, after all?

“No!” I tore myself off him and took a step back, breaking his embrace.

“What?” he asked, and at once the good-natured humour was gone from him. The smile and the warmth in his eyes disappeared, and his large hands that had just been squeezing my butt tightened into fists. He had not anticipated that. He was so used to me rolling over, that he had no idea what to do with my resistance, my rejection.

“You heard me,” I said and felt sweat on my forehead. My voice was steady though, or at least as steady as it could be, given the circumstances.

“I want you. Now.” His voice was quiet and there was an insisting quality to it.

But it didn’t matter.

We weren’t at his place or his office. I hadn’t come to him, eager to get fucked, willing to submit. It’s one thing getting dressed up, put on make-up, set my hair, find the sexiest pair of shoes to go with the outlook to ensnare a man’s attention… It’s quite another to showing up to work, doing your job and then get jumped with unreasonable demands.

In the first scenario, I’d want him to order me around and take me like only he knew how. In the latter? Leave me alone.

And he saw it in my eyes too. He thought he had broken me, turned me into his willing sex-doll. And oh, was he disappointed.

“Fine,” he shrugged, pretending it was no big deal, “but you may regret it. Your ass may regret it.”

Like I couldn’t take a spanking. I could take more than he could dish out.

“Goodbye, Tom,” I said and turned to my cart of books, dismissing him. I forced myself to ignore him — it was easier this way. If I didn’t see the temptation, it didn’t exist, right?

And it worked. I heard him walk away, but I didn’t turn to look. Instead I smiled and stood up straight. I’d won a major victory over the doubting voices in my head who felt I was too weak.

I wasn’t weak. I just liked acting like it.

At least that’s what I told myself.



David

This was going to be a good night, I’d decided. It was Friday after all. A date with my beautiful wife at an insanely exquisite (read: expensive) restaurant. And then a weekend with her, before going off to sunny Florida, for what could very well be a paid luxury holiday, with my lovely and funny secretary.

Things were definitely looking up for old David. And I had high hopes of getting some sweet loving tonight. She’d not been in the mood for the last couple of days, but after a night out at Gioni’s, all dressed up and with good food, good wine… and good company, of course. Yeah, I was getting lucky tonight.

“You’ve still got it,” I winked my reflection in the mirror and made a finger-gun at the handsome devil I saw there. Wearing a nice, expensive suit, hair combed back and a smile that had broken more than a few hearts in my time, I was so ready.

The best part? I’d… mentioned… my plans for tonight to August — who just so happened to be in the cubicle next to the unattractive Tom. It’s not my fault that poor, fat Tom couldn’t help but overhear how I’d planned to take our beautiful lady out to a place he could never afford.

Yeah, he had the cock and the orgasms. But I could take her places, show her things. Not that it was a competition. It wasn’t. And if it was, I’d win every time. She’d married me for crying out loud!

But it was still good to put him in his place every now and then.

“Jia? You about ready?” I called at the bathroom where she was taking her sweet time. Then again, one cannot rush perfection, and I was sure she’d be the living embodiment of beauty when she finally did emerge. I left the bedroom and went to the living-room to kill some time until she was ready and we had to go.

About the time I was starting to get stressed about needing to leave soon, I heard her clickety-clacking down the hallway.

“Wow!” I breathed when I finally laid my eyes on her. She truly was beautiful!

She was wearing a little black dress that I hadn’t seen in a long time. It had a somewhat daring neckline that showed more than a trace of her impressive cleavage. It was a tight little thing and generously showed off her gentle curves and reached around mid-thigh. She had matching black faux leather pumps and black stockings.

Her raven-black hair was set up in an intricate knot a top of her head, and her make-up was perfect. She knew how to make smokey eyes and make it look both sexy and sophisticated against her flawless, golden skin. Her lips were blood-red and made me want to kiss them — though I wasn’t about to smear it before we’d even left the house.

The absolute only blemish I could find was the rather large tattoo on her shoulder, and honestly I was getting used to it. At least it was well-done and a rather innocent image. She wore golden earrings and her gold necklace that I’d given her at our first anniversary sparkled and automatically led the eye towards her mesmerising cleavage. I was the luckiest man in the world.

Her almond-shaped eyes sparked with joy at seeing me take her beauty in, and she grinned at me.

“See something you like?” she wondered innocently, or maybe not so innocently, come to think about it. Not with the pose she struck, shoulders back, chest out and a hand on her hip. She looked nothing less than divine.

“Yeah!” I nodded, “I’m almost tempted to stay home tonight.” She grinned again and stuck her tongue out at me.

“You got to wine and dine a lady first, you know,” she winked and giggled.

Oh yeah, I was so in. Definitely getting lucky tonight.



Jia

Gioni’s was a lovely place, so stylish and filled with atmosphere, and the people here were all well-dressed, elegant and classy… and David certainly fit in. He was so handsome! I felt like a fine lady being with him tonight. As we were being escorted to our table, I noticed more than one head turn to look at us, and honestly, we deserved it.

Oh yes, this was unquestioningly the place for me. I loved getting dressed up and going fine places, and this one was the finest yet. My parents would never in a million years have been able to afford this place, and yet David just got us in like it was no big deal. I squeezed his arm and smiled appreciatively at him as we sat down at the exquisite table the maître-d’ showed us to. David’s handsome smile was back, and my heart skipped a beat. He truly had gone all in tonight, and it showed. David’s best was amazing, and I loved that man so much.

We ordered appetizers, got some wine, talked and had a good time. Everything was going great.

And then I checked my phone. I couldn’t even say why — I just had a strange feeling, and when David was busy with the wine-list, I snuck a quick glance.

[The fucking pipsqeuak said ure goin to some fansyass restarant that true?] From Tom, obviously.

I should just ignore him. I should. This was our night, mine and my husband’s, and Tom did not enter into the equation.

But he might get mad if I did…

[Yes, we’re at Gioni’s. Please don’t cause trouble.] It sounded pathetic, me begging like that, but I’d found that when dealing with Tom, displaying some humility got you far. Like last week when he’d told me not to wear a bra to work, and I’d managed to persuade him by shooting him a quick video off my ladies bouncing around without one. He’d enjoyed that and let me wear the damn bra.

Honestly, I wasn’t sure when or why I’d relinquished control of my wardrobe to him. It had started, I guessed when he’d told me never to cover up the tattoo, and then he’d just assumed he could tell what to wear and not to wear. Since I’d never objected, I guessed he could…

[What are u wering?] he texted back, ignoring my request for no trouble.

Curses! I couldn’t sit here with my phone texting this unpleasant bastard and his weird questions all night. This was supposed to David’s and my night.

[A black dress. Please leave us alone.]

[Show me]

Oh, for crying out loud! Why this, why now? I should just ignore him. I should just…

“Oh, I forgot to take take a selfie! Gotta show the world what I’m wearing,” I said with a forced laugh. I held my hand out and snapped a picture while David gave me an odd look. I was not good at these underhanded situations.

I quickly sent the image to Tom, hoping that would get him off my back. I didn’t dare disobey — I knew I was already in trouble after our little show-down at the library yesterday. Maybe I could temper his displeasure with a show of obedience.

I put the phone down on the table and turned to David, resuming the conversation as if my obnoxious… boyfriend? Lover? Orgasm-provider? hadn’t just interrupted us. David blinked a couple of times, clearly confused then went back to telling me about something Alice had said.

I wasn’t overly fond of Alice to be honest. It wasn’t that she was pretty or cute or that she was a little too eager to flaunt her big boobs at the company get-togethers… it was the way she spoke to and about David. Awfully familiar, almost possessive, even to me, his wife.

But she could be funny, I had to give her that, and I laughed at David’s little story. I wasn’t worried about her or anything. I knew David was loyal, just as I was. Well, Tom not-withstanding, of course. But that had been David’s own idea. The situations weren’t comparable at all — it’s not like I was going to suggest he sleep with his secretary!

My phone buzzed again, and I quickly snatched it up before David could say anything. I did notice a look of annoyance, but it’s not like I could control if people texted me, now could I?

[I want to see ure tits]

I nearly swore out loud. What was the matter with him?!

[I’m in a crowded, sophisticated restaurant! I cannot just whip out my boobs!] I wrote and threw my phone down on the table. Unbelievable! What was wrong with that man?!

David caught my sudden foul mood.

“Something wrong?”

“No, of course not,” I faked a smile and leaned into him, showing him I was interested in whatever he was talking about. My phone buzzed again, and I grabbed it, while David frowned at me. He was definitely getting suspicious — or at the very least bothered about my text conversation.

[Chrst ur a stupid cunt GO TO THE BATHROOM TAKE OUT YOURE TITS AND SHOW ME] the text read. I nearly rolled my eyes but caught myself in time. Didn’t want David to think something was amiss — even if something clearly was. Tom, that arrogant bastard — why couldn’t he just leave me alone?

“I need to use the restroom, be right back,” I told my darling husband, grabbed my bag and my phone and made my way to the bathroom. I didn’t have to do as I was told, of course. I knew that. I could just ignore him.

But it was easier to go along. Tom could get awfully stubborn when he felt himself being disrespected, and the punishments that followed were usually unpleasant. Like the time a couple of weeks ago when he felt I was too slow to answer, and the next time we’d gotten together, he’d pinched and squeezed my nipples until I was crying and begging him to stop.

I could still feel his nails digging into my defenseless little nubbins, and it was not a fond memory… even if the following orgasms had been extremely powerful.

I found the bathroom, got into an empty stall and did my business, emptying my bladder.

With a deep breath, I pulled the beautiful dress down and unhooked my bra — this wasn’t a dress I could go braless in, sadly — and thus freed my boobs. Holding the phone out, I snapped a quick selfie and looked at the result with a critical eye. The lighting wasn’t the best, and I looked a little pale but that couldn’t be helped. Worse was that my boobs were out of focus, so I took another one.

It was better but… my expression was off, I looked like an irate teacher.

New picture with a nice, inviting smile. Yes, that was better.

But what if…

I pinched my nipples, one after the other, making them stand at attention.

I snapped a final picture, more than happy with my naughty little grin, my stiff nipples and the overall aesthetics.

[There you go.] I texted and sent it to him. Then I got the bra back on, the dress pulled up, quickly checked my reflection in the large mirror above the sinks and hurried back to David. I deftly explained my prolonged absence with the harmless lie that there’d been a queue. Easily believable, as there often is at at the ladies’.

[Love those jugs!] was the predictable answer and I allowed myself a satisfied smile. Hopefully, I could stay off the phone for the rest of the evening and focus on my darling husband. He already had an annoyed expression and shot my phone dirty looks.

Naturally it dinged again, and his brow furrowed further.

“Who are you talking to?” he wondered.

“Oh, no-one,” I shrugged. Picking my brain for an easy lie, I added: “Nari. The little one’s acting up…” He seemed to buy it, and I casually picked up the phone to read:

[Dont fuck the pipsqueak tonight!]

Oh, come on! This was the third night in a row! And David was really looking forward to it tonight. It was so easy to tell. And he’d gone out of his way to make a nice, romantic evening (that Tom was sabotaging with his constant messaging, but that was beside the point). I’d been looking forward to it too for that matter.

[Pleaaaase, Daddy. My poor little husband needs me tonight…] I wrote, throwing all dignity out the window, both my own and David’s. Maybe some abject humiliation would soften him up.

[I said no slut] came the terse reply.

David cast another disapproving glance at my phone as I wrote back, but he should really not be in such a critical mood — I was trying to salvage our evening here.

[Look, Tom. David and I need to connect every now and then. Surely you can understand that? I’m his wife after all.]

Appealing to his better nature might work. If he had a better nature, which remained unclear.

[And the little pipsqueek gets to brag about taken u out to a fansy restarant? Right to my face? Fuck no!!]

What had David done? I sighed, not knowing what to do. Again, I didn’t have to do as Tom said. Not really. I wanted to, sure, but I didn’t have to.

[Please, Daddy. He didn’t mean anything by it…] I begged and put the phone down.

“Did eh… did you tell anyone about us going out tonight?” I smiled at my husband.

“Ehm, yes? I guess. I told Alice the other day — she said I needed to do something nice for you before I left, and I told her I’d already booked us a table here. Why?”

“No reason, no reason,” I smiled, “she’s so sweet, Alice. And no-one else?”

His brow furrowed and he looked away. He had told somebody, I could tell. Tom wasn’t lying after all.

“I… may have mentioned it to August. You know, we were discussing weekend-plans,” David said and looked a little uncomfortable.

“August?”

“Eh, yes. Ehm, he’s in the cubicle next to… to Tom,” he admitted.

“Hmm. Sounds like you were really telling Tom that you were taking me out tonight?” I pointed out.

“So? Wait, was that Tom just now? Are you talking to him?” his eyes narrowed.

“Of course not,” I cut him off, the lie coming off my lips with hardly a second’s doubt or indecision, “just Nari. I think she’s jealous of our date.” He believed me again. Of course he did.

“I mean, okay, yeah, maybe it was aimed more at Tom than August. So what?” he looked at me, his face tight and defensive.

“Nothing, dear,” I smiled. Your fragile ego just cost us our romantic night out, I didn’t say. These accursed men and their need to play games.

“After all,” he leaned across the table and lowered his voice, “he already gets you two nights a week. Nothing wrong with letting that asshole know I’ve got game too.”

I had to stop myself from letting out a heavy sigh, as I thought how his ‘game’ was taking a rather steep toll.

“Of course not,” I smiled reassuringly at him. A wife should be encouraging, even when her husband is being a massive tool and shooting himself in the foot for no apparent reason.

[Fuck yeah he did the little runt no sex, no handy, no nothing you got that]

I sighed. Tom was not in a forgiving mood, it seemed.

[And how the hell am I supposed to tell him that?]

[Are u daft cunts get headacres all the time just dont be in the mood]

I looked at my beloved husband and couldn’t suppress a bolt of annoyance. He just had to run his mouth, just had to get one up on his rival or whatever they considered one another. He talked a big game, my husband, but how would he feel tonight when there was no pay-off?

Well, he only had himself to blame, I thought with a grimace.
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You know the drill. This is a cuck-story, and if you’ve made it this far, you shouldn’t be surprised by that.

*As always, thanks to my beautiful wife for her editing. It means the world.

<3*

David

Jia was in the bedroom making herself ready for yet another date or whatever with Tom, and I was sitting on the couch, feeling just a wee bit troubled by it all.

Last night had been such a downer, and I couldn’t help but blame Jia. Not that I was angry with her, not really, but I was definitely more than a little disappointed. I’d gotten us a table in one of the most exclusive restaurants in town, for crying out loud! I didn’t even want to know what kind of favours Dad had had to call in for that, but I knew it’d been in vain — not that I’d ever tell him that.

She’d been on the phone a lot and acted strange when not. The teasing fun that the night had started with vanished before the main-course even arrived, and when we got home, she’d developed a terrible migraine that prohibited any physical activity. Of course she couldn’t help that, and if she wasn’t in the mood then fine, but there was just something that didn’t add up. Something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

We hadn’t had sex in four days, and fine, no problem, people go for longer without all the time. Before Tom entered our lives, I’d often — often — been among them. But she’d fucked Tom Wednesday, and right now she was dolling herself up for yet another round. Which meant that since I hadn’t gotten laid since Monday, he’d get more sex from Jia than me this week. That just seemed… wrong. I was the husband, he was the… whatever he was.

And no, I didn’t count the handjob I got Wednesday while she told me about how Tom had wrecked her pussy. But perhaps I should. Perhaps that was what counted as sex for me now.

All in all that added up to a rather concerned husband…

The door to the bedroom opened, and a vision appeared. A beautiful, raven-haired woman in a thin, sexy red top that was waaay to tight for anyone not to stare at her big tits. Its thin straps left the tattoo on her shoulder bare, showing the world her lily. She’d been very keen on showing it off ever since she got it, and despite not being into tattoos, I had to admit it gave her a kind of… flavour. There was something naughty about it, especially the way she was always flaunting it. The fact that I’d been against it, and that Tom, the fat creep had been the one to help her get it only heightened its erotic quality — at least in my twisted mind.

The skirt she was wearing was short and tight, clinging to her sexy hips like a second layer of skin and didn’t reach the top of her black thigh-highs, creating that gap of bare skin that was oh, so sexy.

The black stilettos completed the outfit and gave her an alluring, swaying walk. She’d told me that she hated those shoes and only wore them to make her ass look fantastic… which was why she was wearing them now, when going to see Tom and not last night when she was out with me. Not that there’d been anything wrong with her shoes last night, nothing like that but… must he always get everything?

“Sooo… what do you think?” she asked and stopped in front of me, her eyes sparkling mischievously. As always, her make-up was impeccable. Long, dark eye-lashes, dark eye-shadow and a bright red lip-stick. Maybe she’d run out of time though, because instead of a intricate hair-do, she’d tied her hair in a pony-tail that happily bounced with her every step.

She did a quick pirouette, circling on her towering heels and showing off her marvelous behind, even shaking it a bit to the delight of my greedy eyes.

“You look divine,” I answered. She stopped and gave me a searching look, probably hearing something insincere in my voice.

“You okay, nae sarang?” she asked.

“Yeah, yeah, of course,” I forced a smile. I almost asked her to stay at home with me, but didn’t want to rock the boat. I knew she wanted to go, and I didn’t want her to stay home against her wishes. Didn’t want to force her to spend time with her husband.

“Okay, good,” she smiled, taking my words at face value. She didn’t question my lack of enthusiasm at all, and it made me feel strangely deserted. Like, she didn’t care? Of course I should speak up if I was displeased or uneasy about the situation, but shouldn’t she also be absolutely sure I was enjoying it?

She bent down and gave me a long, soul-filled kiss, even opening her mouth and letting her tongue into mine.

“I’ll see you later tonight,” she said and squeezed my dick that quickly came to life in her small hand.

“I’m looking forward to it,” I answered, and that at least was the truth. If only she wasn’t too exhausted or too sore or too something else…

“I love you,” she whispered and gave me a last kiss.

“Love you too,” I answered and watched her ass as it swayed out of the room. I considered getting up and see her off but I didn’t have the energy.

I heard her “see you” just before the door slammed, leaving me, once again, alone with just my thoughts.



Jia

David hadn’t seemed as enthusiastic as usual, and that was worrisome. Was he losing his desire for this whole thing?

He was getting the short end of the stick, I had to admit. As I drove to Tom’s I pondered what could be done to get him to enjoy it more, to get him fired up like he used to be.

More sex was probably the answer. If only Tom would see that — he was risking an awful lot by not letting David get his fill. If David decided it wasn’t worth it anymore, Tom and I would be done, and where would he be then? Alone without his kitten. And I’d be without my Daddy and his big cock and bigger orgasms.

On the other hand, I wouldn’t have to undergo the humiliations that getting those orgasms required. Maybe we should just pull the plug, if David wasn’t happy with the arrangement?

That thought created a knot in my stomach, a big, uncomfortable knot that told me that I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to go back to ordinary sex. The very thought of never feeling Tom’s majestic monster in my mouth again was terrible. I needed that cock!

No, not needed, of course, that’d be ridiculous. But I wanted it… a lot. A whole lot. So, summa summarum, I would have to convince Tom to let David fuck me more… make love to me more. That thought made me laugh quietly. I needed to persuade my lover to let my husband have more sex with me. How messed up was that? I shook my head and laughed again at the absurdity of it all.



I didn’t feel the need to have my usual discussion with myself outside Tom’s door tonight. The thought from earlier about David possibly killing the affair had created a need for my big, strong lover’s presence, no matter what he had in store for me. And I had a feeling there might be something… unpleasant in waiting for me tonight, his warning from Thursday still fresh in my mind. I’d been good yesterday though, disappointing both David and myself on his command. That had to count for something, right?

I unlocked the door and stepped inside. As I unzipped my jacket, revealing my sexy outfit, I wondered where he was. There was no sound from the living-room, no TV running. It was more than a little unnerving, actually. Tom didn’t often stray from the script…

“Tom? Da-daddy?” I wondered. Should I still go get a beer for him? Where was he even?

“In here,” came his voice from the bedroom. Not knowing what else to do, I shrugged and followed the sound. He was standing next to his bed, waiting for me. The lamp on the ceiling was off, so the only light came from a small lamp on his nightstand and from the door behind me. It cast the room in glum shadows, and this whole detour from our normal routine seemed quite sinister. An unpleasant feeling started in my stomach, but what could I really do? I stayed in the doorway, wearily looking at him.

“Looking good, kitten,” he commented, drinking in my thin top and short skirt. He in turn wore his trade-mark t-shirt and boxers, having put exactly zero effort into his presentation.

“Thank you,” I said, then paused. That was not the right approach at all. That was not the way to appease him.

“I mean, thank you, Daddy,” I said in that girlish voice he enjoyed and with a nervous swallow, I sashayed up to him, “I wore it for you…”

“I know you did, kitten,” he said and smiled down at me. He leaned down as if to kiss me, but put his lips right next to my ear: “you’ve been a bad girl.”

“Noooo… I’m sorry, Daddy…” I said, trying for a reprieve. Hopefully humbling myself would be enough… or at least mitigate the pain to come.

“Yes. Yes, you have,” his voice was tender, soft, but there was a gleeful malice in his eyes, made so much worse by the darkness in the room, “and you’ll have to get punished…”

“Soooorry, Daddy…” I whined. As unworthy as this was for a grown, educated woman, I was getting into it. It did something to me, and I felt myself grow damp between my legs.

He picked something up from the bed and let it dangle from his hand. At first I couldn’t make out what it was, something that reflected the sparse light… oh fuck, it was a pair of handcuffs! The realisation sent a chill down my spine.

An honest-to-goodness pair of handcuffs. And they didn’t look like the flimsy kind one can buy as a joke or toy. They looked authentic. Like the kind a police-officer would use.

“What… what are you going to do…?” I wondered in my normal voice, fear and excitement rushing through me. I tried to swallow but my mouth had gone dry. My eyes were drawn to the metallic restraints in his hand. There was something remarkably intimidating about them, something dark and foreboding.

“It’s not that hard to figure out, Jia-girl. You’ve been bad, and you need to be punished. So I’m gonna punish you.” The way he said it, it didn’t sound like a game. It sounded very, very real.

“What… what if I don’t want that?” I objected.

“I can see your nipples, Jia,” he smirked at me.

I quickly looked down at my top, and yeah, my traitorous little nubs did their best to push through the thin fabric. Damn those little sluts!

“Strip,” he commanded. Just one word that sent an electric tingle though me.

What were my options?

I could refuse. Then he’d take the clothes off me with ease, and that would probably not lessen the incoming punishment.

I could run. Even in heels, I could most likely get to the door and out, before he caught me. Then we’d be in public, and he’d have to back off. But he wouldn’t follow me. Tom wasn’t that kind of monster — if I really refused, he’d just show me the door. He’d never rape me. Would he?

No, he wouldn’t. I was sure of that, though that little bit of doubt made it all so thrillingly dangerous.

Did I want to opt out though? My nipples said no. And my wet pussy said no. It was only my pride and fear that resisted.

So the final option was to obey and endure. How bad could it be? And hadn’t obeying always brought extreme amounts of pleasure? Pleasure that I a couple of months ago had no idea even was possible. Orgasms that David could only dream of giving me.

I realised I’d made my decision and slowly nodded. Without taking my eyes off those dangling cuffs, I pulled my top off, freeing my ladies and throwing it to the floor.

“Leave them,” he said when I moved to kick off my shoes, so I shrugged and wiggled out of my skirt and then finally my tiny, black panties.

Like a porn-star I stood in front of him, completely naked except thigh-highs and stilettos. And like a porn-star, my nipples were like pebbles and my pussy would soon spill over with its juices.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he smiled as he took in my naked body. I popped my hip and put a hand on it, striking a better pose for his admiring eyes, and he couldn’t hold back a grin.

“Get on the bed, you sexy slut,” he commanded in a lighter tone and I obeyed immediately. The time for rebellion was long past.

He directed me to lay on my back and raised my hands above my head.

Click! He slid one cuff around my wrist, pulled and manipulated it until he was satisfied. He then drew the chain through the bars of the headboard and slapped the other cuff on my other wrist. Finally, he tightened both cuffs with metallic clicks until I couldn’t wiggle out of them. I couldn’t pull them much either — I was secured tightly to the bed.

In other words, I was stuck. I was completely at his mercy… and that was a thoroughly frightening thought.

At the same time, it was also an insanely erotic feeling, and I couldn’t wait for him to touch me. I needed him. I needed his big strong hands, his overpowering cock.

He sat down right next to me, his warm thighs touching me.

“First, I need to know, HOW bad you’ve been, kitten. So, did you fuck your little hubby last night?”

“What? No, I didn’t,” I answered. Caught off guard by the question, I had nothing but the truth for him, but… why were we discussing this now?

“Voice!” he barked and slapped me hard on my right thigh, just above my stocking. Really hard, and it really hurt!

“Ouch!” I gasped and tried to pull away but the chains made moving extremely awkward. He glared at me, a challenge in his eyes… a challenge I didn’t rise to.

“No, Daddy, I didn’t,” I answered in the high-pitched, girly voice he was training me to use.

He stared into my eyes for a good, long while, and I tried to show my honesty, keeping all deceit away. First, I wasn’t good at lying and second, being chained and spanked pretty much removed my outer layers of defense. I only had the truth left.

“Good. Good…” he nodded, “that’s good. For you. That means, I won’t have to use this.” He reached down and picked something up from the floor. It looked like a stick at first but at closer inspection, I saw that it was a long, vicious-looking riding crop.

“I…” I licked my lips, not knowing what to say.

“So, we won’t be needing this tonight,” he said and threw it back on the floor.

“What… what are you going to do… Daddy?” I asked, keeping my voice high-pitched for him. I was breathing hard, so completely turned on by being so utterly at his mercy. Not knowing what he was going to do was disconcerting, of course, but it was also undeniably erotic to let go and surrender in this way.

“Nothing…” he smiled and bent down and took one of my hard nipples in his mouth. He bit it teasingly and sent a bolt of arousal through me. He kissed and licked his way to my other and gave it the same playful experience.

“Oooh…” I sighed. It was a brand new experience, being tied up like this. I couldn’t touch him, encourage him or stop him. I was under his heel, completely, totally. And I loved it. He could do with me whatever he wanted, and I’d just have to take it.

Hopefully, that ‘whatever he wanted’ would include his big, fat cock and my tiny, but extremely wet pussy. I certainly wouldn’t mind having to take that. His hand slid down my stomach and my freshly-shaved vulva and down to…

“Ah!” I sighed when he finally touched my needy pussy. His fingers slid across my clitoris but didn’t linger, instead went further down to my greedy hole.

“Are you wet, kitten?” he wondered out loud, as if the evidence wasn’t smeared on his fingers.

“So wet, Daddy!” I agreed. We both knew it, and I didn’t have a whole lot of dignity left to protect.

“’Cause you’re a slut?” he speculated.

“Uh-huh!” I readily admitted. We both knew that too after all, and, as I mentioned, being tied down had shed me of my need for pride and decency. It had left me with just raw feelings, raw need.

“Uh! Ooooh…” I moaned as his broad fingers entered me. Oh, it felt good. He fingered me, making me moan and cry. He worked it for a while, though it didn’t take him long to get me to the edge but then he stopped.

That was alright though. I preferred to cum on his mighty cock anyway. It was always better that way.

He brought his fingers up to my mouth, and once again I engaged in that display of submission he’d trained me to. Even though his finger usually wasn’t covered in my pussy-juice when I did this, I was very well aware of what was expected. I opened my mouth and sucked his finger, cleaning it of my musky liquid. I still didn’t like the taste, but licking it off Daddy’s finger was completely different from kissing David after he’d gone down on me.

“There’s a good kitten,” he mumbled and gave me another finger to clean. I did that too without any protest. What would a protest even have helped now? I was caught, wasn’t I? Trapped like a beast.

He pulled his finger out of my mouth and shed first his t-shirt, leaving his muscular upper-body naked and then his boxers, finally freeing that big monster I was here to see. I followed it with my eyes as it happily bobbed up and down. He knee-walked up to my head, and I knew what was coming next. Finally.

He grabbed my head and lifted it off the mattress, making my mouth an easier target, and then he fed me that big snake.

It filled my mouth. Its strength and its power overwhelmed me, and I subserviently licked and sucked it. It quickly grew in size and hardness, and he started to fuck my mouth, forcing my head back and forth in time with his thrusts. I gagged, I drooled, I cried and I almost threw up several times… and I loved it. I loved serving his big, fat cock like this. I was so turned on, so wet for him, so eager and willing that I’d let him do whatever he wanted with me right now.

Take me to a beautiful restaurant, wine and dine me, treat me like a lady, and you’ll meet a cold bedroom. Tie me to a bed and abuse my mouth and you’ll get everything you want.

I was such a mess.

“Fuck, you’re good!” he grunted. He pulled out, letting me breathe for a second. One hand let go of my head, though they other held tight, keeping me in place. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t use my hands to defend myself.

The slap on my cheek stung. The humiliation burned in me, and I moaned in twisted desire. Slap! Another one, and not a gentle tap either. I whined and tried to rub my needy pussy against the mattress, tried to rub my thighs together for some purchace, tried to do anything that could release the pressure building in me.

“Fuck, you’re a slut, kitten,” he said, almost in disbelief and then he bowed down and kissed me, hard. I eagerly kissed him back, loving how he sucked my tongue into his mouth and bit on it. I groaned into his mouth.

He let go of me and crawled down between my legs, laying on top of me in the tried and true missionary position. His face hovered above me, his eyes locked on mine as he fumbled with his dick and found my eager, eager pussy.

“Yeeeesss…” I groaned loudly when he finally slid into me.

Oh my… it wasn’t just my mouth he filled. Oh, how I needed this!

“Oh! Oh, yes. Tom… Daddy… please…” he took it slow, like a gentleman — a gentleman who enjoyed slapping defenseless women — letting me get used to his full size and girth. Not that I needed long, not anymore. Getting stuffed twice a week by his monster had made me very accommodating.

He built a steady rhythm, in and out, in and out, long, slow strokes, and I met him on every intake, getting him deeper and deeper. Soon, I would take all of him, and then… then he would really take me. Hard. Mercilessly. The surest and fastest way to an orgasm, and I couldn’t wait.

It felt so good! He crammed himself into my once-tight tunnel, and his mighty tool touched everything, and my brain nearly drowned in pleasure-signals.

“You fucking slut,” he grunted, “huh? Fucking Asian slut!”

I was used to his insults, and I didn’t even care. Maybe I even liked it? It was hard to say, right now there was so much to like.

“Oh!” I gasped when i finally felt his pelvic bone against mine, and I smiled, knowing I had sheathed all of him in me.

Now came the—

“AH!” he hammered into me. Hard. Fast. And again. And again.

“Yeeessss…!” I sighed. Oh, he was getting me there. Please, please sir, may I have some more?

“Uh! Oh! Mhmmm!” I moaned like a common whore as the big O approached. Oh, how I needed it. It was so close! I could almost taste it, please just a little more. Just a little—

What?

Suddenly, there was no more. I was still fucking him back, still trying to meet his thrusts, but he wasn’t there anymore. I looked up at him in confusion.

“No! I am so close! What are you doing…?” I cried. I saw his triumphant grin but I couldn’t comprehend it. What was he doing?

He crawled back up to my face and stuck his wet cock in between my lips. It tasted of me now, but I welcomed it nonetheless while I tried to figure out his game. What was going on?



“Nooooo! Please, Daddy!” I struggled against my cuffs as he pulled out again, the unrelenting metal cutting into my skin but I barely felt it. I was trying to get free, trying to entice him to continue, trying to… anything! I needed release!

This was the fifth time he’d done this in the last… I didn’t know how long I’d been here! And it didn’t matter, all that mattered was how cruel he was being. He’d fuck me to the edge of explosion and then stop. What kind of cruel nightmare was this?

“Why? Whylllarh?” My question was cut short when he stuffed my mouth with cock once again, clearly enjoying himself.

This… this was nothing short of TORTURE! I was so close. I needed that orgasm! I’d EARNED it! I deserved it! Why wouldn’t he let me cum?!

“Haven’t you figured it out yet, kitten?” he grinned down at me.

I tried to look up at him but his belly was in the way. He pulled out and his smirk was as irksome as ever.

“Remember Thursday? At the library? I wanted some… release, right? And you wouldn’t let me. So now… I won’t let you.” His grin was perfectly evil as he looked down at me.

“No. NO! Daddy, I need it, please! Please, please, please. Use the crop, please. Just let me cum. Just let me glurgh raaark!” Once again, he used the most effective tool he had to shut me up. My lower body thrashed about, trying to find some kind of relief but there was nothing but air.

I dutifully served his prick while the almost-orgasm diminished. Licking, sucking, kissing, gagging, like a good little girl. Maybe he’d be merciful if I showed how good I was? How docile, how compliant.

I lost track of time as I served him, as he fucked my throat, as I forced down waves of sickness that threatened to spill up and ruin his bedsheet whenever he went too deep. And I did it all with a subservient eagerness, I hoped he noticed and appreciated.

“Please… Daddy,” I breathed hard when he pulled out and moved down my body again, “please…” Heavens, I was so needy and pathetic, and I didn’t care. Nothing mattered but my orgasm, nothing.

He looked down at me with a cruel smile and slapped my face again. Pretty hard, hard enough to serious sting and send my face to the side.

I didn’t care though. If only he’d let me finish, he could hit me as much as he wanted and wherever he wanted.

“Please, Daddy…” I begged again.

“You want another slap, kitten?” he asked.

I didn’t. I really didn’t. It hurt and it felt so wrong — a man shouldn’t hit a woman, and a woman shouldn’t let a man hit her.

“Yes, Daddy, please… please hurt me!” I pleaded, my voice stuck in that high pitched in an attempt to placate him.

Of course he obliged and hit my other cheek. The pain was bad, but the humiliation was worse… and the all-devouring need of my pussy worst of all. I spread my legs invitingly as he crawled in between them, and I gave a delighted cry as he entered me again. I needed it so bad!

He took his time this round, building a steady, hard rhythm that soon had me seeing stars. It was quite possible that he couldn’t do the hard, wild stuff anymore out of fear that his heart would give out, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was his big, cock where it belonged — in my unsatisfied pussy, giving me what I craved.

“Oh Daddy… oh Daddy, you’re so big, so good. I need you…” I whined. He grunted and huffed and fucked me, just like I needed.

I forced my eyes closed, going into the pleasure as it grew and grew and hoping that he couldn’t cut me off if he couldn’t read my eyes. His every thrust into me forced a loud moan from my throat, and I once again neared that glorious point of no return.

Suddenly I felt a big hand grasp my jaw and turn my face up at him — with my eyes closed it came as a shock, and I immediately looked up at his face, half-hidden in the shadows of the room. What I could see of him was twisted in raw desire. His strong fingers bore painfully into my jaw that was already aching after the strenuous activity his prick had put it through.

“You wanna cum, kitten?” he growled.

“Yes! Yes, God yes!” I cried, not even caring that I was taking the Lord’s name in vain. I needed it so bad!

“You… uh! You really wanna cum?” he asked.

“Please, please, please, Daddy! I need it!”

“Too… fucking… bad!” he rumbled and pulled out of me.

“Nooooo! Daddyyyyy!” I begged but to no avail. He was already moving up my body, his hard cock glistening with my juices in the dim light.

One hand grabbed my pony-tail and held me face up, the other worked his glorious shaft, fast and determined. Nononono, he was going to cum. No, I needed that cock!

“Daddy, please,” I whined but was drowned out by his loud, animalistic growl.

Waves of warm, sticky goo washed down at me, hitting my face and mouth, splattering across my skin. He continued to growl and jerk off as ropes of his stuff landed on my chin, my nose, in between my lips and my hair. Long lines of his white stuff clung to me in the most humiliating way. He kept milking himself, until nothing more came out, before he sat down on his ass, spent for the moment.

Fuuuuuck! Now what?

I swallowed that of his salty discharge that had ended up inside of my mouth, but I had no way to clean my face. Not that I cared. Let it stay there, I had bigger worries. The fire was still burning between my legs, and I needed him to put it out. I needed him! But he laid down next to me, apparently in need of a break.

“Please… please…” I whined, trying to entice him to maybe finish me off with his hand… his tongue. Hell, I’d take a foot right now! Anything!

But nothing happened. Slowly, the fire cooled and I started to worry that Tom had had a heart-attack. Wouldn’t that be just perfect. Me laying naked here, chained up and with sticky semen running down my face, completely helpless.

Luckily, he slowly sat up again.

“Fuck that was good,” he muttered. More to himself than me. Past tense, he used past tense. Like we were done. But we weren’t! Were we?

“Daddy… I need you…” I begged, but he ignored me. He opened his bedside table’s drawer and found a small key and unlocked my hands. One immediately moved between my legs but he slapped it away, pretty hard.

“Don’t,” he said sternly.

“Why…?”

“An important lesson, kitten. I hate being told no,” he said simply.

I rubbed my hand where he’d slapped me and pouted. This was all just a lesson?

“The next time I wanna fuck, what are you gonna say?” he asked.

“Yes…” I muttered darkly and looked down. He put his hand under my chin and forced my cum-smeared face up, making eye-contact.

“I didn’t hear you, cunt,” he said.

“I said, yes, Daddy,” I replied, somewhat sullenly. There’d be no more sex tonight, it seemed. This whole night, this whole setup had been about sending a message. A pretty strong message. I was not about to disobey again.

“That’s my good girl,” he smiled. He looked like he wanted to pat my cheek or something but didn’t want to get his salty release on him.

“It’s my job though,” I weakly protested.

He nodded slowly, seemingly understanding. Maybe he wouldn’t show up at the library to ruin everything.

Maybe he would.

He seemed to be finished with me, so I went to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up and he stood in the doorway, watching me, making sure I didn’t try anything sneaky… like getting off without him. To be fair, I might have, if he hadn’t been there. I’d never masturbated — good girls don’t do that, at least according to mother, but I was hardly her good girl anymore… I washed off all my make-up since it was smeared and ruined anyway.

“You know what,” he said as I was about to head out, “I’m feeling generous. If your little cuck can finish you off with his little dick, then go for it.”

I smiled, grateful to be thrown that bone at least.

“No tongue though. He can only use his tiny shooter,” he admonished me.

Damn. That complicated matters. But I was so wound up, David might just get the job done. I nodded, gave Tom a quick kiss goodbye and left his apartment, heading home, still horny as fuck.



David

She hadn’t been gone all that long when her car pulled up on the driveway — only a couple of hours in fact. I was still on the couch, where I’d been more or less since she left, alternating between imagining what she was doing and scrolling on my phone.

I heard the door slam shut and the sound of her heels hurrying through the house, heading straight for me. She still looked gorgeous, the top still showcasing those mighty tits, and the skirt was far too short to hide anything. One of her stockings was torn with several long tears running down her leg. It made her look… used. Typical. Tom couldn’t appreciate or protect beauty. He really was a clumsy oaf.

“Hey honey, how was—” I managed to say, before she was on me. Her lips aggressively found mine and she almost threw herself in my lap, kissing me, her hands roaming across my chest and stomach, frantically pulling my shirt out of my pants.

“I need you, nae sarang,” she gasped into the kiss, “I need you now!” Her hands worked fast, opening my shirt-buttons and slid over my naked chest, tickling me with her nails.

I had no idea what had happened, and I was not dumb enough to ask questions. I kissed her back with all my pent-up lust and desire and wrapped my arms around her, holding my magnificent wife close. We were both moving fast, almost desperate for the other’s touch, and I loved this energy! It’d been a while since she’d been this riled up.

My hand found her large breast, kneading it, groping it. She moaned into my mouth when I found her nipple, and she ground her round butt against my dick that was quickly finding its strength.

It was no challenge to get a hand up under her short, whorish skirt, and she was sticky wet with desire. Her pussy was practically overflowing.

“Did… did Tom cum in you?” I wondered, my voice hoarse. Was this his stickiness or just Jia’s? Did I want it to be Tom’s? Was that disgusting… or sexy? Or possible both?

“Nooo…” she sighed, and there was something in her voice I couldn’t read.

It was just her? She was just that wet, that horny? What had happened at Tom’s?

Well, no matter what I was gonna take advantage of it!

She slid down on her back on the couch next to me. Her skirt slid up, and I slid in between her legs, about to dive headfirst into her delightful pussy, more than ready to lick her to orgasm.

“No…” she stopped me, “I need… you.” Her eyes looked down at my lap, where my dick was standing up, straining against my pants.

Really? Well, I wasn’t going to say no to that!

My pants hit the floor and I stepped out of them and my boxers, my stiff member appreciated the chance to prove itself to her. It had been in a state of semi-hardness all night, and Jia coming home with such a need was more than enough to get it all the way there. After getting my shirt off too, I knelt down in front of her and quickly and effortlessly slid into her. She was so wet, so ready for me, and I buried myself to the hilt in her delicious pussy.

“Oooh…” she sighed and looked up at me with lustful eyes. I gave her my best smile and started working in and out of her.

She had changed over the last few months… pussy-wise, I meant. Also personality-wise, but that was beside the point.

Not that she’d become a cavern that I couldn’t feel, that was far from the case. She felt wonderful, as she always had and always would. But she didn’t have the same… tightness. The same feel of velvety constriction. Maybe she was just getting more wet these days.

It could also be that Tom was stretching her, molding her sexually in his image.

Or maybe it was all in my head.

Whatever it was, she still felt amazing. I quickly found a good rhythm, and it felt so good. She thought so too, it was easy to tell as she moaned loudly and met my thrusts with her own, trying to get me as deep as possible.

“God, you’re amazing!” I told her and kissed her long, delicate neck. I loved her golden skin, her smell, her feel…

“Mhm, you too, nae sarang…” she sighed and pressed my face into her neck.

“I need you… please…” she asked and what could I do but oblige?

I gave her all I could. I wish I could say we made sweet, sweet love, but this was nothing but fucking. We were both in heat, both needed one another.

“It feels so good,” she told me, “please… more…”

She wanted more, did she? I sped up, moving faster and faster, making her grunt in pleasure. Yeah. Yeah, she wanted this! Fuck yeah!

I was gonna make her cum! She was my wife, wasn’t she?! Mine, not fucking Tom’s. No matter how good he fucked her, she was mine!

“Ah…” she sighed as I thrust into her again and again. She was perfect, and I could easily lose myself in the wonderful feeling of her deliciousness.

“I love you,” I grunted. Just needed to get that out there.

“Oh… I love you too, nae sarang,” she answered, and bent up to get a kiss. We kissed while I moved in and out of her.

I was the freaking energizer-bunny. I kept going and going and going. Gradually, I built up a sweat and started to breathe hard, just like Jia did under me. Her skin looked good all sweaty. Sexy.

There was something different about her pussy. It might not be loose but there definitely wasn’t the same resistance, the same feeling of being milked for all I was worth. I had no idea how long we’d been going, but I managed to keep my orgasm at bay.

Jia was breathing hard but she was no longer moaning like she had been. Instead she was frowning, almost looking angry. I was doing my damnest, but… was she going to cum? Could I make her cum?

“Jia…” I whispered, “are you… close?”

“I don’t… know,” she admitted with a tightness in her voice that I didn’t like.

It probably meant no. What could I do differently? Be tougher, more aggressive… more Tom? Squeeze her boobs? Be mean?

“Want me… to go down… on you?” I breathed hard. That was more my style, after all. Her frown deepened.

“No,” she dismissed that idea, “let’s try something different.”

She pushed at me, signaling me to get off, and I did so, of course. She moved up on her knees, her sexy ass to me.

“Try it like this,” she suggested, looking over her shoulder at me and giving me a naughty smile.

Okay, wow, I liked that! We’d never done doggy-style before. Fuck yeah! I looked from her beautiful smile to her two round globes of sexiness down to her small, dark pussy just showing herself between her legs. I also eyed her forbidden hole, but even I wasn’t stupid enough to suggest we go play with that.

I lined up my cock, grabbed a solid hold of her hips and jammed myself into her.

“Ah!” she grunted, and I took that as a good sign. She was tighter like this, and her pussy got a better grip on me. I started to move in and out of her again, slow at first but soon fast and hard, the way she liked it.

Oh, it felt goooood! Damn, I wished we’d done this a lot more. A LOT more…

She was breathing harder too. I reached down below her and grabbed one of her big tits, just mauling that big thing, looking for her nipple.

I fucked her like that, and suddenly it wasn’t easy to keep from cumming. This position was amazing! Soon I was fighting to keep my orgasm back, but I had to. My heart was beating like mad in my chest, and I forced myself to think of baseball. The Yankees, the losers, had lost to the fucking cubs. Pathetic.

Nope, it didn’t work. All I could think of was her amazing pussy and how it tried to milk me, how good her ass looked when it rippled after each of my thrusts, how her wild hair swung, how she was breathing hard, how…

“Mhm… are you… close?” I tried again.

“I don’t know, okay?” she snapped.

Okay…

I grabbed her hips hard, my fingers digging into her flesh and used it to hammer myself into her. As hard as I could. As fast as I could. Fuck, it felt good!

I forced a couple of moans out of her but then nothing…

“Is something… wrong?”

“No! Just… ah, fuck it. Just cum,” she exclaimed, her voice tense.

“Are you… sure?”

“Just fucking finish,” she snarled, clearly frustrated.

Oh wow. I wasn’t used to such language from my gentle wife, but I was hardly in a position to stop and discuss her tone or use of curse-words.

I wanted her to cum, of course I did. But I also very much wanted to cum myself, and hers clearly wasn’t happening. So I stopped resisting, stopped holding back.

It didn’t take long. Not like this, not with my sexy wife just returning home from her lover and then giving me a brand new, extremely sexy experience. Soon with one last, hard thrust into her welcoming pussy, I emptied myself. My guys flew forth, deep into her, and I lost myself in an amazing orgasm, filled to the brim with pleasure and shame and worry.

It was not a good sign that I couldn’t pleasure my woman, even when she was as worked up as she’d been tonight. It really wasn’t.

I collapsed on top of her, and we sort of turned, ending on our sides, me being the big spoon, my head buried in her neck, embarrassment eating me up. We lay very close, as there wasn’t much space on the couch, and I could feel breathing.

My penis soon wilted and slipped out of her.

“I’m… sorry,” I muttered when the silence had stretched for too long.

She didn’t say anything for a while.

“It’s okay,” she finally answered, “it’s fine. It’s not your fault, it’s me that’s something wrong with.” The lack of emotion in her voice told me it was definitely not fine but what could I do?

“What went wrong?” I asked lamely.

“I don’t know, okay, David?” she said in a terse voice, “it just didn’t happen.” That stopped any further apology or explanation. We lay like this in an uncomfortable silence.

“I think I’ll take a shower,” she finally said and got up, leaving me with nothing to spoon. I felt thoroughly humiliated, as I’d done my best, and it hadn’t been good enough. I’d had my shot, and I’d missed.

“Yeah, okay.”

I got a quick, performative kiss as she got up and left the living-room.

Goddamnit.



Jia

[He couldn’t get the job done. I hope you’re happy.] I texted Tom. I didn’t know why I felt the need to tell him that. Maybe pay-back for David’s lack of skill, lack of finesse… lack of size. I’d been so fucking close when I got home! Couldn’t he just scratch the damn itch?!

ARGH! Frustrated, I threw my phone down on the sink and stepped into the shower. I halfheartedly considered pleasuring myself, but no, I wouldn’t stoop that low.

I was so frustrated, so annoyed. With Tom, with myself… and with my darling husband, who couldn’t satisfy his wife.

I knew I was being unfair. David couldn’t help it. It was me that was broken, after all. Me who needed Tom and his monster and his humiliations.

But even so! I’d been on the verge for so long, and I’d been balancing right on the edge — if he’d just found the right spot… or could even reach it.

The warm water did me good. I washed off the make-up and got a night-gown on and checked a message from Tom.

[Hahahahaha!!!] was all it said. Typical. The master of empathy.

[Yeah, you laugh. I’m the one in need here!]

[No more pipsqeak lovin tonite he had his chance] he ordered. Well, I wasn’t in the mood anymore anyway. Just disappointed, annoyed and most of all, unfulfilled.

When I entered the bedroom, David was there, with a look of a whipped dog, expecting yet another beating. I forced a smile but sighed inwardly. I had been perfectly civil, hadn’t I? It wasn’t me who had failed, was it? Why was he the one with the wounded expression?

“I’m really sor—”

“It’s fine, nae sarang,” I said, the smile plastered to my lips, “as I said, it’s me who couldn’t get… there.”

“Yeah… but… why?” he asked, trying to understand. Or trying to find a reason that didn’t say he needed to upgrade his little dick to satisfy me.

“Wanna… wanna try again?” he asked hopefully.

“No. I’m tired. Just hold me…”

In his arms, I could relax… and forgive him. He couldn’t help it. It wasn’t his fault. And he loved me so much, just like I loved him.



David

Sunday was so nice. Jia and I relaxed, talked, laughed while she helped me pack. Last night had been kind of a dud, but unlike Friday, I didn’t feel annoyed with her. It was on me, after all.

But today we were the same couple as we’d always been. She told me about her work, I told her about what I knew of the hotel I was gonna stay at, and we agreed that we soon needed a vacation together somewhere warm. Just the two of us at a pool, relaxing all day and making love all night.

Neither of us mentioned the fact that I might not have the ability to make love all night, so it was a nice image.

She helped me wash my nice shirts and find my bathing-shorts while telling me how she planned to visit her sister Nari and maybe parents during the days I was gone. That was fine, then I wouldn’t have to tag along. I really liked Nari, of course, but her parents, well…

It wasn’t that they weren’t nice people, they were, they were. They just chatted away in machine-gun-fire Korean and I didn’t know a lot of the language. Jia had never wanted to teach me — she was better at English anyway. And her father had never completely gotten over the fact that his beautiful daughter had married a white guy. Her mother had been won over when I got promoted and started making actual money.

It was better than her sister Nari at any rate, who had a child without being married though not better by much. At least the little girl was 100% Korean.

Long story short, if I could sit this visit out, I’d be fine.

There was one thing though.

“While I’m away,” I began as we were eating dinner.

“Yes?” she asked.

“I… I would really prefer if you didn’t… see Tom. At all.”

She frowned. I didn’t like to see her frown at my (very reasonable) request.

“I mean,” I went on when she didn’t immediately agree, “this was something we… this is something we do together. So it wouldn’t be… hm, right for you to carry on alone. Don’t you agree?”

She didn’t, I could see it in her eyes, in her furrowed eye-brows.

“Not even Wednesday?”

“It just doesn’t feel right…”

She slowly nodded, and then she smiled. Like a ray of sun breaking through the clouds, the smile filled me with happiness.

“You’re right, nae sarang. Of course you are.”

Phew. I had been worried for a moment there, but all was good. We were good.



Jia

The next morning, we got up early. David had an early flight, and I wanted to kiss him goodbye. Yesterday had been truly good. We’d reconnected as a couple, and we both needed that. And the sex had been… good. Well, adequate, at least. He’d brought me off with his tongue to a nice little orgasm, and he’d been so cute when he’d asked for doggy-style that I couldn’t deny him that little pleasure. He came pretty quick, and I had to admit it didn’t feel at all as when Tom did it. No dirty, submissive feeling, just my lovely husband happily humping into me. After he’d shot his shot, we’d rested together, enjoyed one another.

Admittedly, I’d been a tad miffed when he suggested that I didn’t see Tom. I had had the opposite thought — maybe expanding the amount of times I visited this week.

But this was better. In the long run. It’d show that arrogant creep that I wasn’t addicted or anything, that I didn’t need him. I liked getting a good fucking every now and then, but all I needed was my husband. Yes, David was right.

I was cleaning mine and David’s coffee-mugs when a car pulled up on our driveway, and out jumped a short, perky blonde in a thin, grey dress. Her bra-straps were showing, and that poor thing truly had to fight for its life to contain her sweater-puppies.

I watched her through the kitchen window as she happily moved to our frontdoor and rang the doorbell. Unlike polite visitors, however, she didn’t wait for the door to be opened. She did it herself.

“Knock-knock!” she called as she stepped into our house, “everybody up and ready?”

“Morning, Alice,” I said, a little chill in my voice when I made it into the hallway. I couldn’t help but notice how her dress presented a very nice cleavage, and I knew very well who would spend the entire day from here to Florida with her, looking at her and at that cleavage.

And here I stood in my bathrobe, feeling decidedly unsexy.

“Oh hey Jia,” she smiled at me, evidently not hearing or not caring about my icy tone.

“Is that dress really professional?” I wondered, though made sure to smile to take the sting out of it.

“Oh, haven’t you heard? We’re going to Florida.” Nothing got through her impenetrable shield of cheerful perkiness, it would seem.

“Everything’s professional in Florida!” she added with a wide grin showing off her white teeth.

“Well, hopefully,” I gave her a tight-lipped smile.

“Oh hey, Alice. Right on time… as always.” David came into the hallway with his suitcase trailing behind him and carrying a small bag across his shoulder.

“Couldn’t leave you hanging, bossman,” she grinned, “you all done?”

“Yup. Just got my suitcase, my bag and my phone…”

“And I got the tickets. Well, on my phone, but you know how it is,” she smiled and held up her phone, like that showed us anything.

“Let’s get rolling then!” he grinned at her, forgetting I was even in the damn room!

“Wait a second,” I said and stepped up close to him, ignoring the overly chipper blonde. I grabbed his head and pressed our lips together in a long, intense kiss. He stiffened at first, then sunk into the kiss, as I fed him my tongue and we really made out infront of his secretary.

“Wow…” he mumbled when we finally broke apart. He looked all confused, and I cast a triumphant glance at Alice… who looked back at me with a calculating expression, not at all the upbeat facade she usually kept up. Not impenetrable then…

“Well, you’d better get going,” I smiled, and they nodded and were out the door.



Work was uneventful. All day, I made little plans of what to do with all my free time. It’d been a while since I was all alone, and it was going to be nice. I took out a new book, and when I got home, I got some errands done, cleaned some, went to the garden. Forced myself to forget about the half-vague plans I’d had about visiting Tom tonight and concentrated on the here and now. David was right. It was important to focus on just the two of us.

Maybe we could have some naughty chat tonight, husband and wife. That’s be fun, and I was going to rock his world.

At around half past five, while I was starting on dinner, the doorbell rang. Apparently, this was the day for visitors.

This one, however, was polite enough to wait until I opened the door.

Outside stood Tom, the most smug smile in all of human history stuck on his face.

“Hello kitten.”

Thanks for reading. Please leave a comment if you enjoyed it.
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This is still a cuck-story, one where deceit and lies play a big role. If this offends you, this is probably not the story for you.

As always, thanks to my wife for editing. <3

David

“… and the mouse runs across the floor, right? Right in front of Alfred! And that fat beast just sits there, staring at it as it runs right past him. When it’s gone, he looks up up at me with the most shocked expression. He was all ‘did you see that?!’”

I laughed heartily at her silly story and especially at her face, as she tried to copy the cat’s surprise and outrage. We were in a taxi, almost at our final stop, the hotel. Alice had been a hoot all the way from my house, telling funny stories from her life, making jokes and cute observations. I was glad she was with me, it would have been a drag to make this trip alone.

Well, Jia would have been better to have along, obviously, I thought with a guilty conscience. But Alice was great too.

We walked into the hotel, her with a suitcase almost twice the size of mine — how much clothes had she brought? — while she discussed who of the characters from Harry Potter she could most easily cosplay. Sadly, her blonde hair made her unable to be Ginny or Hermione whom she’d have preferred. Luna Lovegood, however, was apparently blonde and thus a viable option. I hadn’t read the books in years, so I was a little fuzzy on the details of the various characters’ looks, but that didn’t stop Alice.

“You’d be a great Harry though,” she smiled, “all handsome and broody and serious.”

“I’m not broody!” I protested, “I’m fun.”

She halted for a second to study me and I stopped next to her, feeling silly and slightly uncomfortable as she peered at my face. She slowly nodded to herself.

“The perfect Harry Potter. You’re practically already there — just need a scar and a pair of glasses…” she decided and we carried on, moving towards the waiting receptionist. I shook my head with a grin. She really was something.

“Couldn’t you just dye your hair?” I ventured. She stopped again and sent me a resigned look, as if pitying my lack of understanding.

“I don’t think you quite understand how large a part of my paycheck goes to keep my hair this colour, bossman,” she said and shook her head with a sad little chuckle.

I looked at her silvery-blonde tresses and admitted that I didn’t really think it was her natural colour. But even so, hair-dye is bought fairly cheap at the store, right?

“You know, it really suits you, so… money will spent,” I tried with a little smile. Oh, God, I felt myself blushing at the compliment. What was wrong with me?

“Aww, aren’t you sweet,” she smiled back and happily held out a lock of her long tresses, studying it carefully.

“Eh, yeah. Eh, well, maybe we should get checked in?” I said, feeling somewhat flustered.

“Oh yeah, got the reservations right here.” She got her phone out and and marched up to the desk, getting our rooms. We were next to each other, so we took the elevator up, parting ways outside our respective doors.

“Don’t forget, we have lunch with the people from Isern Corp at 12,” I reminded her, “and then a walk and talk with—”

“Got it in the calender, bossman. Don’t forget who’s the secretary around here,” she grinned at me, and I laughed back and went into my room to unpack.



Jia

“Tom! What are you doing here!?” I hissed, instinctively keeping my voice low. Not that anyone could overhear… not that there was anything to overhear, but still…

“Well, heard the pip-squeak was out of town. Figured you’d be lonely,” he said. If smugness was a competition, he’d have a cabinet full of medals, the self-satisfied prick.

“You can’t be here,” I snarled and took my eyes off him to scan the neighbourhood. No-one was out there, no-one was looking. Good. If I could just get him sent packing, I’d be—

The moment I took my focus off him, however, he pushed past me and into the house. Into MY house! Not wanting the neighbours to hear what was about to happen, I closed the door and turned to face my intruder.

“Tom, seriously! You can’t be here! David doesn’t want you here!” The minute I said that last part, I knew it was a mistake. He’d already moved into the kitchen, acting like he belonged. At my words, he turned and looked at me.

“I don’t really care about the pip-squeak’s feeling, kitten. Not at all, actually. What do you want?” he said, confidence bursting from him. It made me weak in the knees to have him here, so close. Sure, David had done his best last night, but my body needed the release that only Tom could give me.

But it’d be wrong. David and I had a deal. We’d agreed it was better — it was for the greater good, for our relationship, our marriage. In short, Tom needed to leave.

“I… look, Tom, you… you gotta go.” There I’d said it. I was strong.

He didn’t look convinced though. He took a step towards me, getting closer. He was so much larger than me, and I felt myself shrinking, becoming smaller, weaker.

“I… you… you can’t be here,” I protested, but I couldn’t meet his eyes. He ignored my weak protests and stepped closer.

“The thing is, Jia-girl, you do want me here,” he said with a smarmy smile, “if you didn’t, I’d be out here no problem.” He finished with a what-can-I-do shrug.

That arrogant prick. I didn’t want him here! Arghg! How could I convince him that I wanted him gone? He kept getting closer, and his presence made it hard to think.

“I… I’ll… I’ll call the cops…” I tried but there was no conviction left in my voice. Tom ignored that too and instead slowly, carefully raised his hand, pointing his finger at my lips.

I shouldn’t do it. I shouldn’t. David wouldn’t like it. We had agreed not to. It would be a betrayal, worse than the others.

And yet I still felt my lips wrap themselves around his finger. And yet my tongue still played with his rough digit, feeling his joints, his nail, his coarse skin. And yet I still started sucking and bobbing my head up and down on it.

Like it was his cock.

“Thlis… lis dloesn’t mean anylhing,” I muttered, having a hard time forming the words around his finger.

“Of course not, kitten,” he smiled, though we both knew he’d won. His other big paw was on my shoulder, pressing me downwards, down to my knees.

And I obeyed.

His finger slipped out of my mouth, but we both knew it’d be replaced soon enough… with something bigger.

“THIS is what means something,” he grinned and fished his cock out and stuck it in my face.

I stared at the large, one-eyed snake. I knew it so well, knew the ridges and bumps, the veins… and the sheer power and size of it. I tried to find a way out, a way to resist, but before I’d made a conscious decision, I’d opened my mouth, and it was inside me, inside my wet, waiting mouth. Instinctively, I immediately started sucking on his fat tool, licking and slurping on it.

Like a good girl.



David

It was so great being here. Meeting new people, talking with them, getting to know them and their products and services. And it was a joy to have Alice along, as she and I proved an effective team — she was a great ice-breaker and made people feel at ease, and I had the knowledge and business-acumen to get things done. The lunch was a success, and the walk-and-talk gained us several useful contacts with potential clients.

“You did great,” I honestly told her when we went up to our rooms to change into dinner-clothes, “really. I’m so glad you’re with me.”

“Thank you, boss. I do what I can,” she smiled, and I was glad to see how my praise pleased her.

“Seriously, you’ve got them all eating our of your hand,” I shook my head in admiration as we stopped at our doors, “they just can’t disagree with you.”

“It’s the dress,” she winked mischievously and bent slightly forward, giving herself a deeper cleavage.

“Oh, don’t be like that!” I scolded her but… yeah, I looked. Just a little. It was not professional but when she invited me to, it would be rude not to, right? Right.

She saw where my eyes went and straightened up with her pearly laugh. She winked at me and turned to her door with her keycard in hand.

And I couldn’t help myself — I checked out her butt too. It was a nice one, big and round and looked strong. Her dress wasn’t that tight but it was easy to get a sense of her luxurious behind.

“See you in an hour?” she asked and looked back at me… and fuck! She saw me staring at her ass. I fumbled with my own keycard and got the door unlocked while I said something about an hour and that I’d be ready. I just needed to get into my room so I could stop staring at my beautiful secretary. No, scratch that. So I could stop staring at my smart and competent secretary. Yes, that’s what I meant.



Jia

“Uh! Uh! Uh!” I moaned loudly at every thrust into me. We hadn’t made it out of the hallway, where I had started by sucking first his finger, then his cock and now I was finally being rewarded by getting the fucking I so sorely needed and so richly deserved. I was on my hands and knees, with Tom behind me, giving me what I craved.

Slap! Tom’s huge hands smacked down on my ass, most likely leaving a red print and sending waves of pleasure-mixed pain through my body.

“What are you!?” he grunted.

“Oooh… I’m your slut, Daddy!” I answered readily, easily finding the voice that he preferred.

I’d fallen so fast. From telling him to get out to being on my knees in a few minutes. Over the last months, he’d wired me to accept his dominance and sexual control, so much so that it’d become hard to say no. Impossible, actually.

Well, unless I was at work. Why wasn’t it the same at home? Was it just that there were no witnesses? How had I found the strength of will at the library but not here, in what ought to be my fortress?

Well, it mattered very little now. He’d won, and I was reaping the glorious rewards of my submission — the rough fucking I craved.

Luckily, our front-door only had a small window, and it was made of opaque glass. I doubted, seriously doubted that anyone could see us, unless they stood right outside the door, and even then they’d only see rhythmical movement. But even so… it was so naughty doing it here, in our hallway, where people might see us. Of course they wouldn’t, couldn’t. But they might.

Slap! Another hard spank, and I moaned loudly, welcoming the pain. Dear me, he was getting me close already.

How long had David done me the other night, without any success? And now Daddy had shown up, and within long I’d be screaming in orgasm. That was really the difference between my two men.

Out of nowhere, I felt his hands on my upper-back between my shoulder-blades, and he pushed me forward.

“What are you-?” I sputtered, but didn’t move my hands quick enough as my weight shifted, so I lost my balance, fell forward and landed on my tits and face. It hurt a little but it was lost in the surge of humiliated arousal. He put his hand on the back of my head, pushing my face into the dirty doormat and hammered into me, like I was some godforsaken porn-slut.

And I loved it, and I came so fucking hard. I tried to keep my cries in, but to no avail. Hopefully, the door would block my sounds…




He gave me two brain-breaking orgasms before he finally grunted loudly and emptied himself in me. With a last, loud smack on my ass, he stood up, pulled his pants up… and went into the kitchen.

Which was the wrong fucking way, my sex-hazed brain gradually reaslised.

Unsteadily, I got to my feet, got my panties up and my skirt down and followed him, trying to get the blood flow back into my legs. Where’d he gone? My knees hurt from the carpet-burn and I had dirt on my face that I brushed off as I went looking for him.

Oh. Of course. He was sitting in my couch, drinking David’s beer and was already fiddling with the TV-remote. If I knew the uncaring asshole, he was trying to tune into a sports-channel.

“Hey, how do you get ESPN?” he wondered, “there’s a game on.”

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I asked, anger and disbelief colouring my voice.

He looked back at me and rolled his eyes.

“Gonna watch the match while you fix us dinner.”

I marched in between him and the damn TV.

“No, you’re not. You had your fun, now it’s time to leave,” I snarled and gestured angrily towards the door. I was almost shaking with fury. Who did he think he was? This was David’s home, my home! Barging in here to fuck me was one thing, staying, putting down roots? That was quite another, and I was not having it.

He grinned up at me.

“Why would I do that? Your TV is bigger than mine.”

“Because I WILL call the police,” I threatened, my finger pointing a warning at him, “you hear me? I will!”

His grin slowly disappeared.

“No, you won’t,” he said and he’d gained that determined tone that told me that he was in control, in charge. That he would take no more defiance or disobedience from me. I’d only managed to really tell that voice “no” once. And the price had been a night of insane orgasm-denial.

“Yes, I—”

“No, see, I don’t think you really wanna explain to the cops why I’m here,” he said with a condescending wink.

“Are you blackmailing me?” I bristled, trying to hold down a wave of panic.

“No! Good God, no! Never. I’m just explaining why you don’t WANT to do that. I’ll tell you the real reason why you won’t though,” he told me and got up and slowly walked closer to me.

Oh no, it was happening again. That strange feeling of shrinking, of losing, of becoming smaller while he grew larger. My righteous anger evaporated, leaving only weakness… helplessness… and a desire to please.

I tried to be strong though. I tried to resist him.

But when he stuck his strong finger into my mouth, I sucked on it once again, my surrender complete.

“It’s because you’re my slut,” he told me, his voice strong and confident, and I could only nod in shame and defeat.

He’d won again. And when he pulled his finger out after having me please it for several long, horrible but wonderful minutes, I found ESPN for him… and then went to continue my cooking that he had interrupted when he suddenly showed up at my doorstep. Only now, I was cooking for two.

Like a good girl.



David

At dinner we’d both forgotten about that unpleasantness outside our rooms… I hoped. I’d changed into a more formal shirt and dress-pants, and she wore a long-sleeved blue dress that matched her eyes. She done something with her hair, it was pinned up a top of her head, and she was wearing a tad more make-up. Her breasts were still hard not to notice though, and I spent a lot of time forcing myself to look anywhere but… there.

Aside from that though, we had a great time. My dinner-companion was an older, pretty redheaded woman, representing a local supplier we might need, should the plans to expand down here go through.

She was a delight, full of raunchy stories and good laughs. Well, she was until halfway through the desert when she put her hand with the long, red nails on my thigh, gave it a good squeeze and gave me her room-number.

Alice saw my uncomfortable demeanour and leaned in across me with stern eyes.

“I just know you aren’t hitting on my boss, Mrs. Engstrom,” she said quietly but with a strange weight to her words.

“Of course not, miss eh…”

“Wilson,” Alice said without missing a beat.

“Miss Wilson. Besides, I do believe the young Mr. Jensen can speak for himself,” she smiled acidly, but did remove her hand.

I sent my astute secretary a grateful smile, and she smiled back, looking awfully relieved. Well, it had been a bold move to come to my rescue. Not that I needed saving from a middle-aged woman, but it was nice to know she had my back. And she had a delicate touch with such issues, making the problem go away without creating a fuss.

As we rode up in the elevator after dinner, she gave me a strange look.

“I’m sorry if I eh… overstepped my bounds,” she said, “with that woman, Engstrom.” She sounded so serious, not at all Alice-like.

“Oh. Oh, no, not at all,” I answered, “I was just… surprised. I don’t…”

“If you were planning on, you know, cutting loose down here, without Jia, I won’t get in your way, I promise,” she said, still in that dead-pan voice.

“Of course not!” I exclaimed, “I… no! Nothing of the sort!”

“Okay. Okay, good.” She gave me that bright Alice-smile, and the elevator came to a halt, and we exited.

“I’m gonna call Jia,” I told her, as I unlocked my door and allowed myself one last look out of the corner of my eye at her large, wonderful breasts as they struggled to escape the confines of her bra. They really were eye-catching, and I found myself wondering how they’d look without a bra. Thankfully, she didn’t notice, and I made my way inside to call my wife.

Hey, there’s no harm in looking.



Jia

My phone rang, as I was filling the dishwasher. Tom, of course, hadn’t volunteered to help. He was still in the living-room, watching something or other. He’d insisted we eat at the coffee-table so he could watch his silly game, and Heaven above, it was boring. When he had noticed my disinterest, it hadn’t helped the slightest however — he’d just given me a sly grin, looking at my chest.

“Don’t worry, kitten, match is almost over. Then you can have another serving of your cream,” he’d said, like the fucking Don Juan he was.

The worst part though, was how it’d made me squirm, all needy and eager. I really had to get a grip on myself.

But now the phone was ringing, and I had a good inkling who it could be.

“Hey nae sarang,” I answered.

“Hey babe,” he said, “just checking in.”

“Of course, how’s it going?” I asked, feeling so incredibly dirty. Freaking Tom was sitting in his living-room, drinking his beer after having eaten his food and fucked his wife — and no doubt planning to do so again, I thought with an excited jolt — and David was happily blabbing away about contacts and the hotel and Alice and whatever else. I couldn’t tell him though. He wouldn’t understand.

Suddenly, I found it hard to pay full attention, because Tom entered the kitchen.

“Uh-huh, nice,” I mumbled, while following the big man with my eyes as he got closer and closer.

What are you doing? I mouthed soundlessly at him but he didn’t answer. Just stepped up close to me and kissed my neck. What the hell? I tried to wave him off but he was bigger and stronger, and I couldn’t make a scene, couldn’t let David overhear anything unusual.

“… you’d have really enjoyed the crème brûlée. It just melted in my mouth, it was so creamy…”

“Sounds… amazing, yeah,” I said, forcing my voice to remain calm while my heart was nearly exploding within my chest, it was hammering that hard. This was so wrong! What if David heard him?!

“Just a minute, nae sarang,” I muttered and covered the mouth-piece of my phone.

“What are you doing?” I hissed at Tom whose big hands found their way to my chest.

“Nothin’” he grinned, not even bothering to keep his voice low, and continued sucking on my neck. The bastard was going to leave a hickey if he wasn’t careful — and he was never careful. His lips felt so good on me though, and I had to force my breath to stay steady.

“Sorry, honey, I thought I heard something. What were you saying?”

He went on, something about a representative from Isern or whatever, and then back to the food at the restaurant.

“Alice wasn’t that into it though, she told me that…” I didn’t hear what Alice had told him, as Tom was opening my shirt, fishing out my tits and playing with my nipples. I bit my my tongue to keep from moaning. I tried to take a step back, but he held my by my nipples, keeping my in place.

Stop it! I mouthed at him but he just grinned and took a nipple in his mouth and bit on it.

“Uh!” I gasped.

“What?” David asked, stopping in his story about lemon sorbet or whatever he was talking about.

“Nothing, nothing. Just… just stubbed my toe!”

“Oh. Sucks. Hey, that reminds me…” and on he went, while I was slowly being driven mad by the absurdity of it all… and the sexual arousal that I couldn’t express the way I needed to.

“Oh…” I sighed when Tom’s hand slid up under my skirt and massaged me through my panties. David didn’t catch it, thankfully.

“Eh, nae sarang, I… I gotta GO!” The last part came out louder than intended when Tom pinched my clitoris through my panties. I was already drenched, the fucker was really turning me on!

“What? Why?” He sounded all confused. Probably had been looking forward to telling me all about his day, and now Tom was ruining it.

“There’s… there’s someone at the door,” I said, grabbing the first thing that came to mind.

“Now? Really?” We didn’t get many unexpected visitors — Tom not withstanding — so David’s surprise was understandable.

“Yes, I’ll… I’ll call you back later, okay?”

“Eh… sure…” The confusion and disappointment in his voice was palpable, but Tom’s finger in my pussy demanded a bit more attention right now.

“Okay, talk to you later,” I hurried to say and waited impatiently for his ‘bye’ before hanging up.

“You absolute asshole,” I exclaimed as I rounded on Tom but he just flashed that smug grin of his and slid a finger into my needy pussy.

“Ooooh…” I moaned and stepped back until I rested against the counter. I willingly spread my legs, and he fingered me good, hard and fast.

“Please, Daddy…” I begged and of course he continued. His fingers pistoning in and out of my while his thumb rubbed my clitoris.

“Daddy…!” I gasped, “I’m… ooooh…”

So good, it felt so good. I couldn’t resist him. Even when on the phone with my beloved husband, he just seized control of me. I was his little slut, and he was my big, strong Daddy, and with that thought, the dam burst and I exploded in orgasm, more powerful than anything my poor cuck of a husband had ever given me. I clamped my thighs around his invading hand, forcing it in place, needing it just a little more.

“Uh… oooh…” I sighed and a few, last spasms ran through my body, until I finally released his hand.

Tom grinned, utterly pleased with himself as he slid his hand out of me and held it, glistening wet, up to my lips. No protest, no resistance, I dutifully licked and sucked it clean.

“Now, get naked, slut,” he ordered and strode back into the living-room.

“Yes… yes, Daddy,” I said, more than ready for another fucking.



David

[It’s Mrs. Moore. She thinks I’m lonely and insists on a card-game. I can’t get rid of her. :P] Jia texted me.

Hah! That was classic Mrs. Moore. She was our neighbour, and she herself was pretty lonely after her husband died last year, so it was no surprise she’d pounced on the opportunity to spend some time with my darling wife — who was too kind to get rid of her.

[The two of you are so sweet! Maybe let her win a hand or two? ;) I’ll go down to the bar and unwind with the others] I sent her back.

I stepped out of my room and knocked on Alice’s door. She opened with just a towel wrapped around her body, her dress nowhere to be seen. It covered her large assets, but was too short to hide her shapely thighs… so I made sure to keep my eyes on hers.

“Yes?” she asked, “weren’t you calling Jia?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. But the neighbour-wife came over for a card-game, and she can be hard to get rid off.”

“Oh. Okay,” she nodded, as if that explained why I was here at her door.

“Ehh, so I was gonna go down to the bar to get a drink. Just wanted to see if you wanted to come with,” I shrugged.

“Yeah, sure, I can shower later,” she smiled, “your plan sounds more fun.”

“Great.”

“Come in,” she said and stepped back, “I’m just gonna hop in my dress.”

“Eh…”

She left the door open and went back into her room, and I followed nervously. I shouldn’t be in a room with my near-naked secretary, but she’d invited me in…

She bent over and plucked the blue dress she’d worn earlier up from the floor as well as a discarded matching bra. That movement, however, revealed more of her round, plump ass than I ought to see. I was busy pretending not to look, when she stood back up, went to her suitcase and pulled out a black pair of panties, before she went into the bathroom with a quick “just a minute.”

I nodded, imagining the little black panties stretched across that soft ass I’d just caught more than just a glimpse of. I tried to force the image from my mind but it was damn hard.

“There, all ready,” she smiled when she came out of the bathroom a short spell later, looking fresh and pretty, “I can shower tonight.”

“Yeah,” I croaked, an unbidden image of her naked with water streaming down her curvaceous body in my mind. My dirty, disgusting mind.

What would Jia think?

She’d be really disappointed at my behaviour.



Jia

“You know what?” Tom said slowly, thinking to himself as he sat in our couch, his naked ass looking absurd against the pristine, white fabric, “I’ve never fucked your tits.”

What an epiphany, I thought as I suppressed my gag-reflex to allow his wonderful cock down into my throat again. I still made some less than pleasant noises, but at least I didn’t throw up. My tongue deftly swirled around his wide shaft, trying to give it as much pleasure as possible.

I was naked, on my knees in front of him in mine and David’s living room, and it was so absurd and so wrong that I very much wanted to rub myself. But I didn’t. Of course I didn’t — I wasn’t that kind of girl.

“That’s crazy, right?” he went on, pressing my head further down, forcing himself deeper into my throat. His other hand reached down and slapped my naked tit with an upwards-smack. I protested weakly, but truthfully my nipple was pleased with his attention.

“I mean,” he palmed my entire breast, evidently enjoying the size of it, “you’ve got these big, fake jugs, just perfect for fucking… and I’ve never done it.”

Well, neither had David… or anyone else for that matter. My breasts were virgins in that regard, though it sounded like that was about to change.

“That’s like… like having a brand new car and never driving it.” Apparently, he was really upset about his thoughtlessness in this oh-so-crucial matter.

I didn’t have time to ponder his great regret, though, as I seriously needed oxygen. I pulled off him with a loud gasp, breathing heavily. Three, four mouthfuls of air, then his hand closed around my neck and forced my face down on his prick again. I swallowed it eagerly, pressing myself down, down, taking his large shaft like I knew he wanted me to. He allowed me to suck and lick and bob my head up and down his long shaft for a while longer, until he finally pushed me off.

“Come here,” he ordered and spread his legs further, and I knee-walked in between them.

“Ever had these puppies fucked?” he wondered and groped my ladies with both hands. I shook my head no.

“Of course not,” he said and rolled his eyes, “pip-squeak doesn’t deserve a first class slut like you.”

What a demeaning, back-handed compliment.

That made my insides squirm.

“Well, it’s pretty simple, even a bimbo like you can learn,” he said, his self-importance reaching new heights.

Who of us has a college education and who doesn’t? I thought scathingly but held my tongue. The twisted truth was, there was a part of me that enjoyed when he talked down to me, put me in my place.

Another part of me hated it, sure. But that part wasn’t in charge right now. That part was never in charge once my pussy got wet.

And she was so very wet right now.

“The important part is of course a good-sized pair of cans,” he squeezed my tits approvingly, “and lubrication.”

“Ehm, I think we have some—” I began and made to get up, but the bastard held on to my breasts and forced me to stay put.

“No need,” he smiled cruelly. Then he leaned forward and spat on my chest. The fucker spat on my fucking chest! I looked down in disbelief. A large gob of foaming saliva had landed in the valley between my breasts and was settling in there. I looked up at Tom, confused, aroused and uncomprehending. Varying feelings vied for dominance in me — outrage, disgust… and of course, as always when I was was with this asshole, submissive arousal. I tried but I couldn’t really figure out how to process this turn of events.

Like, it was so disgusting, right? But was it worse than everything else I’d done? Should I—

“Your turn,” he commanded, cutting off my line of thinking.

“What? You want me to…?”

“Spit on yourself, yeah,” he nodded, holding my eyes with his own, reminding how strong and dominant he was, and how small and weak I was.

I nodded and gathered saliva in my mouth. Finally breaking eye-contact, I looked down and spat it out. I was a bad spitter and instead of a large chunk, it sprayed out across my tits.

I looked up at him, needing his approval, and he smiled and nodded. So I did it again, debasing myself, so he could take advantage of my body in new and interesting ways.

“Rub it in, spread it around,” he said, and of course I obliged. Getting my fingers sticky with our mixed saliva, I lubed up my tits for him.

“Need more,” he commented and without warning, spat at me again. He must have gathered it beforehand, ’cause it was another large glob, that hit the fingers of my left hand, awfully close to my wedding-band. It didn’t matter though, my ring was already sticky with the disgusting stuff, so I just wiped it off in my cleavage.

He looked down at me and nodded, apparently deeming me sufficiently lubed. He beckoned me closer, and I wrapped my large, wet, sticky tits around his long, hard, glorious cock. I held them tight around him with my hands, making a hole for his fat cock. It was sticking out at the top, and by pressing my boobs against him, I made sure he would have something to rub against.

Suddenly and unexpectedly, he grabbed my face and turned it upwards. Then he leaned in and—

No, surely not! He wouldn’t—

A last, large gob of spit landed on my upturned face, splattering against my upper-lip and cheek. He spat in my face! What the fuck?!

“Why?”

I tried to sound tough and disgusted but all that came out was a pathetic little whine. That was not how I wanted to act, but I hadn’t the strength to stand up to him nor the will.

“’Cause,” he just said. Then he leaned back in the couch, looking awfully pleased with himself.

I had no idea how to feel, what to think, what to do. He did though.

“Get to it then,” he commanded, and slowly I awoke from my daze.

What could I do other than obey? At this point, what else was there to do? So I started to move my boobs up and down that wonderful prick. It felt so weird! Not bad though. I was doing my outmost to please it. My back soon started to ache in this unnatural position, as did my knees that still hadn’t recovered from me getting fucked on the hard floor in the hallway. I was a good girl though, a dutiful slut with spit on her face, so I kept on, finding a steady rhythm for him.

“That’s it, Jia-girl,” he murmured, “feels fucking good…”

It felt good for him, but for me it was… strange. It was nothing like getting fucked of course, but there was a strong, mental aspect of it, serving him like this, using my tits to bring him pleasure.

The line of spit on my face was slowly starting to run, and that felt awfully strange too. Why hadn’t I rubbed it off, like in my sleeve? I couldn’t say, I just meekly let it stay on my face, a constant, disgusting reminder of my humiliation. And it was humiliating — cum was one thing but spit just felt so utterly disrespectful…

But the way my nipples got touched as my tits got fucked was not unpleasant, and soon, a moan escaped my lips, while he grunted in pleasure.

I was getting into it now. It felt good. And the spitting wasn’t so bad. It was alright. Not that I liked it or anything, but my pussy was gushing right now…



David

“… and the CEO just goes: ‘Huh. I didn’t know it could do that,’ and just leaves us alone!” Gus Branson laughed and punched the table. I chuckled, and Alice threw her head back and gave us that pearly laugh I’d come to appreciate more and more, all three of us having a good time.

Gus was a representative from a rival firm that we’d met here at the hotel-lounge, and he had some funny stories — perhaps helped by the glasses of brandy he’d consumed. Alice had a glass of red wine and I a beer — we were both going light, as we planned to be fresh and productive tomorrow. Gus seemed to have no such qualms. He was a big, fat and bald guy with a large moustache in his fifties and seemed kinda oldschool… in that he cared more about the here and now than whatever was to come tomorrow.

“Excuse me, gentlemen,” Alice said when the laughter died down, “I need to visit the little girls’ room.”

We both nodded, and we both watched her as she walked away towards the restrooms. That dress looked really good on her.

“That’s a nice piece you’ve brought there,” Gus commented confidentially.

“Eh.. yeah, she’s nice,” I agreed lamely, caught off guard.

“You tapping her?” he went on, still looking at her, and I felt a twinge of distaste. My estimation of him was rapidly going from funny companion to icky sleazeball.

“I… no! I’m married, and we work together. It’d be… weird,” I objected.

“Huh. I’m married. Still think I’m gonna try to find out what kind of panties she’s got on,” he grunted and held up his wedding-ring.

They’re small and black and sexy, I thought before I could stop myself.

“Suit yourself,” I shrugged, though I suddenly found his company obnoxious. The thought of this fat, old pig a top of sweet and gentle Alice made my insides churn with disgust.

The way they ought to but didn’t when I thought about Tom with Jia.

Gus tried to engage me in small-talk but I was not in a talkative mood anymore, so I just answered in single-syllables, until Alice came back.

“Hey, I’m beat, I think I’m gonna go up,” I said. I tried to tell her with my eyes that I felt she should too.

“Oh. Eh, sure,” she said, a little taken aback, “I’ll just finish my wine.”

I looked at her disappointed, but there wasn’t a lot I could do. She was off the clock, so I wasn’t her boss. And I wasn’t her boyfriend or anything — in fact, I was married, so I couldn’t complain about whom she talked to.

“See ya tomorrow, David,” Gus greeted.

“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” Alice echoed, and I nodded to them and left the table. And suddenly I felt very, very alone and like I’d deserted Alice in the lion’s den.

But she could take care of herself. And if she wanted some fun with the old fucker, more power to her.

Still I found my phone and texted her.

[Gus wants to get into your panties. Just a heads up] I wrote and sent it. Not exactly bros before hos, but she was one of my people, and Gus was just a stranger… and a bit of a wanker at that.

[Yes, I got that from the way he stared at my chest, but thanks :)]. I couldn’t help a grin. Yeah, Alice could take care of herself. Hopefully, she hadn’t caught me staring…



Jia

“Fuck, I could cum from this. Ah, it’s good…” Tom grunted. I was sweating and my back hurt, but at least he enjoyed himself. Only, I didn’t want him to cum… I needed him to make me cum first! Those few orgasms he’d given me so far were far from enough.

“But Daddy… aren’t you going to fuck me?” I whined in my little girl voice.

“You want to get fucked? Hmm?” Tom wondered.

“Yesss…” I sighed, but kept rubbing my tits up and down his mighty cock, eager to please.

“Okay. Okay, I’ll fuck you, kitten…” he said slowly.

“Thank you, Daddy!”

“But I want to spit in your mouth first,” he finished.

“What?” I stopped rubbing my chest on him and forgot to use my special voice.

“You heard me,” he smiled, ‘I don’t care. I love your fat tits, I can just fuck them till I cum,’ he shrugged like it didn’t matter to him, “or you can open your slutty mouth and you’ll get your reward.”

What the fuck? What’s wrong with him?

There was a third option, actually, and that was to just get off him, get dressed and either get him to fuck off or go sleep at Nari’s.

Not realistic, perhaps, but thinking it felt good.

Okay, decision time. I’d just let him fuck my tits, right? No harm, no foul. I wouldn’t get to cum, sure, but I wouldn’t have to humiliate myself either.

On the other hand… I needed it. I needed to cum. Why else would I have done… all this? Including lying to my husband? It wasn’t so that this asshole could get his rocks off on my tits, that’s for sure. It was so I could get my rocks off. I couldn’t just stop now. I needed to get my reward, my pay-off.

There wasn’t really a choice here, was there?

Slowly, I looked up at him and nodded. And then I opened my mouth wide and closed my eyes, ready for his disgusting pay-load.

“Ask me for it, kitten,” he said simply, and I opened my eyes and shut my mouth again. That arrogant prick!

But I’d already demeaned myself so far. What difference did a few words really mean?

“Please, Daddy… spit in my mouth,” I whimpered and opened my mouth again. He slowly leaned down, working his mouth, probably gathering the greatest amount of spit he could.

He pulled his face backwards and… spat at me.

I’d been right. It was a huge glob, warm and sticky and it hit me almost squarely in the mouth, splattering over my teeth and tongue. It didn’t taste like anything but it felt foreign, strange. Like, it wasn’t my spit, so it shouldn’t be in my mouth. Most of all I wanted to spit it out again, but that might upset Tom. He might demand a do-over…

So I swallowed it. Like a good girl. And I found that I was breathing hard. So aroused. So ready for him. Did getting spat in my mouth turn me on? Maybe. Did knowing I was about to get fucked by my Daddy’s huge cock turn me on? So, so much.

He dragged me up on the couch and placed me on my hands and knees, and finally he took me again.

Finally… even though it’d only been a couple of hours, the need in me had worked itself up to uncontrollable heights. I was a bitch in heat, and I was getting that need met.

“Daddy… YES!”



David

Surely Mrs. Moore had gone home now? It’d been… an hour and a half. What were they playing?

I called Jia. Maybe she’d gotten distracted or something.

She picked up pretty quickly.

“Hey nae sarang,” she said.

“Hey my love,” I answered, “did Mrs. Moore go home yet?”

“Hmm? Oh! Yeah, yeah, she eh… she just left,” she said, sounding a little confused.

“Is everything alright?” I wondered, getting a vague vibe of… something.

“Yeah, of course. She just talked my ear off,” she explained.

“Yeah, she’ll do that,” I grinned, “did you have fun?”

“Oh yeah… yeah…” Again there was something odd in her voice. Was she being sarcastic? It wasn’t like Jia.

“What did you play?” I asked.

“Gin rummy,” she answered.

“Did you win?”

“Nah. Never stood a chance,” she lamented.

This conversation was going unusually slow — it was like she wasn’t even trying to keep it going. She did sound pretty tired though, that was probably why.

“Anyway, let me tell you about this creep,” I said and told her about Gus and his designs on Alice.

“Why do you care so much?” Jia asked, and she didn’t sound so tired anymore.

“What do you mean? Don’t you think—”

“If Alice wants to have fun with him, she’s free to do so. And if not, she can say so herself,” she said in a firm tone, “you don’t have to be her nanny.”

“I’m not being a nanny! I just… just warned her about his intentions,” I defended myself. Why was she being unreasonable?

“Does she need your protection?” she wondered.

“It’s not whether she needs it or not, I’m just looking out for her,” I countered, thinking how she’d helped me with the touchy Mrs. Engstrom. Though Jia didn’t need to know about that — she actually had a jealous streak, and I didn’t want to worry her.

“Yeah, well, you’ll do as you need to, I guess,” she said, in an aloof tone. Like it wasn’t her concern.

She was actually annoying me now.

“Why are you like this?” I asked. Couldn’t she just be nice and supportive?

“No reason,” she sighed, “I’m just tired. Sorry, David.”

David? Since when did she call me David?

“Are you mad at me or something?”

“No, of course not… nae sarang. I just miss you. And I have a headache.”

“Ah, I’m sorry. Go rest then, I’m off to bed soon anyway,” I answered mollified.

“Good idea. Love you! Bye!”

“Love you too. See you soon.” And I disconnected the call.

That had been strange. Was she jealous of Alice or something? I pondered what she possibly could be mad about while I undressed and got ready for bed. Surely, she didn’t mind that I was looking out for my assistant. Surely.

As I slid under the cover, I idly wondered what Alice was doing — I still hadn’t heard her come back to her room. She had better taste than that creep Gus… she definitely wouldn’t go with that old pig to his room. Definitely.

For some reason, sleep eluded me for a long time. Probably because I was alone in a strange bed in a strange room. Probably.



Jia

“Aww, how sweet,” Tom mocked me, “I miss him too! Sorry about that headache though.”

He was sitting next to me on the couch, both of us naked. We’d been resting after a truly glorious fuck, when David called, interrupting the afterglow. He always had bad timing. Truth be told, it had felt strange, perverted even, to talk to David like this, nude and with my lover’s cum still deep within me.

I gave Tom an annoyed glance, but he didn’t care, just grinned back at me. That might actually be his most attractive quality — how he didn’t care what others thought about him. He didn’t give a wooden nickel that I was mad at him. My eyes slid down his body, coming to rest on a very particular part of his anatomy…

Okay, his second most attractive quality.

Tom saw my eyes and grinned — of course he did. I just shrugged.

“What was that about Alice?” he wondered.

“Nothing,” I said and rolled my eyes, “apparently some old creep was hitting on her, and my husband felt the need to jump on his white steed to protect the fair maiden or something.”

He laughed at my description of my husband, and that too made me feel dirty. Like, I was on David’s side, right? Why was I talking like this about him behind his back?

“Too bad though,” Tom muttered thoughtfully.

“Hmm?”

“’Bout Alice. Bitch could really need a good fucking,” he said, “might mellow her out some.”

“She’s unmellow?” I wondered, looking up at him. She’d always seemed annoyingly upbeat to me.

“Cunt’s always throwing her big cans around, but you try and do something nice for her, and she screams bloody murder,” he complained, the unfairness of it all making his lips curl.

Ah, sexual harassment. What else? How positively on brand for him. I absentmindedly rubbed my cheek where his spit had hit me. It had dried up now, of course, or possibly been dried off on the couch when he’d given me what I’d earned.

“You jealous?” he suddenly asked.

“What?”

“About the pip-squeak and the cunt, off alone in… wherever they fucking went,” he said and gave me a curious glance.

“Of course not,” I said and did my best to sound natural. I wasn’t jealous. What did I have to be jealous about? Besides, David was loyal to a fault. I had nothing to worry about.

Tom shook his head with a grin, clearly not believing me.

“So when are you leaving?” I asked, changing the subject with an icy note in my voice.

“I have to be at the office at nine, so ’bout half an hour before that?”

Fuck, he was planning to stay. I didn’t have the energy to argue with him, though I knew I should.

“You’re sleeping on the couch,” I said sternly.

He gave me a long look before nodding, though there was something in his eyes I didn’t particularly like. Still, this was important to me — he was not sleeping in David’s bed.

So I found him a blanket and some pillows and covered the couch with a bedsheet. He watched me work with a bemused expression but offered no objection — and certainly no help.

“There,” I said when I was done, and he smiled and even thanked me. Since we both had work tomorrow, I figured it was better to call it a day. However when I headed to the bathroom to prepare for bed, Tom followed me, moving calmly as if he had every right to escort me in there. Well, seeing as I was still naked and his essence was now running down my leg as I walked, I figured there wasn’t any harm in him seeing me on the toilet, brushing my teeth or applying my night-cremes. We took turns on the loo, me expelling as much of his stuff as I could and him standing and missing the bowl more than was reasonable. He gave me a shrug and explained that “it happens sometimes after sex,” ignoring my deathstare.

In the end I was the one to clean it up. The fucker. But I wouldn’t have his pee drying on my tiles, so what choice was there?

While I was wiping up after him, he grabbed my toothbrush as if it was the most natural thing. Incredulously, I stared at him in the mirror but he just applied toothpaste and started brushing. He’d spat in my mouth. He’d fucked my mouth and had cum in it, but still this felt… gross. Violating. But I knew I would get nothing out of objecting, so I finishing cleaning the floor and quietly seething, I told him goodnight before retiring to the bedroom.

Putting on panties and a nightgown, I went to bed, relieved that he didn’t try to follow me and even more so when I heard him exit the bathroom and head back into the living room. Honestly, that surprised me. I’d more than half-expected him to follow me in here, to try to sleep in David’s bed.

At least some things were sacrosanct, even to him.

As comforting as that thought was, sleep evaded me. Maybe it was bad conscience — Tom shouldn’t be here, and especially not without David’s knowledge. Maybe it was just sleeping alone for the first time in forever.

It unequivocally wasn’t disappointment, that was certain. Definitely not disappointment. Having expected him to follow me in here did in no way mean I wanted him to. He’d fucked me twice already, I was more than sated and didn’t need more of his wonderfully large cock and hard, merciless fucking. Really, I didn’t.

It was absolutely for the best that he stayed out there.

Obviously. And with that, I forced myself to think about something else. Like David. Yes, David was probably missing me right now, down in Florida. He’d have a hard time falling asleep too, being all alone. But he’d be home soon, and we could sleep in each other’s arms then, and all would be right in the world. What a comforting thought that was.

Maybe an hour later, as I was finally drifting off to sleep something happened. I thought I heard a sound, a slow, squeaky sound like from a door. I opened my eyes, and even though it was hard to see in the gloomy light from the streetlight outside the window, I could tell something was slowly moving through the room, heading towards me.

“Wha-what?” I asked, sleep and confusion obvious in my voice.

“Shh, kitten,” Tom’s deep voice sounded in the darkness, and he sat down next to me on the bed.

“Tom!” I was quickly waking up, “what are you doing here?”

He settled into the bed next to me, before I had a chance to stop him.

“Tom! No! This is—” I hissed but was interrupted when he snuck in under my blanket. His beefy arm immediately wrapped itself around me and pulled me close, and a bolt of excitement shot through me. His dong was rubbing against my thigh, and even though it wasn’t all hard, it wasn’t floppy either. It wouldn’t take a lot to have him at full mast…

No! I didn’t want this! I didn’t! I wanted some—

Whatever I was thinking got cut short when his mouth found mine in the dark. Suddenly, we were making out, and yes, his tongue rudely invaded my mouth, making me suck on it out of instinct.

“Tom! This is David’s bed, and—” I said when we broke apart but he shut me up by kissing me again.

I should push him away. I should let him know this wasn’t okay. I should get up. I shouldn’t let him defile David’s bed like this. But all I did was moan into his mouth and spread my legs for his hand when it slid down my stomach to my groin.

“Oooh…” I sighed when one of his fingers speared my hairless, defenseless pussy. I was already moist for him, and it didn’t take long before he was kissing me and fingering me and making me all wet and aroused. My desire to get him out of the bed quickly waned — or maybe we could do it on the couch again? Yes, that was an excellent idea!

“Daddy,” I gasped and writhed, trying to get the pressure juuust right, “can we… can we please take it to the couch instead?”

He didn’t answer. Just slid a second finger into me, making me gasp and moan even louder.

“Please… Daddy…” I begged. I was begging for us to move to the couch, of course, nothing else.

“No,” he said, and the dominance in his voice made me shiver, “I want it here.”

I tried to object but he moved on top of me, his face inches from mine, his cock hovering just above my needy pussy.

“I am going to fuck you, Jia Jensen, right here, in your pathetic husband’s bed. I’m going to take you here,” he told me in a strong, confident tone, “just like you want it.”

“He’s not pathetic,” I protested, but I couldn’t make me say that I didn’t want it. It bothered me how weak and whiny my voice was, but I didn’t have the fortitude or the resilience to launch a stronger defense.

“No? Well, he’s not here to stop me, is he? So instead you get what you want,” Tom taunted me.

“Nooo…” I sighed. It wasn’t what I wanted, it wasn’t. Yet I didn’t try to avoid him when he steered his hard cock towards my wet kitty. I braced myself for the intrusion, eager to feel him stretch me and give me the pleasure I craved.

But he didn’t. He merely ran his cock up and down my wet slit, touching me, teasing me. Now what?

“What are you…?” I asked. Wasn’t he going to fuck me?

“You want it, don’t you?” he asked and slapped his hard shaft against me, and the wet sound made it clear I wasn’t uninterested.

“Tom, let’s just—”

“You want it, don’t you?” he interrupted me forcefully and pushed his hardness against my entrance… but he didn’t push hard enough to penetrate! Damn the man, couldn’t he just take me? Or leave me to sleep?

“I… I want…” I fumbled for words. I wanted to get fucked, sure, we both knew that. I just didn’t want it here — I just felt so wrong.

But why? His big dick was close, it would take so little to make him spear me, to give in to the pleasure. What did it really matter where we fucked? Here or the couch? The couch was David’s too, wasn’t it? It didn’t matter… did it?

It was so hard to think! My traitorous pussy was leaking like a faucet, begging and commanding me to give in and let her feel the wonders of his powerful penetration once again.

“Tom… please…” I whispered. Please let’s move to the couch, was what I meant, obviously.

“Please what, kitten?” he grunted and gave me just the smallest taste as the mushroom-head of his cock slid into me, just a fraction, just enough to make my pussy sing with joy and scream in need.

“Please… fuck me…” I gave in. I needed it. I wanted it. And I couldn’t fight it.

“OH!” I gasped loudly when that wondrous prick entered me in force. Fuck, it was just what I needed! It didn’t matter how many times I had it, I always needed more.

His strong hands dug in under me and grabbed me around the shoulders, holding me still and giving him the leverage he needed to—

“Oh! Yes! Like… THAT!” I gasped as he fucked me in a series of hard thrusts. I met every one of them with my own, taking him as deep as he would go, deep, deep into me.

Where no-one else had ever been.

It hurt, but only a little, and the pleasure was far, far greater. In fact, the vague pain of being so thoroughly fucked was a pleasure in itself, and one that I’d come to crave.

“You like that?” His voice was in my ear, warm and controlling, and I eagerly surrendered to it.

“Yes…” I freely admitted. Why had I even been resisting? It didn’t make sense.

“I… love it!” I gasped.

“I know you do,” he said, and I could easily picture his triumphant smile. Then a sharp pain arose from my earlobe, as he bit me. It hurt, but I welcomed the pain, it just turned me on, fueled the fire.

Every powerful thrust sent a ripple of pleasure through my body, and we both knew that my orgasm wasn’t far away. My first orgasm that is. As my moans grew louder and more intense, an image appeared in my mind. It was the wedding-photo that hung above the bed, David and I smiling at the world. I couldn’t see it in the darkness, of course, but I could easily picture it. I could see David’s handsome face, his bright eyes looking down at me as his lazy, uncultured employee took me in our bed.

The image was still there, in my mind as I came in an almost violently strong orgasm, crying out for my Daddy to pound me.

And pound me he did… oh yes…

Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed the shenanigans that Jia and Tom are up to while David is away. If you did like it, please leave a comment, it means the world.
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Jia

The alarm-clock startled me, forcing me out of a very nice dream where David had held me and explained the importance of trains and railroads in the American Civil War. Well, I didn’t care overly much about the logistics of a war more than 150 years in the past, but the way he’d hugged me as he explained it all had been very nice. Peaceful. Serene.

But when I moved to turn off the alarm, I saw the big, hairy arm draped across my chest — most definitely not David’s — and all that had happened yesterday came crashing back. David was far, far away, and I was stuck with this brute.

“Oh fuck,” I muttered and slid out from under his arm. The curse-word that once would have been so foreign to me just slipped from my lips without any hesitation. But my language was pretty far from my greatest problem right now.

What had I done? What should I do now? Just pretend this was an ordinary morning?

What else could I do? I had to get rid of Tom — but that would sort itself out, wouldn’t it, when he went to work.

I made my way to the bathroom, still incredibly tired. Not surprising since Tom’s snoring had made it hard to fall asleep, not to mention my guilty conscience.

I showered, trying to wash myself clean but couldn’t get the feeling of being dirty off of me. Last night kept playing in my head. It was all so messed up! I had let him spit in my mouth — no, I’d asked him to. To spit in my mouth! What the hell was the matter with me? And with him, come to think of it — what kind of freak wants to spit in a woman’s mouth?

The worst part was how it hadn’t diminished my sexual desire. If anything it had made the sex even better, hotter. Why was that? I liked normal sex! I wanted my partner to respect me. Didn’t I? I could still feel the wet glob on my tongue and sliding down my throat and I gingerly touched my cheek where another glob of spit had hit me.

Maybe not, I had to admit. Maybe I was one of those weirdos who got off on humiliation? I looked at myself in the mirror and made a disgusted face at myself. It had to stop though, I couldn’t go on like this. Tom had taken my pride and dignity and misused them. I had to take them back, and I had to do it now.

When I re-entered the bedroom with a towel wrapped around me, Tom was slowly making his way out of bed. He looked as tired as I felt, but he still gave me a shit-eating grin. His large body moved slowly, and his large gut was decidedly unpleasant in the morning light.

I had let him sleep in David’s bed. I’d let him fuck me in David’s bed too, come to think of it. I cast a quick glance up at the wedding-photo on the wall, and even though the smile was the same as always, there was something judgemental, something condemning in David’s eyes. I was sure of it.

“Morning, kitten.”

“Morning,” I mumbled without looking at him or the photo, clutching the towel, making sure it stayed put. It might have have seem silly, considering how well he knew my naked body by now, but I needed that layer of protection. I moved to my underwear-drawer and found a pair of panties — a distinctly unsexy pair of white cotton that I usually used for working out — and the most boring bra I owned. Next came a top and a skirt — I just grabbed the first ones out of the closet, keeping the towel closed with my elbow. With acceptable clothes in hand, I headed back to the bathroom.

“Kitten,” Tom’s voice stopped me at the door.

“Lose the towel,” he commanded, his tone sending a shiver down my spine, but whether it was desire or repulsion, I couldn’t quite say.

I almost did as he asked. It’d become second nature to me to obey, so instinctive that I almost just let the towel go.

Instead, however, I steeled myself and with a madly beating heart, I exited the bedroom, getting back to the bathroom to get dressed.

Good job, I congratulated myself, as I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself wearing clothes. I’d stood up to Tom. I’d done it.

The top was a blue, somewhat tight one that might not be the best suited for work, seeing how it clung to my chest but it would have to do. I was not going back to the bedroom for another one!

Sadly, it didn’t leave my shoulder free, so my beautiful lily was covered. Tom had told me to always keep it visible but that couldn’t be helped now. It didn’t matter anyway. He’d also told me to drop the towel, hadn’t he? It didn’t matter. I was my own woman.

I could do and dress as I wanted.

Satisfied with my look — well, I needed a smidgen of make-up and a hairbrush but that could wait till after breakfast — I made my way to the kitchen… where Tom was waiting for me, arms crossed and my long wooden spoon in one hand. He was only wearing boxers, his large muscles naked and imposing.

For once he didn’t look smug. He didn’t look angry either, but that look of determination was enough to make me pause.

“Come here, kitten,” he said simply.

“Tom,” I said, shaking my head, “please. It was fun yesterday, but—”

“Come here, kitten,” he said, his voice heavy with command.

I didn’t need to obey. I was my own woman, and if I didn’t give him power, he had none. I knew that, and it was how I was going to be free of him.

Only… my legs didn’t seem to understand that. Slowly, despite me telling them not to, they moved me up close to him, and that well-known feeling of weakness and defeat crept over me. It became impossible to meet his eyes, so instead I looked down. Waves of excitement erupted from my stomach and headed south, making my pussy feel all tingly and needy. I knew I had to fight it, fight him but…

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he said. He wasn’t angry, he was merely stating a fact.

“No…” I tried but it sounded feeble and pathetic. All defiance had left me, only shame and submission remained… and that well-known feeling of excitement that always followed my degradation.

“Yes, you have. You disobeyed your Daddy,” he said, and to my shame, I nodded.

“Sorry, Daddy,” I whispered, still looking down.

“And what do bad girls get, kitten?” he asked.

“Punished,” I whispered, half fearful, half… thrilled? What was the matter with me?

“That’s right,” he said and grabbed me and pushed me up against the kitchen-counter. He pushed me down, until I rested on my elbows with my ass sticking out, and as he flipped my modest skirt up, I knew what was coming and excitedly I braced myself for it.

“What the hell is this?” my stern Daddy exclaimed and hooked a finger in the waist-band of my granny-panties and tore them down my legs — it sounded like the fabric tore but I couldn’t be sure. When they reached my ankles, I obediently stepped out of them, leaving my lower parts with no protection.

And Daddy wasted no time.

Wooouuuf, smack! My own wooden spoon that I’d cooked for David with so often smacked onto my right cheek, and pain exploded in my poor behind.

“Auuu!” I cried but stayed put. I knew better than to challenge Daddy when he was punishing me. Then he struck my other cheek, and I cried out again. And again, and again, and soon my entire ass was on fire. I stomped my feet, scratched my forearms with my nails, trying to find some release from the pain. It was sharp, intense, all-consuming and as merciless as my Daddy.

“There,” he grunted after what felt like an eternity of smacks and stinging torture. And suddenly I felt a finger probe my pussy, and I heard a deep, masculine chuckle.

Of course I was wet. Drenched.

And Daddy took full advantage of that, as he lined his fat cock up against my ready pussy and thrust into me, making me cry out for an altogether different reason.



David

Alice and I were eating breakfast together — she was, in her own words, ‘piggying out’ while at the hotel and had pancakes with syrup and a chocolate-muffin alongside her orange-juice. She was adorable, eating a breakfast that a seven-year old might have picked out. She was wearing a childish, white t-shirt with the word CUTE! written across her chest in bright pink. It was pretty tight, and it was easy to see the shape of her bra under it.

I wanted to comment on it and agree with the word, but that would be inappropriate, wouldn’t it? Highly inappropriate.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said and looked down at her top, “I’ll change before the first meeting. I just hate eating breakfast in stiff work-clothes.”

Ah, crap, she’d caught me staring. Luckily, she seemed to think I cared about her attire in a… professional capacity.

“Oh. Good!” I nodded and smiled. I had got to stop ogling my secretary!

“So, anyway, what did you think about the Isern-people and their new product? Can they deliver in time, you think?” I distracted myself by talking about work, and she gave me her input, and soon we were having a discussion about deadlines and realistic goal-expectations, and the awkward feeling disappeared.



“Ehm, about last night,” I said as we were riding the elevator up to our rooms.

“Yeah?” she asked, her pale-blue eyes meeting mine curiously.

“I hope you don’t think I was out of line… with the text, you know…”

“Oh! Oh, not at all,” she smiled warmly.

“Good, good. I was just…” I shrugged.

“We look out for each other, bossman. We’re a team,” she grinned and mock-punched my shoulder.

“Yeah. Yeah…” I nodded, remembering her reaction to the Engstrom-woman hitting on me. We did look out for one another.

We rode the elevator up in silence, until I couldn’t keep my peace.

“Eh, so did you stay long after I left, or…”

“I didn’t sleep with Gus if that’s what you’re asking,” she said, her voice dry now.

“Oh! Eh, ehm… That… that wasn’t what I meant…” But of course it had been, and we both knew it. I could see it in her knowing smile.

“Don’t worry about it,” she winked, and the elevator stopped and the doors opened, “maybe he’ll get another chance tonight,” she said over her shoulder as she exited the elevator. I heard her laughter and hurried out before the doors closed, while shaking my head.

“Alice…”



Jia

Some hours later at work, I was standing outside Madison’s office. I needed to talk to her but… well, it wasn’t easy. Despite all the sermons my mother had dragged me to when I was young, I’d never been good at the whole forgive and forget. And the fight with Madison had been pretty ugly. She shouldn’t have interfered in my life, though, and it had been important to let her know that.

Now, however, I was out of my depth and in desperate need of advice. And since she was the only one who knew about my… situation, it would have to be hers. So, when the lunch-break came around, I knocked on her door.

“Jia,” she said cautiously as a way of greeting.

“Eh, hey, Madison,” I said nervously, “can we talk?”

Her piercing green eyes followed my entrance, and she did not appear all too pleased to see me. Things had been awkward between us for so long by now, and we’d been avoiding each other — and now I stood here in her office again.

“Of course,” she answered, her tone frosty.

Here came the penance.

“Look, Madison, I… I’m sorry. For, you know, what I said. Or rather… how I said it.”

Her eye-brows flew up in surprise. She had not expected me to apologise, it would seem. Was I really that stubborn that people were startled when I said sorry?

“I shouldn’t have told you to stay out of my life. That was uncalled for,” I said earnestly and looked down.

“I… well, I appreciate your apology,” she said slowly, and her tone was several degrees warmer. Still surprised, but definitely warmer.

“And I should not have contacted your husband,” she admitted, “it was… it was tactless.”

Yes, it was. And it landed me in a heap of trouble — but I did not say that.

“I know it’s… a bit much… to ask you for advice again after everything, but… you’re the only one who, you know, knows.”

“Sit. And tell me,” she said and leaned forward, instantly invested. Despite the weeks of cool professionalism between us, she was still a friend.

“I eh… I’d prefer to stand, actually.” My bum still stung after this morning’s meeting with the spoon. She shrugged.

So I told her about David leaving me alone for the week, and then Tom showing up at my house yesterday. About not being able to get him to go home. About how he had slept in mine and David’s bed last night… how he, ahem, had been amorous with me in mine and David’s bed last night.

I didn’t tell her everything, of course. I left the part out where I asked him to spit in my mouth, for instance.

“And this morning… Agh! He’s so infuriating! He almost made me late, and I’m far from sure that he got to work on time,” I said. Though, of course, now that David and Alice were away, I wasn’t sure who handled discipline at the office. My butt and I both knew who handled discipline at home though.

“How did he almost make you late?” she wondered, head tilted slightly.

I looked everywhere but at her… She knew, the bitch knew but she was going to make me say it.

The bitch? Why was I thinking like that? Tom’s mannerisms were truly infectious but if I didn’t want to lose myself to him, I had to shape up.

The female canine was really going to make me say it, I meant.

“Tom… you know, made love to me… this morning,” I admitted, looking down, even though making love was hardly the right way to describe the rough way he had taken me on the kitchen-counter… and love certainly had not been present when he turned my ass red and sore for my attempts at rebellion.

I fiddled with my skirt as I admitted this — the new skirt that Tom had made me change into, once he was… done… with me. It was a great deal shorter and tighter than the one I’d picked but it wasn’t scandalous or anything. If only he’d let me wear panties, though I wouldn’t have felt so exposed, so vulnerable. But that was probably exactly why he hadn’t let me find a new pair after he’d taken off (and ruined) the first ones I’d worn.

My boss leaned in, her eyes wide and excited behind her glasses.

“How many times since he arrived yesterday?” she asked, her voice easily revealing her eagerness.

Why did she want to know that, the pervert? Though, I knew why, of course.

“Four,” I admitted, and continued under her passionate eyes while counting on my fingers, “once when he showed up, then after dinner, then last night in bed… and then this morning.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“The problem is, I don’t want him in my house!” How was that not clear? “I don’t want to be his little plaything!”

Madison looked uncomprehending up at me.

“Then tell him to leave?” she suggested. Like it was that easy.

“I tried! I tried, and I tried, and… well…” I told her.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he does this thing where he puts his finger in my mouth and makes me suck it, and I… I get all confused! I…”

“He… puts his finger in your mouth?”

“Yes!” I hid my eyes behind a hand, talking without looking at her, “I don’t know how to explain it. But I… I lose my resolve, my strength. When he gets near, when he looks at me like that, I just… I just want to… well, please him.”

This was so humiliating, but I needed help.

“Jia, look at me,” she said, her voice sharp, and I did as she asked, “is he forcing you?”

I thought about that, trying to reach a conclusion.

“Well, yes and no. Mostly no, I guess. Well, not forcing me. I don’t think he does anything illegal… it’s just hard to say no.” Impossible, really.

“I think you need to tell David that it’s not going according to plan. I mean, he won’t want you to feel this way, surely.”

“He doesn’t know that Tom came over,” I admitted.

“That seems like a pretty important detail to overlook. How does he not know?”

“Well, I… actually told him that our neighbour lady came over last night. He thinks I was playing cards with her all night,” I said, not looking at her.

“What?”

I sighed. And then I told her how I’d become trapped in web of half-truths and strategic silences, and it felt good to finally admit it to someone, to get it all off my chest. When I was done, she looked at me with an unreadable expression.

“I’m not sure if I pity you or envy you right now,” she admitted. I shrugged.

“And you want my advice?”

I nodded.

“Call David. Tell him everything. No more lies, no more secrets.”

I nodded again, though I knew I was not going to do that. She must have read it on my face because she sighed.

“Okay then. How about this? You’re strong. You’re independent. You can easily tell Tom to go away and stay away. He doesn’t own you, and you don’t owe him anything.”

“You mean…?”

“Find a damn backbone, girl!”

Easier said than done. I hadn’t managed yesterday OR this morning.

“You have nothing to fear but fear itself, you know,” Madison added, a smile playing on her lips.

Well, except not being able to withstand my obnoxious… lover or whatever he was. That was something to fear. Not to mention the fear that my husband might find out. That was also rather terrifying. Nonetheless, I smiled at Madison.

“Easy. FDR.”

“Need a harder one for next time, eh?”

I shrugged.

“Well… now it’s my turn. You’ll never guess what — after Rick talked to David, we’ve been having a lot more fun…”



David

Day two at the conference was packed. Meetings with potential clients, walk-and-talks with suppliers, lunch with a couple of rival firms — including Gus who looked at lot worse for wear than he had last night, pale and tired — and then further meetings until five when we were off the clock. Until dinner, of course.

“You know, I’m starting to think ol’ Grover wasn’t entirely truthful about this trip. He made it sound like a vacation,” I told Alice when we rode the elevator up to our rooms, “sun and booze and maybe some work.”

“Of course,” she smirked in that good-natured way of hers, “he wanted you to go, you know. But at least we have tickets to the Tresaure Island tomorrow, if that helps.”

“Not much of a theatre-guy, sorry. But, all in all it’s been pretty great so far. I’d have gone even if I knew what it’d be like. I’m beat but it’s been fun.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. And it’s nice getting to know you outside the office,” I said without looking at her. Instead I caught her reflection in the metal-side of the elevator, saw the firm curve of her lower-body in her tight, black pencil-skirt. God, that ass looked good.

“Aww… what a nice thing to say,” she smiled, her clear blue eyes sparkling. Luckily, she didn’t know where my eyes just had been, or she might not think I was so nice.

“So how come you don’t have a boyfriend?” I blurted out. I’d been wondering about this for years but never wanted to bring it up, but she seemed more… approachable here than at the office. Was she really carrying a torch for an old boyfriend? She certainly didn’t seem asexual but one could never tell.

“Oh. Eh,” she shrugged, seemingly caught off guard by my direct question, “I… guess I’m picky.”

“Picky?”

“Yeah, you know, high standards. I just haven’t met anyone that lives up to them,” she explained, and now she too was looking away, “not in a while, at least.”

“Okay, that makes sense. You definitely deserve the best,” I said.

She blushed heavily and muttered a thanks. I felt awkward for bringing it up and making her self-conscious, so we stood in silence until the elevator arrived at our floor.

When we reached our doors, she gave me a long look.

“What?”

“You want to come inside? Just hang out a little?” she asked. There was something in her voice I couldn’t place. Nervousness? Nah, why would she be nervous?

“Yeah, sure. I’ll just call Jia real quick, then I’ll be with you,” I answered and unlocked my door.

“Oh. Yeah, of course,” she said. Her face fell for an instant, then she forced a smile back on it. Was she okay?

Well, Jia didn’t pick up. She was probably either out running or still at the gym (she usually went right after work, as she only worked part-time), so I went next door my enchanting secretary.



Jia

Half past four. I’d been home for hours now, wandering nervously around, trying to find the best words, the best sentences, the best attitude to send Tom packing. If he even showed, which he might not. Hopefully not.

My butt still smarted whenever I sat down, but that only served as a reminder why I needed to regain control, why he needed to leave. He couldn’t treat me like that. He couldn’t, and I needed to—

Suddenly the front door opened.

Had I not even locked the door?! Fuck! What was going on with me?

“Kitten! I’m home!” his voice rang out in a joyful tone. No, he bloody well wasn’t! I wished he was at home, but this was far from it.

Okay, okay, okay. I could do this. Don’t get riled up. Don’t get emotional. Cool, calm, collected. You’ve got this. You’ve got backbone. You’ve got backbone for days!

Pep-talk done, I went to confront him.

“Tom, this must stop. We’ve had our fun, but it’s over — I don’t want to do this behind David’s back anymore. So please, no fuzz, no trouble, just leave. We can continue our fun once David gets back.”

That’s what I was going to say. Back straight, head held high, no fear, just cold determination.

However, once I saw him in the kitchen, so carefree, already making himself at home in my fridge, it all just… fizzled out.

“Tom, this… stop. We’ve had fun, and, I don’t… eh…”

He turned, slowly and looked at me. Just looked at me, those cold eyes, weighing me, measuring my determination, my resolve… both of which were seeping from me under his gaze.

“Please… no… no trouble…” my voice was losing strength as he stepped closer to me, and that damn weakness welled up into me. I was still trying to form the words, when he pointed that single digit at my mouth, just a few inches from my lips. I looked at it, trying to tell him off, then at him, but the words would not come. He just looked at me expectantly, determined… in control.

Slowly, I moved my head forward, opened my mouth and took his finger inside, admitting my defeat once again.

It would seem I did in fact not have a backbone.

He looked at me, watching me serve his finger, and he smiled. A cruel, victorious smile, and I looked down, unable to meet his eyes any longer.

Then he removed his finger from my mouth, leaving me weak and vanquished, wondering what was to come next.

“Open your mouth,” he said, the words hard and cold. Not angry, not cruel… it was just something that had to be done.

His kitten had acted out and needed to be punished, to be brought to heel.

I closed my eyes, but there was no way out. No other way than obedience. So I opened my mouth, as wide as I could.

“And what do you say, kitten?”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I breathed in my girliest voice, keeping my eyes closed.

“Good girl. Now, ask me to spit in your mouth.”

This again. It seemed total humiliation was the way to bring me under control. But what could I do but surrender my pride and dignity to him? He wanted them, so I had to give them to him.

“Please… please spit in my mouth, Daddy…” I said and opened up wide again. It wasn’t even difficult getting the words out, not like my little defiant speech had been. These came tumbling out my mouth all on their own, like I wanted to say them.

“Good girl,” he said again, “stick out your tongue.”

And of course I did that too, still with closed eyes. And then I heard the pfoot! sound and felt a lump of liquid hit my tongue.

It felt disgusting, revolting. I stood with a man’s spit on my tongue and just waited for his say-so to swallow it.

“Open your eyes,” he said, and his voice was no longer cold or empty. He seemed to like my abject obedience and willingness to take his humiliations. I opened my eyes, of course, looking up at his smug grin and felt small and weak, still with my spit-covered tongue halfway out my mouth.

“Swallow,” he smiled, and I did, forcing his spit down my throat.

“Are there gonna be any more trouble, kitten?” he wondered, and I shook my head no. I was learning my lesson — I couldn’t stand up my Daddy.

This man who my husband considered a fat, sloppy loser was dominating me so completely that I couldn’t see a way out.

Not until David came home at least. Then we’d see.

“Now, kitten, lift up your skirt. I want to see how you really feel about our little… game.”

Oh-uh, he was going to see I’d put on panties. Once I’d decided I was going to send him on his way, there’d been no reason to keep obeying his command about underwear, right?

Nevertheless, I lifted up my skirt.

“Tsk tsk tsk, kitten. This again?” he ran his hand across my forbidden underwear while he shook his head sadly.

“Sorry, Daddy,” I mumbled humbly.

“Were you allowed to put on panties?”

“No, Daddy.”

“Which would make you a…?” he asked without finishing the sentence.

“A bad girl, Daddy,” the confession making me feel all funny and needy inside.

“Get naked, and get the spoon, slut,” he commanded. I swallowed hard, but at this point there weren’t really any options left to me, were there? I got my top off, then the bra, the skirt and finally the damn panties that had landed me in trouble. They weren’t even nice panties, just an ordinary pair of grey ones. With shaking legs and aching butt, I moved to the dishwasher and found the wooden spoon I had become so intimate with this morning. It wasn’t dirty, per se, but it had felt strange to put it back with the clean spoons and spatulas, so into the dishwasher it had gone.

“Here, Daddy,” I mumbled as I presented it to him. I decided to be pro-active and bent over the counter, sticking my butt out towards him, hoping for some leniency when he saw what a good girl I was… how obedient I was.

“Good little slut,” he mumbled and I felt his broad hand on my ass, squeezing my cheek, “I fucking love this yellow ass.” I hadn’t even registered the casual racism before a finger slid in between my thighs, and I forgot everything else and invitingly spread my legs further, letting him probe and prod me as he pleased.

I grunted as he entered me, but I was ready for more than for a finger, much more… only he pulled it out almost immediately, leaving me empty and hungry.

“Turn around,” he ordered, and when i did, he was holding his finger up for us to see.

It was glistening wet. Of course it was.

“Seems you like getting spat on?” he grinned, the evil bastard.

And for the record, I did not like getting spat on, I did not. It just… triggered something in me, it seemed. Something I had no control over. And him, showing my arousal off like this… well, it triggered that same thing all over again.

“Well?” he prompted me.

“Yes, Daddy,” I mumbled, looking at his feet, “I… I like getting spat on.”

“You’ll get more opportunities to enjoy that, slut,” he grinned and stuck his sticky finger into my mouth, making me clean it. I didn’t like the taste, but I wasn’t in a position to object.

“Now, the panties…” he said thoughtfully, “how to handle such continued disobedience…?”

What did he mean? He already had the damn spoon in his hand. Why was he dragging this out? Just spank me already, so I can get fucked!

“I could teach you another lesson with this one,” he held up the wooden spoon that had made my ass smart just this morning, “or… I think what we did Saturday was very effective, actually…”

Saturday…? When I hadn’t been allowed to cum? Nononono!

“Please, spank me, Daddy! I’m sure it will help. Please, please hurt me…” I begged, a rush of panic jolted through me. I’d go mad if I had to endure another night’s fucking without orgasms. My delicate mental state couldn’t handle that, not again.

“You’re sure? I’ll have to do it on your tits this time to really make an impression,” he said, his voice holding nothing but regret. Like he was sorry, the bastard. But having my tits beaten to a pulp was still better than the mind-torture of almost cumming but never getting my sweet, sweet release.

“Yes, please, Daddy… please!”

“Very well, I can’t say no to my kitten, can I?” he grinned, like I was begging for a toy or some candy.

“Gimme your tits, slut,” he ordered.

Swallowing nervously, I grabbed my boobs and held them up, as if for an inspection.

“Just one for each,” he declared, as if that was a mercy. And then he wasted no more time, didn’t let me prepare at all.

The spoon sailed through the air and connected with my poor flesh with a sickening smack. For a brief moment, I didn’t feel anything, then an intense, burning pain flared up and spread with an incredible speed, and I let out a high-pitched howl.

The fucker had struck me squarely on the nipple! Holy cow, it HURT! I whined and cried and rubbed my aching nipple, while tears gathered in my eyes. I tried to breathe through it but there was no getting over it.

“One more, let’s get it over with,” he grunted and I forced myself to stand still and hold up my breasts once again, my right one feeling like on fire, and the left one almost shaking in fear for what was to come.

Smack! My second nipple wasn’t spared either and again I cried out in pain. It was immense, and I almost fell to my knees, holding my aching breasts, rubbing my poor nipples.

“I hope you learned something,” that cruel and unforgiving bastard said, shaking his head.

“Wh-what?” I could barely comprehend his words — all my attention was on my smarting nipples.

He grabbed me under my chin and forced me to look up at him.

“I don’t want to hurt you, kitten,” he sighed, “I just… need you to behave.”

Right. He didn’t want to… if he wasn’t hard right now, I was the Easter bunny. But he certainly did get the message across.

I’d be his good girl. I didn’t want anymore smacks. The pain in my butt hadn’t even faded completely, and now my tits felt like he dipped them in acid… and then set fire to my nipples.

“Now that that’s over with,” he said, as always overly pleased with himself, “I have a… a little surprise for you.”

A surprise? What kind of surprise? Why did I have a feeling it’d be either humiliating or painful?

“What is it?” I asked, my suspicion strong and, might I add, well-founded.

“Just a little something I picked up for my Jia-girl,” he said with unmitigated smugness. He went into the hallway and came back with a small, black, nondescript plasticbag. Without further ado, he pulled up a small, white box and handed it to me. I looked at it and my eyes widened.

A Booty Sparks…? Small ANAL PLUG?!? What the FUCK?!

“What is this?” I asked, fear colouring my voice.

“That, kitten,” he said with infinite patience, “is a butt-plug. It goes in your butt.” Yeah, okay, not a lot of explanation needed for that.

I opened and closed my mouth several times, trying to formulate what I needed to say without earning another round of punishment.

“It’s high time we started training your last hole to give me pleasure too,” he said, all good-natured humour.

My last hole?! What the fuck? He wanted to put his giant monster in my ass?!

“Tom… Daddy, I’m… I’m not sure…” I tried to toe the line between telling him that it was never going to happen and avoid another punishment.

“Don’t worry, kitten,” he said and dove into the bag again, “I got some lube.”

I took a deep breath. I had to stop this nonsense in its tracks, but it needed to be done in a respectful manner.

“Daddy, I don’t—” I tried but he caught my eyes, and my pitiful protest died in my mouth. There was nothing but determination and power in those dark eyes. He wanted this to happen. It was going to happen.

“Open the box, kitten.”

I swallowed hard and opened the box and emptied it out into my hand. Out slid a plastic-wrapped, heavy, silvery… plug. It’s wide head looked huge, though the stem was more… acceptable. And the base of it was a pink gem! Well, plastic, cut like a gem but it — well, it actually looked pretty. It was the part that would, you know, be visible once the… thing was inside me.

“It… it seems awfully big, Daddy,” I said doubtfully.

“That’s what you thought about my dick the first time you took that too!” he laughed, his good mood returning with my apparent accept of his… gift.

I gave him a naughty smile.

“Your dick still seems awfully big, Daddy!” and he laughed again, that rich, powerful and oh so masculine laugh he had. It made me weak in the knees and moist between my legs… and even my pained nipples started to pay attention.

Tom took the weird little thing from me and held it up before me.

“I want you to get to know this little guy, kitten,” he said with a small, cruel smile, “kiss ’im.”

Why was he like this? It was just a metal object, of course, so it wasn’t a problem but… he wanted to put it in my butt. Why did I have to kiss it first?

But I had to. I could see it in his eyes. So I sighed and leaned forward, mashing my closed lips against the cool metal surface of the… thing. I straightened up and looked up at him.

“That was not much of a kiss,” he admonished me. Of course not. I kissed it again, opening my mouth slightly.

And of course the bastard pushed it into my mouth. I could easily have pulled away, but what would that help? So I opened further and allowed it inside. It was neither as wide, nor as long as Tom, so it wasn’t a problem, not physically. Just humiliating… and we both knew how that wasn’t a problem for me anymore.

I gave a small moan — if it was for show or because I just enjoyed having something stuffed in my mouth, no-one knew and let my tongue run across its width.

“Atta girl,” he grumbled and pulled it out, now glistening with my saliva.

“Now, kitten, up against the counter again, and spread ’em,” he said and took the plug from me.

Now? Right now? I was about to object, but Daddy was already getting the tube of lube opened and didn’t seem interested in any postponement of the procedure. I sighed, cursed my weakness and did as I was told, leaning on the counter. I heard a faint splashing sound and hoped that he was getting lots and lots of lube on that thing. At least he didn’t insist we use spit this time.

“Hold your asscheeks open,” he commanded, and I shuffled around, pulling my cheeks from one another, opening myself up in the most humiliating way possible. I didn’t much enjoy putting weight on my sore breasts either, but I did it nonetheless.

What had I become? In my own kitchen, holding my own ass open for this… this creep. And yet as I lamented my fall from grace, I didn’t do anything to stop it or maintain my dignity. He really had reduced me to his good little girl, his kitten.

I felt a blob of something cold land on my sphincter and instinctively clenched it.

“Relax,” he told me and then his finger was in my most private place, rubbing the lube in, pressing gently on my unwilling muscle.

“I said relax!” he scolded me and slapped my asscheek, splattering lube all over my defenseless butt. I yelped in pain but stayed put, kept holding myself open for him.

I was not willing to try my luck with yet another punishment. My tits were still hurting way too much for any challenge to be raised.

“I’m trying, Daddy,” I whined instead, as usual trying for pathetic humility rather than standing up for myself. It was just easier that way.

“Try harder,” he mumbled and pressed against my butt again. I breathed deeply and did my best to ignore my instincts to press against the invader. Instead the tip of his finger successfully gained access.

“There we go,” he mumbled, like getting anally violated by a brute was an accomplishment to be celebrated, and he began massaging his finger in and out, gradually getting more and more inside. I made a sort of ‘Nnggg’ sound, but nothing else.

It didn’t feel… bad. Like, it didn’t hurt or anything. It felt more like I had to ‘go,’ but I had to suppress that urge.

And also… there was a sort of dirty, naughty feel to it. To good girls this orifice is an exit only, and here I was getting it probed. It didn’t feel good, not at all… but there was an edge of… something.

Certainly, this was nothing my beloved cuck would ever experience! No, this was for Daddy only… like so much else. The forbidden thought snuck into my head before I could suppress it, but it was the truth.

I had no idea how long I stood there, getting my asshole massaged. Time seemed to lose meaning. All I knew was that my tits hurt, my ass felt weird… and my pussy wanted some attention. Just like the first time we had sex, Daddy proved to be surprisingly patient, not just jamming it in like I’d have feared. He took his time, opening me up, getting me used to the exit becoming an entrance.

At one point my phone started ringing but I was a little busy, so I let it go to voicemail. I highly doubted Tom would let me get up to pick up the phone.

It was probably David. I didn’t want to talk to him right now anyway, considering that the man he despised was two knuckles deep in my ass.

“Think we’re ’bout ready for the real thing,” Tom finally declared and pulled out of me. The act of extraction was certainly interesting. It felt like relieving myself but… better? More intense? I couldn’t explain it in any other way.

I didn’t get a lot of time to celebrate my emptiness, however, because next I felt something cold, hard and unyielding against my dirty, forbidden back door.

“Here we go…” he said, and I could easily picture his smug grin. I braced myself and relaxed as best I could. So I could take full advantage of his present.

So I could be his good little girl.



David

“August, at least. You gotta give me August!” I grinned at Alice.

“Okay, okay,” she held her hands up in surrender, “August knows what he’s doing. As long as someone points him in the right direction, he gets shit done.”

“So that’s August, Veronica, Tina,” I counted on my fingers, “and Jimmy. That’s not so bad.”

“Out of 35! That’s four out of 35!” she objected laughingly and took another sip of her bacardi breezer. We’d gotten into the mini-bar in her room and were having a blast. Or, rather, I’d gotten into the mini-bar, but I’d also promised to cover the expense, so she took full advantage.

“There’s also you and me in those 35,” I objected, “and I know for a fact that you’re the best secretary in the entire firm.”

“Guilty as charged,” she nodded with a cocky grin, “and you’re the only manager worth a damn. Or half a damn at least.” She amended her praise with the cutest little titter.

“Oh, that hurt!” I exclaimed and clutched my chest, “I’m worth at least three quarters of a damn!”

And we both laughed at that. God, she was fun. We were sitting in her room, just relaxing and chilling until dinner. She was on her bed, half laying, half sitting and I had noticed how her tight skirt had crawled up her thigh, exposing her soft pale skin. Not that I was looking but, you know… I was in a chair which put me higher than her and gave me a good view down the top of her shirt — where she’d opened the top buttons since it was hot in here, even with the AC on.

“What about Tom then?” she wondered, and I felt myself sobering up immediately. Not that I’d been drunk, just, you know, loosened a bit.

“What about him?” I countered.

“Seems you’ve turned the dead-weight into something productive,” she commented, “not exactly a star, but no worse than Anders or Milton. I’d actually take him over Lis these days.”

“Yeah, yeah, he’s doing better,” I said keeping my voice neutral. I’d have liked to claim credit but I had a feeling Jia had a greater role in turning him around than I did. Alice sent me a sharp look, but I gave her nothing.

“Still a creep though,” she said and shrugged. You have no idea, I thought, remembering how he’d made Jia call him ‘Daddy’ when I’d listened to their amorous activities. And how she’d absolutely refused to call me that when I’d asked. Though, of course, that had been long ago… before Tom.

“How’s he a creep?” I wondered, pushing thoughts about Jia and Tom to the side. She bit her lip, probably remembering that I was technically both her and Tom’s boss.

“Let’s just say that he can get a bit handsy, especially at parties,” she said, almost reluctantly.

“Official complaint?” I asked. She shook her head no.

“Tell me,” I asked.

“Last Christmas-party. Well, my dress was a little low-cut…”

“I remember!” The words just came out of my mouth before I had time to consider them. She raised her eye-brows and looked at me.

“Ehm… eh…” Shit, that had not been the right thing to say. Well, in for a penny, in for a pound.

“You were really pretty,” I shrugged, feeling my face grow red.

“Thanks,” she grinned, “but I seem to recall you were pretty busy with Jia.”

Jia had worn a little red and green thing, all jolly and sexy, and yeah, she had captured my attention pretty thoroughly — so thoroughly that we’d made out in my office, though she’d strongly turned my attempt at sex down. I could only shrug.

“Well, anyway, Tom-boy got in the punch and cornered me and wanted to dance. And let’s just say he’s not exactly my type — high standards, remember? — so I turned him down.”

“Sure,” I said, encouraging her to continue.

“Well, seems he figured he’d get a little out of me anyway, so he grabbed the ladies,” she said and held her hands up to her chest which looked amazing in her blue button-up shirt.

“Asshole,” I said darkly.

“Oh yeah. The kind of dude who thinks that if a woman just gets pressured enough then she’ll say yes,” she shook her head in disgust. I had a feeling I’d heard this story before…

The thought of Tom and Alice made me feel all icky. She was far too good for him, and yet he was out there groping her and trying to hook up with her.

“What happened?”

“What do you think happened? With his hands on my chest, he couldn’t block when I slapped his pervy face,” she grinned, “it went right in.” And I couldn’t help but laugh along.

“Asshole,” she said as the laughter died out, and I nodded solemnly. I was glad she’d shut him down hard. He didn’t deserve to even look in her direction.

Come to think about it, he didn’t deserve Jia either. So why didn’t I have any trouble with serving her up to him twice a week?

“Hey, Alice,” I said seriously, “if he gives you any trouble, you come to me, you hear?”

She gave me a long look and nodded.

“Will do. Thanks, boss.”

“You’re welcome.”

Then my eyes slid up to the clock on the wall. Ten to seven.

“Shit, we’ve got dinner in ten minutes!” I said and got up. She scrambled off the bed and we both downed the drinks in our hands.

“Out, out! I gotta change,” she exclaimed and I beat a hasty retreat. I had to change too anyway.

“See you in ten minutes,” I turned and waved as I reached the door and saw her in just bra and skirt, her shirt already on the floor.

Fuck, she looked good! Those puppies really struggled against the soft cups of their prison, spilling over like nothing could contain them.

She wasn’t as slim as Jia but that little pudge looked cute and right on her.

“Out!” she repeated and made scooting movements with her hands, which only made her boobs dance in the most interesting way.

“Sorry!” I said putting my hand over my eyes and stepping outside, closing the door behind me.

“I’m married, I’m married, I’m married,” I kept mumbling to myself as I made it to my own room and unlocked the door.

Fuck, I’d forgotten to call Jia again. Not that she had called me back either.



Jia

I felt a last, final push, and suddenly it seemed like something… slipped inside me and my sphincter grabbed onto that something. The stem of the plug, I could only assume.

“There we go,” Tom commented, confirming my suspicion.

He took a step back, probably admiring his handy work.

“Get up, kitten. See how it feels,” he commanded and I finally, finally let go of my asscheeks and stood up.

It felt… strange. Not unpleasant. Not like I had to relieve myself either… but there was something about my butt-hole that was off. Well, of course there was, since my Daddy had lodged a freaking metal plug up there.

“Move around, get used to it,” he said and I did. Taking a tentative step and then another. It didn’t interfere with my movements, not like I had assumed it would.

“Okay,” I said shaking my body a little, getting used to the invader, “now what?”

“Now? Now, I’m gonna test it and see if it makes your cunt tighter,” he said. I blinked and looked confused at him for a little while. What did he mean… Oh. Oh…

At last!

“Yes! How do you want me, Daddy?” I asked and held my hands out to the sides, letting him know I was open for anything.

Not on the floor though, my knees were still sore. And no more tit-fucking either, please, as my nipples hurt like hell.

“Get on the bed,” he said, and I nodded eagerly and hurried along, Daddy following me. With him behind me, I slowed down a little and put some more sway into my steps, shaking my naked butt for him.

His deep, masculine chuckle told me I’d done good — Daddy approved of the view. In the bedroom, I crawled up on the bed on all four, my butt towards the large mirror on the wall, and I looked over my shoulder.

The little pink gem looked so odd there, in the middle of my butt. But… it was pretty. I shook my butt a little, just to watch the gem move, still feeling strange about the whole thing.

“Yeah, I know how you like pretty things, kitten,” Daddy laughed from the doorway where he’d obviously watched me study my new ornament.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I smiled at him and turned a bit to shake my butt at him too. I felt almost drunk with sexual desire — this entire afternoon had been an exercise in humiliation and degradation, and I needed to get off. He laughed and walked up to me, giving me a loving slap on my butt.

“Looks good in that yellow ass,” he complimented me and started getting out of his clothes. Shirt, t-shirt, pants, even socks. His boxers were now the only thing holding in his glorious cock, and I almost started drooling. I needed it so much! All the humiliation, the pain, the indignity… it was all going to be worth it when Daddy at long last stuck that wonderful piece of meat into me. It was easy to see that the time spent on my ass had had an effect on him as well, since his hardness was pressing against the fabric of his underwear.

“What do you want, kitten?” he asked as he paused, his fingers hooked in the waistband of his boxers.

“Your cock, Daddy! Please, I want to please you, I need to please you,” I begged. Who needs dignity when you’re about this close to orgasmic Heaven?

He pulled his boxers down with a flourishing reveal, and my eyes feasted on the cock of my dreams once again. I felt an eager smile spread on my lips and a naughty glimmer in my eyes… and my pussy was beating with passionate desire — I felt cock-starved, and it hadn’t even been 12 hours since I’d had him last.

But in my defense, a lot had happened since then, as the large foreign object in my ass could attest to.

“You like that, kitten?” he smirked, easily reading me. Well, it’s not hard to read a woman who’s whining with need and rubbing her thighs together. I was sending a pretty clear message, I had to admit.

“So much, Daddy!” I gushed. I was ready to agree with anything and everything if he’d just shove that gorgeous cock into one of my holes. Preferably my pussy, but my mouth longed to close around it too.

“Get your mouth over here, slut,” he commanded, taking charge of the situation — and me — with ease. I crawled to him and wrapped my insatiable lips around his thick shaft. He was already hard, but I was so hungry for him that I didn’t hesitate for a second, just jammed his perfect cock down my throat. I gagged and nearly threw up but I needed to feel him deep inside me.

“Fuck, you’re an eager kitten!” he laughed. And I was! I pulled back, just a smidgen and then forced my head forward, swallowing more of him. Some day, I promised myself, I’d take all of him… though it wasn’t today, sadly. Even pushing him as deep as I could, there was still a good part of him untouched. My lips formed a tight O around his thick shaft, and I sucked him as best I could.

“Fuck, you’re good at this…” he grunted above me and his praise spurred me on. I wanted to do better, I needed to please him! He needed to know I was the best damn kitten in the world.

I bobbed up and down on his shaft, taking him deep, licking his most sensitive spots that I learnt over the months of pleasuring this monster with my mouth.

“Remember… remember when you wouldn’t suck me? Huh?” he laughed, and my cheeks burned with shame. I’d been a fool. A stupid, stuck-up fool who hadn’t realised what delight it was to have a cock such as this in my mouth.

Though, to be fair, at that time I’d only ever been with David’s little dick. Hard to see what joy that could bring, in my mouth or otherwise.

Daddy grabbed my hair and pulled me off, forcing me to look up at him. I was breathing hard and a line of drool was connecting my mouth with his cock.

“Not so high and mighty now, are ya?” he grunted, and there was a mean glimmer in his eyes. I quickly shook my head, as much as him holding my hair allowed.

He slapped my cheek with his free hand… just a demonstration of his power, really. He was in charge, not me. As if I could forget — once your Daddy has jammed a plug in your ass and his cock in your throat, it’s hard to make the case that you’re in control.

“You’re my little Asian slut, aren’t you?” he asked, and I nodded vigorously, subserviently.

Smack! Another slap, harder.

“Say it!”

“I’m your little Asian slut, Daddy,” I repeated in my breathy, girly voice without hesitation, the pain, fear and humiliation only making my arousal so much stronger.

“And what do you want?” he demanded. Another easy question. He had a thing for race, did my Daddy.

“Your big, white cock, Daddy,” I gasped.

“That’s right,” he agreed, gave me another small slap and forced my head back onto his cock. He’d seized control and he wasn’t giving it back, so instead of getting sucked, he was now forcefully fucking my face.

“Glaggg! Dryyk! Glllar!” my throat protested at his hard thrusts but I wasn’t going to try and stop him. We both wanted this, no matter if it hurt or not.

“Fuck!” he grunted and forced my head into him while he thrust forward, hammering more of his cock into my mouth than I’d ever taken before… and then he held me there, cutting me off from air. I had to force the rising tide of bile down, so not to spill it out over his cock and my bed, while I tried to make do without oxygen.

Daddy was breathing hard. He seemed to like this, but I didn’t! I tried to pull back, but he just held me tighter. I slapped his thigh, fighting a wave of panic — was he going to choke me out? Was he—

Suddenly he let go and I fell back, off his cock, breathing hard and fast, tears streaming down my face. Drool was everywhere, and I had a very bad taste in my mouth, like I was going to be sick.

“Knees,” he just said. Not explanation, no apology. He’d nearly choked me out, just because he felt like it.

And now he wanted to fuck me. That arrogant, loathsome bastard, I thought, could he at least let me breathe?

But I did as I was told. In the end, this was what we both wanted. If I tried to stop now, if I made a scene, I’d been nearly choked for nothing after all. I got on my knees and turned my butt to him, ready for him. More than ready, actually, once I got a bit of air.

“You’re fucking dripping, cunt,” he pointed out after barely touching my pussy.

He crawled up behind me and jammed his cock into me. No more waiting, no more foreplay, no more nothing. Just pure cock in pussy, like it was meant to be.

“Oh!” I gasped, finally, finally feeling his prick where it belonged — back inside me. I’d been spat on, beaten, had strange thing in my ass and nearly been choked unconscious by his huge cock… but it was worth it to feel that same huge cock stretch my insides.

“Oh Daddy… oh, it’s SO GOOD!” I sighed. He pulled out and thrust back into me, and now I felt it, felt how his wide girth stroked up against the thing in my butt. It didn’t feel bad. Did it feel good?

Hard to tell…

“Oh!” he thrust into me again, this time I didn’t feel the plug. Strange. Maybe it depended on the angle?

Again and again he pushed into me, and I soon forgot about the plug. Sometimes I could feel it, sometimes I couldn’t. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the pleasure, the rising, inexorable wave of pure pleasure.

“Ah! Daddyyyy…” I whined. His fingers were digging into my waist, using it for leverage. Pressing me back against him when he thrust forward, hammering deep, deep into me, deeper than anyone ever had before.

“Fuck!” I gasped. So good! Nothing else compared. Daddy was giving it to me. If only David could fuck me like this…

“You like that slut?!” he grunted and slapped my ass.

“Yes, Daddy!” I moaned. Oh fuck, I loved when he did that. He sensed it, with that uncanny ability of his, and slapped me again.

Or maybe he just liked spanking me.

Fuck it felt good! He fucked me hard, he gave it to me like I needed it.

“You like my big cock!?” he grunted.

“I LOVE your big cock, Daddy!” I cried.

“Fuck yeah, you do!” he hissed and spanked me again and fucked me, fucked me just like I needed.

And finally, it happened. The great pressure that had been building and building in me ever since I submitted again, finally boiled over and exploded. Like a fucking volcano that’s been on the edge for too long, I finally blew. Instead of lava, ash and death, however, I erupted in pleasure… and filthy words.

“Fuuuuuck! Daddyyyyy! YES! MORE!” I cried, “Fucking Hell, what are you DOING to MEEEE!” Pleasure, pleasure, nothing but pleasure. I washed in it, bathed in it. I WAS pleasure, it enveloped my entire being as I cried out in bliss.

“GOD! Fucking GOD!” I cried, the sacrilegious words spilling from my lips, and I didn’t care, “so fucking goooood!”

And Daddy didn’t care either. He kept fucking me through my spasms, my wild jerks, my cries and my passion. And the orgasm built upon itself, and I erupted again in my first-ever multi-orgasm. I cried, I begged for more, I cursed… and I came and came. It was so good.

And still Daddy kept fucking me. Kept giving me what I needed. What I deserved. What I’d fucking earned.

When I finally came down to Earth, I was all confused. What had happened? Had I blacked out? Or did it just feel that way?

All I knew was that a hard cock was still mating with my pussy, and you know what? It felt good. It felt mighty good…

And then Daddy pulled out and I was suddenly and ungently flipped around on my back.

“Wha—” I tried but then the cock was in me again, and I didn’t care anymore. His weight crushed me down in my mattress, his big cock fucking me into it. His hard face was just above mine, and he grabbed me around the throat.

“You’re mine!” he snarled into my face, and I could only nod.

After all, no-one else could give me what he could. Everything else was just a pale imitation. When David tried to please me, when he licked me… what was that compared to the bombs Daddy set off in me?

Nothing.

“Mine!” he repeated and fucked me harder and faster. Oh, he was rubbing up against my clit now, as well as stretching my pussy. Oh, it was GOOD…

He squeezed around my throat, pressing on the sides, restricting the blood-flow. That hurt a little but it felt good. He was so strong, so powerful, and I was weak and helpless. Oh God, how I loved that feeling.

“Daddy,” I croaked. Fuck, it felt good. Was another orgasm already growing? I wasn’t sure I’d EVER cum again after that last one… or those last ones would be more accurate.

“Can the pip-squeak fuck you like this?” he demanded to know. Haha, no!

“No, Daddy… only you!” I whined, my voice all husky from his pressure on my troat. He sped up, even further. He was breathing heavy now, losing control. Daddy wanted to cum too. If only I could…

I bucked my hips against his, rubbing my clit against him, feeling him stretch me, and loving it all. It was so fucking GOOD! This man, my Daddy, had so thoroughly broken me, and all I could think about was how hard he made me cum.

“More… more…” I begged. I was so close!

“I’m… I’m gonna cum on your fucking FACE!” he growled at me.

“Yes… yes, cum on my fucking face…” I agreed. Just a little more…

Oh, there it was! Oh FUCK!

“Yes! Yes, don’t stop, don’t stop, cum on my fucking face, cum on my fucking face…” I begged and cried as I came again. Less powerful than last, but still wonderful.

That was too much for Daddy it seemed, and he pulled out and jumped up to my upper body. Still with a hand around my throat, holding me in place, he jerked himself off.

It didn’t take him long before waves of his beautiful, disgusting cum burst out of him and down on my up-turned face. The first wave hit my cheek and dragged a pearly line up across my eye, through my eye-brow and into my hair. Another exploded against my nose and sent sticky droplets all over my upper face. Wave after wave painted my face like a fucking whore, and I loved it. His slimy seed covered me, and it felt so naughty, so wrong, so good. Such a vile act that I’d never let my husband do, but Daddy deserved it.

“Fuck!” he gasped and slapped his now spent but still massive cock against my lips. I opened for it and took the head it my mouth, cleaning the icky, salty stuff from it. It was the least I could do.

He looked down at me, and I looked up at him, still with his dick in my mouth.

“So pretty,” he murmured and shook his head. Then he scooted down next to me, pulling himself out of me on the way down.

I was so utterly spent, and laying here in the nook of Tom’s arms felt really nice. My face felt disgusting and weird, but I couldn’t be bothered with it now. Just lying here felt so relaxing… and I closed my eyes, just for a second…



David

Jia still wasn’t answering her phone, and she hadn’t texted or called me back. It was odd. Hopefully nothing had happened to her. Surely not though. She was probably just visiting Nari or her parents and had her phone on silent.

We almost made it to dinner in time and watching Alice half-run in her dress definitely made it worth it — her bouncy boobs tried to escape the confinements of her bra (and the dress altogether) with every step, and it was a joy to behold… sneakily, out of the corner of my eye, of course. I didn’t want her to think I was a staring pervert or anything.

We weren’t the last ones to arrive anyway. Around a quarter of the guests hadn’t made it yet either when we found our seats.

“Almost made it,” I whispered to Alice as we sat down and showed her my wristwatch that said two minutes past seven.

“Would have made it,” she shrugged, “if it wasn’t for these damn shoes.” We both looked down at her heeled, white pumps. Not a towering heel or anything but enough to make it a challenge to move fast, I guessed.

“Gotta make sacrifices at the altar of beauty,” I shrugged. She looked at me funny, but then giggles bubbled out of her.

“You’re sweet, boss. A little weird, but definitely sweet.”

I grinned back at her. I liked making her laugh and giggle.

It was such a nice sound.

“Hey, I’m Beth,” said the woman on my other side suddenly, and I turned my attention around to her. She was a young, black woman with shoulder-length honey-blonde hair, too much make-up and a tight, dark-red dress that did practically nothing to hide her large breasts that was spilling out the top.

“Oh. Ehh… I’m David, David Jensen. I work at Falkner & Co.” I replied, holding my hand out while keeping eye-contact.

“So nice to meet you, David,” she breathed and shook my hand ever so gently, “I was worried I’d have to sit with a boring old fart.” Her hand was warm and soft, and I could feel my heart-rate rise.

“But you seem very nice,” she continued, and smiled warmly at me. Or maybe not just warmly?

“Ehm, you too?” I said, smiling awkwardly at her, and she beamed back at me, like it was high praise I’d given her.

Dinner progressed, and Beth turned out to be a nice companion. Very complimentary, very interested, very eager to show off her deep cleavage at every opportunity. She laughed and batted her long eye-lashes at my jokes and observations. She wasn’t the brightest, perhaps, and used the word ‘like’ far too much but all in all an interesting woman. She hadn’t really understood a lot of what had happened at some of the meetings today, so she had a lot of questions, and as a gentleman I was happy to answer.

I didn’t neglect Alice, of course, and talked with her too, getting her views on the meetings we had throughout the day, discussing the coming day (it seemed a lot less full and stressful, thank God) and teasing her about her belief that the Giants would ever win a World Series again. She seemed a little off though, and I got the distinct feeling she didn’t care for Beth. A little jealous, maybe?

Halfway through the desert, I got a text. I’d been impolite enough to leave the sound on, in case Jia called or texted — or, God forbid, someone called to tell me she’d been in an accident.

It was from Alice, however, who’d gone to the bathroom a couple of minutes earlier.

[She works for Dinbert. Better be careful…]

Who did? I looked around and caught Beth’s smiling eyes as she was not-so-discretely playing with her hair.

Oh. No, surely not!

[Beth???]

[Yeah. Saw her with their team earlier. Didn’t look quite so bimbo then though].

I was being honey-trapped?!? What the fuck was this? Dinbert was one of our biggest competitors — had she been sent here to lure secrets from me?

[Shit. Thanks]

[Still looking out for you boss. Even when you’re being an idiot ;)]

A little shaken, I turned to Beth who smiled warmly at me and puffed her chest ever-so-slightly out towards me. It was a nice chest, but I’d lost all interest in it.

“So, Beth, where did you say you worked?”



“You were practically drooling down her dress!” Alice laughed and pointed an accusing finger at me, her rose-petal coloured nail cutting the air.

“I… was not!” I deflected a bit lamely. But I’d earned the roasting she was giving me.

She pulled her dress down a little, showing me the top of her grey bra-cups and batted her eye-lashes wildly.

“Oh, please, Mr. Jensen, explain what the all those BIG words meant, I didn’t understand anything, and you’re so clever,” she said in a breathy voice that sounded rather sexy actually. She blinked seductively at me and played with her long, silvery hair for a couple of seconds, before she burst out laughing.

“Okay, okay, so she was cute,” I admitted, rolling my eyes and refusing to admit how much I’d liked how Alice had just made herself look.

We were back at the bar, getting a little more to drink. The buzz from earlier wasn’t entirely gone — which had to be why I hadn’t seen through Beth’s gambit immediately! — but we both wanted to keep it going.

“Well, hello,” the deep voice of the fat Gus sounded from behind me, and I looked up at him with a casual greeting. He was holding a small glass, and his eyes were fixed on Alice, as she hadn’t fixed her dress yet, and her bra-cups — and the top of her delicious boobs — were still showing.

“Hey Gus,” she smiled at him.

I didn’t like that smile. It wasn’t just a polite smile, it said she was pleased to see him, that she’d missed him even. Why would she give that smile to the creeper who was staring at her boobs? Especially after what I’d told her about him?

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, still addressing Alice’s large ladies. And while I was thinking about a polite way to say ‘no, please fuck off’, she smiled wider and told him to sit. He grabbed the opportunity and a chair and sat down.

And suddenly I was the third wheel. The two of them talked, while I sat, frowning with my beer. Gus did what Alice had accused me of doing, ‘practically drooling down her dress’, and it was quite disgusting to behold.

After about fifteen minutes of this, Gus went to get a refill of his bourbon.

“Not so nice, is it?” Alice leaned in and said.

“I — what?”

“Nevermind,” she smiled, a strangely triumphant smile, “wanna get out of here?”

“Yeah, sure,” I readily agreed, “what about…?” I nodded towards Gus, the unsuspecting pawn in Alice’s cruel game.

“He’ll figure out we’re gone when we’re not here anymore…” she said and stuck her tongue out at me.

And then we left, heading up to our rooms, me without the fainest idea what had just happened.

Or had I? What, exactly, was Alice trying to tell me, I wondered, as I followed her sexy butt out the bar.



Jia

I awoke slowly, grudgingly because something was making a noise. It wasn’t my alarm, it was something else…

It was my phone ringing from another room, I suddenly realised and opened my eyes. Or opened one eye and struggled with the other one. It was stuck.

Ew, my face was caked in Tom’s congealed cum, and it was in my freaking eye. I rubbed at it until I could get it opened, felt the dried semen on my face and gave a deep sigh. Oh well, it had been worth it. I’d never experienced anything like that. Multiple orgasms weren’t just a myth, it would seem. I felt myself smile lazily at the memory.

My phone stopped ringing, and I couldn’t really find it in me to care. I knew I should — it was probably David, and he might be getting worried, but I was too worn out to get myself worked up about that. How long had I been sleeping anyway? At least an hour.

I disentangled myself from Tom’s embrace and scooted out the bed, suddenly reminded of the intruder in my bum as it bumped against the mattress. I stood up and twisted around, so I could see the pink gem between my buttcheeks.

Could I take it out? Tom was done with the whole thing now, right?

Maybe better to leave it in. He might get upset if I started making these kinds of decisions without him. Besides… it did make my butt look pretty.

I went into the bathroom and scrubbed my face clean, getting the icky-sticky off.

Now what? What would Tom want me to do? He might be hungry when he woke up, but I didn’t feel like cooking. I could order pizza. Yeah, that worked.

First, however, I focused on something I knew Tom would care about — making myself look pretty for him. So on went the make-up, the eye-shadow and mascara, the lip-stick and rouge. Not too much, not too little. Sexy. Alluring. Not whorish.

What time was it anyway? I went into the kitchen and found my phone.

Shit, it was almost nine!? I’d slept for… wait, when did we finish fucking? Since then at any rate. And David had called four times and texted me several times, asking where I was, if I was at my parents, if I was at Nari’s, if I was okay?

Sigh. Nothing for it.

I called him back.

Too late did I think about maybe putting on some clothes. It felt pretty indecent calling my husband while naked. Well, it could have been naughty fun, if he had been the reason I was naked, but he was not. He was sooo not.

“Hey honey,” his voice greeted me.

“Hey nae sarang,” I answered, “how are you?”

“Better now, but I’ve been worried. Where were you?” he asked, his voice sounding a little off.

“I was at mom and dad’s,” I lied smoothly, “and I had the sound off, I’m sorry. You know how she is though.”

“Yeah,” he agreed, “I figured it was something like that. Was it nice?”

“Sure, if you like being nagged about not producing grandchildren,” I said. Wow, the lies came so easily to me these days. I sat down in a chair, the hard surface sending a wave of… something… up the buttplug and into me.

“Haha, I can imagine,” he laughed — a little too hard. And something was off in his voice too…

“Nae sarang, are you drunk?” I asked.

“Noooo,” he denied, “just had a couple of beers with Alice. Say hey Alice.”

“Hey Alice!” I heard that… woman… laugh in the background. What a funny joke.

“Hello Alice,” I forced out through my teeth. Luckily, I didn’t have to pretend to smile.

“Anyway, I was just checking in,” he went on, apparently as interested in talking as I was right now.

“Yes, that was nice of you. Sorry I made you worried,” I said. Sorry, I couldn’t be bothered to talk to you while getting railed by Tom’s big cock…

“No worries. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Yes. And don’t get too drunk. With Alice.”

“Of course not.”

We both hang up, me with an uneasy feeling in my stomach. Why was he drinking with that harlot? I’d always had a bad feeling about her, and it was not going away now, that was certain.

You know what? Screw pizza, I needed something else right now. I went back into the bedroom, barely even feeling the buttplug by now — seemed I’d gotten used to it.

Tom was laying on his back, gently snoring, his naked body on full display. I slid in between his slightly spread legs and without hesitating, I took his monster in my mouth.



David

It was getting late, and I was well on my way to getting drunk. Alice was already there, the lightweight, and she’d become even more of a teasing flirt. Fun, sure, but definitely dangerous.

“Please, Mr. Jensen,” she giggled and rubbed my upper arm, feeling my bicep through my shirt, “explain it to me again. You’re so strong.” She kept impersonating that damn woman, Beth, and she found it hilarious. The problem was, I was not entirely immune to her teasing ways, and several times I’d had to move around on my seat to ehh… cover the reaction I was having to her. It didn’t help that she leaned forward like that, giving me a direct line of sight down her dress, where her magnificent, cream-coloured boobs were fighting for their freedom.

“Stop, please,” I begged, and she lit up in a bright smile.

“I win!” she declared… and descended into a fit of giggles. What she won, no-one knew, but she was damn cute.

“You know,” she said carefully so as not to slur the words, “you’re pretty lucky you have me.”

“Totally,” I agreed. I didn’t have her but I liked how she framed it.

“Else,” she went on, “you’d have slept with that dark-skinned bimbo and told her aaaall your secrets.”

“I would not!” I protested.

“Would too!” she countered, “so you should thank me. I saved you from a night of wild, uncontrolled lust with that silly floozy!”

“Well, when you put it that way,” I said sarcastically.

“I do! But don’t worry, bossman, I shall be guarding your chastity,” she grinned and sank back into her bed. I wisely stayed in my chair.

“You know,” I said slowly, finally coming to my sense, “I better get to bed.”

“I thought you’d never ask!” she laughed and scooted to the side, making room for me, her smile an open invitation.

“My own bed,” I said with some difficulty.

“Oh. Yeah, that makes more sense,” she agreed with something undefined in her voice. I reluctantly stood.

“So, eh.. goodnight, Alice. And drink some water.”

“Goodnight, David,” she called out, “and drink some water.”

“Good advice,” I nodded as I headed out the door.

Ten minutes later, I was in my own bed. All alone.

And fucking horny. I had my dick in my hand, slowly rubbing it. My phone was in my other hand, running one of my favourite videos — in this one my beloved wife Jia stared at me as she attempted to swallow that oaf Tom’s cock. I’d been sent a few of these since they started ‘going out’ or whatever, and they usually did the trick.

Not tonight though. I was hard, but I was getting nowhere. Whenever I started to get a rhythm going, an image of Alice popped up in my mind. Alice rubbing my arm, her perfectly manicured hand on me. Alice leaning over, showing me her boobs. Alice in just a towel, letting me into her hotel-room and unknowingly showing me her thighs. Alice in just a bra. Alice’s smile, Alice’s giggles, Alice, Alice, Alice!

Something was wrong with me. And not the usual thing, as I watched Tom shove his cock into my wife’s mouth.

In the end, I surrendered and threw the phone on the bed and used my imagination to get the job done, shooting in a sock like a goddamn teenager while thinking about my secretary’s big, beautiful boobs, her warm, sexy smile and her creamy, flawless thighs… and the fact that she’d invited me into her bed.




Jia

“Ooooh… DADDY!” I gasped as I bounced up and down on his long, hard cock.

He had not had a single objection to being woken up by his willing slut servicing him. Shocking, huh?

And it was JUST what I needed to forget about that damn skank and her sleazy ways. How could David not see she was trying to get her claws into him? Fucking whore.

“Ooooh… YES!” I cried. Dear me, I was already close again. That cock was the eighth wonder of the world. He’d already fucked me through two incredible orgasms, better than anything that stupid cunt could ever hope to get from my poor husband, and he was still going, still taking me higher and higher.

“You like that, huh, kitten?” he grunted. He held me around my waist, helping to stabilise me and set the pace, and I loved his big, strong hands on me.

“Yes, Daddy…! You know I do!” I readily agreed. My long, black hair whipped around me as I pushed myself up and down on that glorious pole. Leg-day had come early, though it’d never been this much fun at the gym.

“You like being my rice-bunny, don’t you?” he went on, and there was something in his voice as he used the slur. I looked down and that dark look was back in his eyes, and his mouth held that evil smirk that he often got when he was being purposefully mean.

I didn’t want to say it, didn’t want to use those words. It was one thing to demean myself, that was arousing in its own twisted way, but my entire people? It was too much. It was too humiliating, too taboo.

So why did a rush of exhilaration run through me when I opened my mouth to speak the damning words?

“Yes, Daddy… I’m your… your rice-bunny!” I gasped, hating myself and hating the way it made my entire body tingle with excitement. I fucked him harder, taking that dick, getting that orgasm.

Why did it turn me on? I was so messed up, but I couldn’t worry about that now! Not when I was this close.

“Oh… Daddy! Daddy!” I called out, almost there. Almoooost there…

He reached up and twisted my already pained nipple viciously. FUCK, it hurt!

It hurt so bad, it… hurt… so… GOOD!

“YES!” I cried as waves of pain and pleasure were sent through me and my poor confused brain couldn’t figure out which was which — so it ended up deciding it was ALL pleasure. I cried out as I bucked and groaned on his mighty tool, sliding up and down, getting every last drop of pleasure out of him.

“You’re such a slut,” he grinned and I couldn’t disagree as the orgasm stretched out, kept going, grew and became all-engulfing. Nothing but pleasure left in me. Nothing… nothing left.

I collapsed on top of him, my tits against his broad chest and my face hidden in the crook of his neck.

But he wasn’t done, so he flipped us around. I ended on my back, with him above me and between my spread legs.

And then he started hammering into me. Hard. Merciless. The way he did when he was hunting his own orgasm.

It felt good. It felt amazing, really, but there was nothing left in me. I could just lay there, as he took his own enjoyment from my body. Again and again he hammered into me, forcing lustful groans from me.

He slapped me. And again. It hurt but I couldn’t find the strength to protest or to protect myself… or to even care. I was his, he could use me as he wanted.

His hand went around my throat, giving him absolute power over me, and all I could do was whine slightly.

Until, at long last, breathing hard he gave one, last hard thrust that sent a shiver of desire through me and with a loud groan he emptied himself into me.

How Far is Too Far? Ch. 12

==========================

How Far is Too Far? Chapter 12

By DontJudgeMe_

This is STILL a cuck-story, one where lying and deceit play a major role. If that makes you uncomfortable, please stop reading.

If you do enjoy it, please let me know. I loved reading your comments. :)

I accept that some won’t like this because of its theme.

I accept that some think it’s moving too slowly. I am working on that in my next story.

But the sheer audacity of people to complain and whine that I take too long to write the chapters…

I have a family. I have a full-time job. I do this and give you this story for free — and you still dare complain that’s it’s taking too long? Please.

As always, thanks to my wife for editing. Your help is sorely needed and greatly appreciated!

David

Wednesday morning found me in a delicate state of dispossession. Or put another way: I was fucking hung-over. The alarm went off at eight, and I had to get up. Had to. Didn’t want to. But had to.

The shower helped… a lot. Getting some water in me helped too. The bright Florida sun streaming in through the windows did not help but there wasn’t much to do about that. The pills would help soon. Fresh clothes on, and I almost felt like a new man. I even realised that I was hungry.

I knocked on Alice’s door at five to nine, wondering if she was even up yet. She had seemed very… carefree last night. Shit, had she actually offered to let me sleep in her bed? That had been a joke, right? Sure it had.

Even so, I felt oddly excited about it. Not that anything improper would happen, of course. I was a married man, and even if I wasn’t, she was my employee.

Sleeping with one’s secretary really was such a cliche.

“Hey David,” she croaked as she opened the door. She tried to smile, but she was looking rough. Her normally bright eyes were tired and blood-shot and her entire hunch-over demeanor radiated regret. She was wearing a simple oversized hoodie and a long skirt. Despite her ragged appearance, her sweet perfume still filled my nostrils and made my heart skip a beat.

“Need some Advil?” I wondered.

“Already took all the pills,” she mumbled and walked slowly and carefully out the door, closing it behind her.

We made our way down to the breakfast-restaurant in silence, and we each got some stuff from the buffet. She took more than I’d expected. Hopefully it would make her feel better. The toast and boiled eggs did me a world of good, as did the juice.

“Look, David, I eh… I think I owe you an apology,” she said halfway through a sizable stack of pancakes. She bit her lip as she spoke and fidgeted with her hair.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. About last night.”

“Are we talking about Beth again?” I grinned.

“What? No, I warned you about a spy. If anything you should give me a raise,” she pointed out, and I made a face at her.

“I… as I recall at least, I… said some things. After we made it back to my room,” she said, not meeting my eyes.

“Like when you offered me a place in your bed?”

“I did?” she looked up, surprised.

“Uh-huh.”

“And you turned me down? Seriously?” She stared at me incredulously for a second, then a small giggle escaped her. I joined in, relieved that she could see the funny side.

“No. I mean, yes, that too, if that really happened. I was over the line. Also with the whole Gus thing, I…” she shrugged helplessly.

“Don’t worry about it. It was the drinks talking,” I offered. She looked doubtful for a second, then nodded.

“Can we just forget it?”

Oh, how I wish I could forget her smooth skin, her warm smile, her touch on my arm… and also that I’d masturbated to those very thoughts.

“Probably for the best,” I nodded, flashing her another grin and banishing my impure thoughts.

“Good. Good. Okay, work. The program for today is pretty lean, so I figured I’d work on my tan until our meeting with the SBas-people at eleven.”

“Need any help with that?” I grinned, and she stuck her tongue out at me, the old Alice peering through at last.

“Don’t forget though, we have theater tonight,” she reminded me, “at eight. So early dinner at six.”

“How far is it? The theater, I mean.”

“Ten minutes on foot, says the GPS.”

“Guess we can make that.”



Jia

My second morning with Tom went… better than the first, I’d say. At least so far I hadn’t earned a spanking, so that was positive.

To be honest, it didn’t seem worth it to keep fighting him. So what if he stayed while David was away? It was just some fun, some good, hard, orgasmic fun, and even if David knew, he wouldn’t be all that upset… probably. After all, he liked that Tom took care of me, especially since he couldn’t really do it himself anymore.

Really, it was for everyone’s benefit.

Tom and I showered, one after the other, then he inserted the plug back into my ass (I’d been allowed to take it out last night when we went to bed), and it went a lot easier this time. One would have thought that he’d fuck me once it was inside, but instead he wanted breakfast. Not that I was disappointed or anything — it wasn’t like I wanted him to mount my right there on the bathroom floor. I wasn’t particularly interested in him just having his way with me and filling me up again and again.

Okay, maybe a little. Still, breakfast made sense, since we hadn’t eaten anything but snacks last night.

“So, kitten,” he said once his plate was empty of toast and bacon, “I’ve got another gift for you.”

I gave him a quick, searching look. His last ‘gift’ was lodged deep within me, and I had no doubt the next one would be equally embarrassing.

“What is it?” I asked suspiciously, but then added a “Daddy.” No reason to cause a scene before I knew whether it was worth causing a scene over. Not that causing scenes had helped me much over the last few days. Whenever I tried to assert some independence he showed me the error of my ways quite effectively.

I still didn’t quite get it. Why couldn’t I stand up to him? I knew it was a hopeless question, I just couldn’t. He was… stronger than me and not just physically. He had… I couldn’t say what he had, but he certainly had it.

Then again, there were some advantages to it all, to just stop thinking and follow his lead. There was a sense of relief and liberation in surrendering to him.

To be his good little girl.

Not that anyone could know. Not him, not David. It wasn’t who I really was, it was just… it was complicated.

Still, no reason to make him mad right off the bat, so I dug out my most docile smile and fluttered my lashes at him. It worked; he laughed overbearingly, found the bag from yesterday, pulled a package out of it and handed it to me.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I breathed in my best good-girl voice and tore the wrapping paper off, acting like an impatient little girl for him — like I knew he wanted me to.

It was a cardboard-box. With a smiling, blonde girl on the outside… a blonde girl in a small, incredibly short black dress with frilly, white edges and a white apron and a black and white cap.

It was a maid outfit. Or rather a costume. A French maid costume. For me. The dress was very low-cut, and the way it clung to the blonde model easily let us know the size of her large breasts.

I looked up at the dominant man next to me. Really? Was this where we were? There was something… something wrong with this. I wasn’t a servant.

“Tom,” I said slowly, making sure my voice was neutral and not challenging him, “what is this?”

He rolled his eyes at me.

“It’s a maid outfit,” he said, as if I was too slow to come to that conclusion on my own.

“Yes, I mean… why?” It was a joke, right? Or some roleplay?

“Because,” he said with that smug voice, “sometimes it seems that you think you’re better than me. That because you have some college diploma, you think you’re smarter than me.”

It didn’t seem that way. I was smarter than, and by a fair margin. Nothing in our interaction had ever led me to believe that he was anything but below average intelligence.

His advantages lay in… other areas.

“So instead of being some fancy librarian, you’re gonna be my cute little maid. Clean for me,” he said as he sat down again, still with that infuriating smirk on his lips, “maybe some vacuuming, definitely some dusting…”

“Seriously?” I asked, no longer able to keep the disdain out of my voice and crossed my arms across my chest. This was so typical! Instead of respecting my intellect, he needed to find ways to demean it?

But as soon as that one word left my mouth, that dangerous, dark expression was back in his eyes. From a self-satisfied smile to mean and determined in a second. Without giving me time to react or apologise or anything, he rose and grabbed me by my throat with one hand, hauling me to my feet with the other.

Fear erupted in me, but he didn’t press on my windpipe, he only made it clear who was in charge here… and how much he hated being disrespected. My heart was beating like mad, and an odd mix of worry and arousal filled me.

“Yes, fucking seriously,” he snarled and slapped my face. Hard. It hurt, but he held me still, and I had no choice but to take it. Why was he so mad all of a sudden?

“When I get home, you’re in that outfit. Stockings, heels and the fucking cap. Got it, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whined, surrendering completely to his fury. Not a lot of choice, was there? I could give in now, or I could get hurt some more and then give in… might as well cut to the chase. It didn’t even occur to me to try and stop him, to stand up to him. What would he do if I refused? I didn’t think he’d actually hurt me, but there was no resistance left in me. Daddy was angry, so kitten would submit and hope he’d forgive her.

“You’re gonna cook and clean in that outfit, got it? You’re gonna suck my dick in that outfit. And you know what else? You’re gonna fix your hair in pigtails, like the little Jap whore you are!”

He slapped my face again, just to drive his point home, and I eagerly nodded. Yes, I’d wear the outfit, yes, I’d be good, yes, pigtails, whatever he wanted. What pig-tails and Japanese people had to do with one another, I didn’t know, and I didn’t ask.

He turned me around and pushed me down on the table, right next to his dirty plate. With me resting on my elbows, he pulled my skirt up around my waist and my panties down.

I wasn’t wet, not really. I wasn’t ready. And he was so big.

It fucking hurt when he jammed himself up into me. He fucked me, hard, mercilessly, and the pain was excruciating. I cried and begged but he held me down and forced that big piece of meat into me again and again.

Gradually, however, my pussy lubricated, and the pain lessened. And then lessened more… and my cries became moans…

The big brute behind me hammered into me, and though my poor pussy was still pained, it felt good. Really good.

“Yeah, you like that?!” he grunted. And I did, and I moaned louder in response.

“You like that?!” he insisted and grabbed my hair, pulling sharply, forcing my head back while new pain erupting from my scalp.

“Yes, Daddy!” I groaned obediently.

“Fucking Asian whore!” he groaned and pushed my head down on the table, holding it there, while he took his pleasure from me.

And gave me mine in return. Fuck, it felt GOOD!

I came before him. And I came HARD.

In the end, he pulled me up and pushed me down on my knees.

“Open your fucking mouth,” he groaned while jerking off over me. Like a good slut, I obeyed, opening wide and even sticking out my tongue, while I braced myself for what was to come. His pearly cum exploded out of him, and I shut my eyes as the thick ropes landed across my face and open mouth.

“Hrrnnn…” he groaned in arousal, obviously having a vastly different experience from me as another wave of goo landed across my cheek.

It’s just such a humiliating, diminishing ordeal — it was me subjugating myself for his kinky pleasure, and his pleasure alone. Still with my eyes closed I felt the soft skin of his cock slide across my forehead, obviously wiping off the last of his slime.

Why that last act of degredation made my inside squirm with desire, I couldn’t say — and I had neither the time nor the inclination to ponder it. The sticky, clammy feel of cum on my face had not improve since last time, and the taste was as bad as always, so really, I just wanted to get this over with. Opening my eyes and looking up at my determined Daddy, I figured it would be an unwise move to reject his… gift, so I swallowed it. I gathered the viscous muck in my mouth and forced it down, all of it. Just to please him, I even licked off what had hit my lips and swallowed that too.

While he tucked himself back into his pants, I got up and slowly limped to the bathroom to get cleaned up. He had really done a number on my insides, and it hurt to walk, while the plug in my ass made every movement feel strange.

At least he didn’t get anything on my clothes, I noticed when I saw myself in the mirror. I merely had to wash my face and apply new make-up.



David

The only good thing that happened during the third day of the conference was watching Alice sunbathe.

That came out wrong. The only good thing that happened during the third day of the conference was relaxing by the pool with Alice, soaking some sun and enjoying the warmth and some cool, non-alcoholic drinks.

She was wearing a bikini and looked pretty damn good in it. It was a light-blue thing with tiny white dots and the cups generously showed the world the top of her delicious breasts and some quite noticeable bumps. There was something odd about those bumps — her nipples, obviously, but I could hardly ask why they looked that way… or have a closer look to decide for myself.

I forced my gaze back to my drink, pretending the ice cubes were suddenly fascinating. Jesus, get a grip, David.

When she turned over to work on her back, it was hard not to stare at her round booty, thick, strong and round. I wanted very much to—

Ahem! The meetings, however, were pretty dull, and the work-shop we were signed up for was cancelled — the team who arranged it apparently never showed up. Which gave us more time at the pool, since that meant we were off at two o’clock.

“Why don’t we get this kind of sun back home?” she complained, glistening with sunscreen.

“’Cause we live in the north like a pair of chumps,” I replied lightly, pretending the sight of her stretching didn’t twist something low in my stomach.

“Yeah,” she sighed and turned over again to work on her front. Her sunglasses made it difficult to tell if she was watching me, but mine made it impossible for her to tell where I was watching her.

We chatted about everything and nothing, but the conversation was a bit subdued. We both realised that yesterday had been over the line, so we moved waaay back to avoid risking anything again. And it was the smart move, if a bit… uneventful.

I missed making her laugh and giggle. But this was better. In the long run.



Jia

I was not able to focus on work. Memories of my morning kept popping up, and whenever I took a step, my pussy ached — Tom had really done a number on it, though it did get better as the day wore on. At the same time, the damn plug in my butt was a constant, unfamiliar reminder of Tom’s undeniable control over me, and that was both very tiresome and incredible erotic. I couldn’t bend over or sit down without being very clearly reminded that even my butthole was not under my own dominion anymore.

It was all so strange! And yet… and yet I couldn’t stop thinking about him. Or not him him, more… what he was doing to me. What we were doing to each other. Even when he’d pushed me down on the table and for all intents and purposes forced himself on me, it had been… well, better than any sex I’d ever had with David. Far better.

It wasn’t the kind of woman I was though. The kind to just roll over for a man, to let him lead and dominate. I’d once told David that if he ever laid a hand on me, I’d be gone. I’d meant it then, and I still did.

Tom had slapped me, more than once. He’d looked me dead in the eye and slapped my face, and I’d taken it without objection, as was his right. He spanked me with my own damn spoon, and I was still dreaming of more. What was going on with me?

It wasn’t that I was weak, I argued. I wasn’t. It was more that… Tom wasn’t my man. It wasn’t my man who was being cruel. It was just a booty call, giving me some wild sex. When David came home, Tom would be gone, and we could continue our lives as normal.

Yes. That was it. It was just an abnormal, temporary situation — although dangerously exciting — with a predefined expiration-date. That made it safe, something I could let myself enjoy. David would return, and with him everyday life would also return. And there was nothing wrong with savoring these extraordinary days while they lasted. Nothing at all.

Reaching that conclusion calmed me, though figuring out why it was so intoxicating proved more difficult. Yes, Tom had a major cock, and by the stars, he knew how to use it. But why wasn’t I turned off by all the… other stuff. The slapping, the pain, the humiliation… was I into that? How would I feel if David slapped me?

I’d probably slap him back. At the very least, I’d be walk out. And if he ever spat on me, he’d feel the pain. And he better not even think about calling me a rice-bunny! I hadn’t heard that expression before, but it was not a subtle insult.

So why was it okay when Tom to do all those things? No, not just okay, why did it turn me on when he did it?

Was it some kind of primitive, feminine submission to his masculine domination? He was big, he was strong, he could do whatever he wanted. What kind of cave-person logic was that? It didn’t make sense, but the fact was that Tom could—

“Hey Jia,” a voice sounded behind me, making me jump. I was shelving books in the children’s section, convinced I was alone, when Madison suddenly appeared. Had she seen med adjust the butt-plug? Surely not. And if she had, she’d just assume I was scratching myself, right?

“What’s up?” I asked, pretending nothing was out of the ordinary.

“Was just wondering how it’s going,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I shrugged and waved a version of Dr. Seuss at her, “kinda hard to mess up here.”

“I meant,” she leaned in and lowered her voice, though we were alone, “with the situation at home.”

I’d figured. I hadn’t wanted to talk to her about it, since her advice had failed so miserably… though I couldn’t really fault her for that. Tom was simply too imposing to push around.

“That’s fine too,” I assured her.

“So he’s gone?” she asked with a relieved smile.

“Ehm, no, not exactly,” I admitted, and when she frowned at me, I went on, “we’ve come to an… understanding instead.” That was a carefully crafted version of the truth, and all she needed to know. I didn’t want to lie outright, but there was no way I was going to tell her the entire story.

“Ohhhh?” she raised her eye-brows, clearly fishing for more.

“Yes,” I nodded, ‘thanks for your advice,’ for all the good it did, “we really had a good talk yesterday,” he fucked my face and pussy and stuck a plug up my ass, “and he’s good with it,” since he got everything he wanted, and I got to obey, “so please don’t worry about me.”

“You go, girl!” she grinned, “did you tell David?”

“Uh… not yet,” I was going to take this secret to my grave. She frowned at that.

“Why not?”

Because he wouldn’t understand. He asked me not to, but what could I do?

“It’s just better this way,” I smiled. She didn’t understand, so I picked the first and best line I could think of: “I think he’ll like it as a surprise.”

“Oh. Ohh… like that,” she smirked.

“Yes, precisely. So don’t tell him anything, okay?”

“My lips are sealed,” she promised, pretending to zip her mouth shut.

We chatted a bit more — or rather, she tried to pry juicy details from me, and I fed her lines or refused to answer — until she had to go do some actual work, and I could get back to shelving in peace.



David

Dinner was nice and thankfully no women were propositioning me this time. I’d have thought it odd that I’d been hit on twice, but seeing how other people were acting, it apparently wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. If you listened even a tiny bit to the gossip — which Alice excelled at — it would seem not a lot of the other conference-goers were sleeping in their own beds.

“It’s why they invite secretaries,” Alice confided after pointing out four different ‘couples’ that were anything but outside the conference.

“No…”

“Yup. Too many managers are men, so they bring their secretaries along. That way, everyone has someone to hook up with,” she shrugged.

I wasn’t sure I was buying into her conspiracy — it seemed a little far-fetched — and I, for one, was very lucky to have my diligent secretary along.

The other women at our table were more interested in gossiping with each other than in me, so I was safe. Well, okay, it would been nice if they’d shown a little interest, you know, to prove I wasn’t hideous or anything. But here we were.

The food was excellent, like all the food we’d had so far. The company too, as Alice was back to her usual, cheery self — laughing, teasing, gesturing.

And she wasn’t too hard on the eyes either. The dress she was wearing was a dark red that really suited her and gave her a warm, welcoming look. Or maybe that was her smile and the caring look in her eyes.

Or maybe, possibly, I was reading too much into it all.

At any rate, we ate, we talked, we laughed and we completely forgot about the inappropriate stuff from last night. Definitely.

Finally, it was time to escort my blonde companion to the theater. We walked out of the hotel, enjoying the still warm weather and discussing which film-series was better, Star Wars or Lord of the Rings.

If nothing else, I could respect her passion when she argued for Lord of the Rings.

“You know that Viggo Mortensen broke his toe during filming of the second movie, right?” she declared, as if that was a point in her favour.

“Yes, Alice, everybody knows that,” I retorted, making my voice tired — just to make sure she understood that she wasn’t bringing anything new to the table.

She stopped mid-step.

“Wait, they do?”

“Yes?”

“Aw,” she complained, looking flustered for a moment. We started walking again.

“But do you know how many Oscars it won?”

“A lot, as I recall,” I grinned, enjoying our conversation. I wished I could discuss nerdy things like this with Jia but she was really not into nerd-culture. Like at all.

Of course, she had many other, wonderful and exciting qualities, and I was not at all comparing the two ladies. Since I loved Jia with all my heart.

“Seventeen!” Alice exclaimed, “seventeen. Return of the King alone won eleven. I don’t think the original trilogy won that many… combined.”

“Fair,” I said, having no idea and even less interest in how many awards the movies had won, “but that’s just awards. Doesn’t mean they’re better. Just means they were up against worse movies.”

She shot me a death-stare.

“I mean, there’s also cultural impact. ‘I’m your father’ is like the line,” I pointed out. Mostly to see her reaction.

“Cultural impact!” she sputtered, “cultural impact? More impact than Tolkien’s masterpiece? He practically invented all the nerd-races, elves, orcs, goblins, dwarves—”

“That’s the books, though,” I countered, forcing my voice to be normal while laughing on the inside, “we’re talking movies.”

“You can’t separate the two!” she argued, “without the books, there’d be no movies, so—”

“Is this the place?” I interrupted her. She looked up at the building we’d reached.

“This isn’t over,” she pointed at me aggressively, “but yeah, it is.” The last part came out in her normal voice, and she pointed at the billboard saying ‘Treasure Island’ in large letters. She smiled at me as we went inside.

Going from arguing intensely to smiling and warm in a heartbeat was impressive. Jia could never, but Alice did it so naturally.

We found our seats, sat down, argued over whether we should have bought pop-corn, and before long I went and got us some.

I was never a theater-guy but this production was quite good. Alice was certainly into it, laughing out loud at the jokes (which I couldn’t recall from the original book but admittedly, it had been a while), eating our popcorn and really enjoying the show.

I kept stealing glances at her, to see how she reacted and to just soak in her joy. She never noticed in the dim light.

Fortunately.

It was right there in the dark, watching my secretary giggle and cheer, that I realised I hadn’t called Jia at all today. Had I even texted?

I wasn’t sure. But I’d been busy, hadn’t I? With… sun-bathing…



Jia

Sigh. The dress or costume or whatever was too small — one size really didn’t fit all, despite the promise on the box. It was too small for comfort at least, but I could squeeze into it, and I had a feeling that Tom wouldn’t mind the way it stretched across my bust — my tits — or that it barely even covered my butt — my ass.

I felt positively exposed. If I bent over I’d be showing off my plugged butt… ass… while my boobs… tits… would try to escape out the top. My tattoo was completely uncovered by the small dress, but it was so pretty that I didn’t mind. The sheer, black, thigh-high stockings from the package covered my legs, just like he wanted. It’d been a pain to get the back-seam straight but I was finally satisfied with them.

I stood in front of the mirror, tying my hair in pigtails, as he’d told me to. It looked silly. It looked juvenile. It looked like I was trying to pass for a little girl.

I just wished it didn’t turn me on so much! But it did, curse him, it did. Not just the hair, but all of it — dolling myself up like his domestic servant had my nipples poking through the tight top and my pussy was positively dripping.

But nevermind. It was just a few days more. Then David would be home, and things would be back to normal. Him and me in the house, Tom in the apartment, and the playtime restricted to a few hours a week. And how much damage could he do in a few hours?

Not… that much.

Having finished my hair, I donned the black and white cap and studied myself critically. Red lip-stick, dark-purple eye-shadow, heavy mascara, making my lashes long and thick — all good. The pigtails worked, making me look young and needy. The costume was tight, but not in a way that Tom would object to. The stockings were on and — I turned and made sure — the back-seams were still even. My feet were in my black stilettos, and they were pushing my ass and tits out, just like the bastard wanted. The plug was still in, and I wasn’t wearing panties — better not risk it.

To finish the look, I’d dug out the choker I’d worn for him ages ago — back when I was still visiting him in the office, back when I’d dressed up for both him and David. What was that, two months ago?

It seemed like years. Back when I’d barely even understood what sex could be.

Back when David had been enough.

At any rate, the choker really fit with the aesthetic I was going for, and I was sure he’d appreciate it. With it locked securely around my neck, I gave myself one last look in the mirror, and nothing but raw sexual desire looked back at me.

I was ready.

Rummaging through our closet, I even found an old, colourful feather-duster to complete the ensemble. So now, I just needed my… audience. Or his lordship. Whatever he preferred.

Should I call him Sir? He’d probably love that, but I’d better not. His ego was already too big, and there was no need to inflate it further.

There was nothing left to do now but pour a glass of wine to steady my nerves and wait for the show to begin.

I was sitting in the kitchen, mentally preparing myself for what was to come, when I heard the door open. Had I just stopped locking it altogether?

“Kitten! I’m home!”

Okay, showtime. I was doing this. I was not getting punished again. I’d be his little maid, I’d play the part, and he’d reward me. I was practically drooling at the thought of the rewards to come — sex was always better when he was in the right mood, and no doubt my humiliating outfit would get him there.

Me too, for that matter, but I didn’t dwell on that.

I stood and was pretending to be dusting the spice shelves when he entered the kitchen.

“Welcome home,” I said, giving a little curtsy — did the whole shebang, raising the hem of my skirt, sliding my right leg backwards, bowing in a show of respect… respect I didn’t necessarily feel, but I knew he’d enjoy it.

“Fuck, that’s what I’m talking about,” he grinned, while his eyes drank in my slutty appearance. He made a rotating movement with his hand and I slowly turned, giving him a view of my backside as well.

“That’s like the tastiest maid ever,” he laughed, far too pleased with himself. As if he’d done anything other than buy a stupid box with an outfit inside.

“Thank you,” I mumbled, heat flushing my cheeks and neck. Being dressed like his menial servant was embarrassing beyond words, and yet the butterflies in my stomach were going wild… and my pussy was all but begging for his attention.

“Hey, you speak French?” he asked, his attention fixed far more on my chest than on my words. So of course I leaned forward a little, giving him a better view down my cleavage.

“Juste un petit peu,” I answered in a passable French accent.

“Huh? Nevermind, that sounds stupid.” The oaf waved away my multiculturalism and took a few steps into the kitchen, and suddenly his hands were squeezing my ass. Guess that ended my need to demonstrate my French-speaking skills.

“Just do like a French accent or something,” he demanded, happily groping me. I managed to not roll my eyes at his inane request.

“Like deez?” I asked, giving him my widest smile and fluttering my eyelashes.

“It’s perfect,” he muttered, his greedy gaze roaming over me, from the ridiculous pigtails, across my heavily made-up face, the choker snug around my neck and down to my tits that were put on display for his viewing pleasure.

“Not so high and mighty now, are ya?” he demanded in a thick voice and his hands slid up to my face. One grabbed my jaw in his typical show of dominance, and the other poked at my lips with his index finger.

“No…” I mumbled and took his finger in my mouth, sucking it. His fingers were painfully digging into my skin, and it made it difficult to show my true appreciation for his finger between my lips.

“No, that’s right. ’Cause I’m the master of the house, and you’re just the maid, right?” he laughed. Still servicing his finger, I nodded — as much as I could, since he still had a firm grip of my jaw, but he still liked my reaction.

“Oui… monsieur,” I said, though the finger in my mouth slurred the words somewhat.

Laughing, he pulled his finger back out of my mouth and let go of my face, clearly pleased with how quickly I’d fallen into the role. He leaned in close, his face right in front of mine, his warm coffee-breath was in my nostrils, and his dark eyes pinned me in place.

“You know, I’ve got something else for you to clean,” he said in a low, intimate voice.

“R-really?” I muttered, forgetting about the accent already.

“You know I do,” he went on, “and I need your mouth to clean it…”

His hands were on my shoulders, pressing me downwards, and my knees buckled without even waiting for me to decide what to do. Thus I found myself face to face with his groin.

I was so confused. Was all this to keep me on my toes? Or to test me? Why was I dressed up in a fucking maid-outfit if all he wanted was to get his dick sucked?

I opened his pants, and the dick in question quickly got released from its boxers and was now hanging free. It wasn’t hard. Not yet.

I’d have to please it from scratch but that was fine too. Just looking at it, the mere sight of it made me feel excited and tingly.

“Oh, iz all zat for me, monsieur?” I said, remembering the stupid accent while the old awe was painting my voice. I gently grasped the mighty beast, touching it, enjoying its power, and lust flared within me. Even flaccid it was easy to see its strength and dominance. David was far from this big when he was hard. What was my dear husband really, compared to this?

“It’s all for you,” he sighed.

So I began. I kissed it, kissed its bulbous head, its long shaft, even the root down among his curly pubes. I kissed and licked and cleaned it with my tongue… maids are supposed to clean, right?

“Monsieur, tu want moi to take ALL ZAT in my mouth?” I asked, putting doubt into in my voice, as if I was seeing this monster for the first time.

“Yes…” he groaned.

“But monsieur, zhere’s so much of you! I’m not sure I can! Too much…” I finally opened my mouth and took his big, purple head inside, letting my lips massage it as best they could.

“Ahh… like that, baby…” he sighed.

My tongue swirled around him, finding the sensitive spots underneath the head, and I enjoyed his pleased intake of breath.

I’d become so good at this. I was a master cock-sucker now.

A few months ago, that would have been a derogating term. Now? I was proud of it.

I bobbed my head up and down the thick shaft, sucking, licking and loving it. My knees were already complaining and soon my throat and jaws would be aching and painful, but it didn’t matter. Because I really did love sucking this cock.

It wasn’t just that it was the perfect cock, it wasn’t just that. It was more… I was giving him pleasure, I was sacrificing myself for his enjoyment. I was doing good here. It ticked off different boxes in my head (or, somewhere else, perhaps), but a big one was giving him my submission. Letting him have me and use me for what he desired. My mouth was for talking and breathing, right? Well, instead I filled it with cock, shutting me up and making it difficult to breathe just to serve and please him.

And besides that, it was really fucking sexy to have a cock in my mouth, to feel it grow between my lips, to know I was doing that to him. And once it was all grown, strong and powerful? It was the best feeling in the world.

Time to let him see how devoted I was.

Easing myself further forward, I allowed the big head to enter my throat, then swallowed it, pleasing it with its tightness.

Daddy groaned high above me, clearly liking it. So I did it again. And again, finding a steady rhythm where I took his cock in and out of my throat, giving him the best experience possible.

My hands wrapped themselves around his thick shaft and jacked him off in time with my head, giving pleasure to the entire cock. Like it should be.

“Good… girl…” he groaned.

I pulled off, grabbing some quick air.

“Zhank you… monsieur,” I breathed and attacked him again, sucking the delightful cock to the best of my ability.

It felt so right, kneeling before him. He was so much stronger and more powerful than me, he deserved it, he’d earned it. I’d dressed up for him, put on a silly accent, done exactly what he wanted. He brought me so much pleasure, it was only fair and right that I gave him some back.

I was losing myself in a submissive mindset, and I loved it. It felt peaceful, tranquil… easy. There was no doubt, fear or worry when pleasing Daddy’s cock. There was just… that. Pleasing the cock. No decisions, no lies, no husband. Just a cock in my mouth, nothing else.

He grabbed my pigtails, one in each hand and used them for leverage.

It didn’t come as a surprise, and I didn’t struggle. I allowed him to set the pace, keeping my placid mentality, serving him as he wanted.

It hurt, of course it did. My throat was not built for this, but it was a pain I gave to my… monsieur or my Daddy or whatever he was. A gift, a token of my submission.

“Oh, so good, kitten,” he groaned as he slammed into my throat, “oooh, so good.”

I didn’t reply, couldn’t. Only by moaning, and I did that a lot. Letting him know I loved serving him, that he could do as he wanted.

“Jia-girl… I’m…”

It sounded like he was close. I’d get my reward soon.

I’d never thought of cum as a reward before. But I’d never really felt like this before either, so submissive, so eager, so… well, yeah, at peace. Maybe the two were connected?

“I’m close…” he grunted. I’d been right. Would he cum in my throat, send his discharge directly into my stomach? Or in my mouth, so I could taste and feel his load? Lately, he’d been fond of cumming on my face, maybe that was his plan, and the idea of carrying his mark on my face sent a delicious chill down my spine to my pussy, that already was soaked.

“Here… it… COMES!” he grunted and pulled out of me. I kept jacking him off, aiming at my face and opened my mouth in a display of submission.

And he did not disappoint.

Waves of cum splattered down on me, landing on my cheek, my forehead, in my hair and in my mouth. I held it on my tongue for him to see, like I knew they did in porn, before I swallowed it.

“Oh wow, monsieur…” I gushed and looked up at him, “you needed that!”

“I sure did… I sure did…”



I kept the outfit on as I cooked — I’d only washed his slimy stuff off my face. Tom had lost interest in me for the time being and was watching TV while I stood out here in the kitchen, all confused.

That blowjob had been strange. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it but I’d tapped into a new, unsettling kind of deep, eager submission. It’d been so powerful and so real that it scared me a little.

I mean, I loved the sex that Tom brought but I didn’t care for the man himself, and I certainly wasn’t eager to submit to him. So where had it come from? Was it the outfit? The role? The stupid props he made me wear — including a metal seal in my butt?? Or was it something in me I didn’t want to look at too closely?

I had no idea, and I didn’t get closer to an answer as I cooked — baked tenderloin, since I doubted Tom would be too keen on Korean food. It was David’ favourite too, but I chose not to think about that.

When it was ready, I set the table and went to get Tom.

“Dinner’s ready… monsieur,” I said, giving another little curtsy while twirling one of my pigtails, flirting as best I could.

“Fine,” he grunted and got up. There was not much of the cheerful Tom — stern but affectionate — who had come home and shot his load all over his kitten’s face. Instead, he was back to grumpy Tom. Grumpy Tom was probably my least favourite version of Tom, as he was a boring, old man who felt ill-treated by everyone and everything.

Eating dinner with him was vastly different from eating with David. They both liked talking about work, but where David shared his ideas about the inner-workings of the company and his plans for the near and distant future and asked for my input — acknowledging that I actually had a useful education and could be of assistance, Tom talked about his colleagues.

And he didn’t like them. And he didn’t care if I had anything to say about that.

He was delighted that ‘the pip-squeak’ and ‘his bitch of a secretary’ were gone of course, but it seemed like some of his co-workers felt they should step into the shoes of their absent boss. Notably August ‘the stupid fuck’ and Tina ‘the black cunt’ seemed to have taken over and were keeping an eye on things.

Privately, I thought that it was probably just as well, as some people might have used David’s absence as an excuse to coast through the day, but I held my tongue.

I didn’t need another spanking.

Even while eating, I was still wearing the silly costume, but for now he seemed to have lost interest. His eyes wandered to my cleavage every now and then, and — as embarrassing as that was — a jolt of arousal shot though me whenever he did. I was ridiculously horny, seeing as I hadn’t climaxed since this morning.

Getting my mouth fucked did that to me.

“Hey, you’re a librarian, ain’t you?” he suddenly snapped me out of my reverie, having finished his tirade about Tina, her lack of tits, her lack of brains and her inability mind her own business.

“Eh, yes?” He knew that.

“So you’ve read a lot, yeah?”

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Yes, it was literally my job.

“Sure, some,” I said instead.

“I need another word for small or weak. It needs to start with a D,” he said. Like a crossword-puzzle? And here I thought he had an idea he wanted to run by me.

How silly of me.

“Ehh…” I quickly searched for words starting with d, “how long is the word?”

“Doesn’t matter.”

Okay, weird.

“Hmm, diminutive? Diminished? Dim? No, that’s more dark. Eh… dwarfish?” I quickly fired off but from his dismissed expression, none of them landed. Warming to the task, I kept going.

“What about… Dainty? Delicate? Or dinky?”

“Dinky…” he repeated, tasting the word and apparently liking it. He nodded, pleased.

“Yes… Dinky Davy. That’s good. That’s excellent! Or wait… dinky-dicked Davy! Yes! That’s it! Ha!”

Ah. So I’d been brainstorming nicknames for my husband, the love of my life. A bitter taste rose in my mouth. Didn’t I feel bad enough already, sneaking around on him as I did? Did we really have to add this?

“Dinky-dicked Davy, dinky-dicked Davy,” the bastard mumbled to himself with a wide smile, “so who fucks you better, me or dinky-dicked Davy?”

Not at all comfortable with my role in all this, I looked down and muttered, “you do.”

Tom guffawed, delighted with himself, and I only felt worse. It wasn’t right to talk about David like that — he was a good man, a good husband. His only real flaw was in the bedroom, and this dinner proved beyond a shadow doubt why I was married to him and not Tom. Tom was boring, self-absorbed and condescending, all he had going for him was the ability to make me scream in orgasm.

And yet… there was a flicker of something dark deep inside me, a tiny, shameful spark of… something. Putting David in his place like that was… fun. Just a little. Unbecoming, absolutely, but it was there.

“Now, clear the table. It’s time to upgrade your buttplug.”

Wait, what?



David

“I had no idea Treasure Island was so funny!” Alice grinned as we walked home, “Long John Silver!? I thought it was for kids!”

“Yeah, they sure eh… matured… the old classic,” I agreed with a laugh. We were walking back to the hotel like many other ‘couples’ from the conference, and I had to say a lot of them were looking awfully cozy. Almost like real couples.

I shook my head at the sad, promiscuous state of the corporate world. Like Gus, I imagined a lot of these people were married, and yet here they were, hugging and even kissing one another out in the open.

“Hey, isn’t that your old flame, Engstrom?” Alice asked, discreetely nodding toward a woman who had a younger guy’s arm around her shoulder.

“Yeah, I do believe it is,” I agreed, “she seems to have moved on awfully quick.”

“Clearly. And I thought you two were a love-story for the ages,” my blonde companion sighed dramatically.

“We woulda been, if you hadn’t scared her away,” I said putting on a stern face, “you cost me the chance to be her Romeo.”

“In that you would both have killed yourself?” Alice wondered, “one after the other?”

“Wow, you’re dark,” I commented, then shrugged, “but… yeah, pretty much.”

Alice burst out laughing, that lovely, uncontrollable laughter I’d come to enjoy so much over the last few days.

We walked on, chatting about nothing and everything, especially the play we’d just seen. We both agreed it had been a good one, and I was glad we’d gone. Though I’d never say it out loud, I was glad it was Alice I had seen it with. Jia probably wouldn’t have enjoyed it. She wasn’t much for artistic licenses, especially not with old classics like Treasure Island — she was quite the purist in that regard, and this theater-group… they’d treated the book more like a guide-line than anything else.

In my eyes, that was fine, as long as they got their message across and entertained their audience, and Alice seemed to think the same way, which was yet another reason to take her to such outings.

When we made it to the hotel, we saw Gus in the foyer, pretty drunk and talking to Beth, the lovely dark-skinned bimbo who Alice suspected was far from a bimbo. Judging from the way Gus leaned toward her, she had him wrapped around her finger.

“Oh no,” I whispered to Alice, “seems your suitor has been snatched too!”

“I know!” she gasped, “there goes my happy ever after.” She shook her head sadly and managed to contain her giggles, until we were safely inside the elevator, riding up to our rooms.

“I’m starting to think,” I said in a wistful voice, ‘that those guys,’ I gestured vaguely toward the closed elevator-door, “weren’t our true loves after all!”

“I know!” Alice said, her face a mask of shock, “what a twist!”

“Yeah. Whatever will we do?” I wondered.

“Well…” she said, giving me a long look through her dark, thick eye-lashes, “we’ll have to make do with what we have…”

The elevator suddenly felt too warm, too small. Thankfully, it soon reached our floor, and we stepped out before I had to come up with an answer.

We walked the short distance to our rooms, me behind watching the sway of her generous hips in that nice dress and thinking about what she’d just said. Of course, she’d been kidding. It was a joke. Just a joke…

“I had a really good time tonight, David,” she said when we reached our doors.

“Yeah, me too,” I agreed, “it was really… fun.”

God, she was pretty. Her deep, beautiful eyes were locked on mine, and her red lips curved into an inviting smile.

“I know you don’t like theater, so it was really nice of you to take me,” she went on. Was she moving closer? Were we getting closer? My breathing grew heavy, and I felt beads of sweat forming on my back. But there was nothing to be nervous about, right?

“I… I was happy to,” I croaked. Her chest swelled with her every breath, though that was not something I should be noticing now!

“You’re… really fun,” I continued lamely, feeling that I had to say something more.

Her silvery eyebrows lifted for a split second in surprise, then she got a very pleased, almost hungry look in her eyes. Her plump, tempting lips parted ever so slightly, and I longed to touch them with my own.

I was already leaning in when she closed her eyes, ready for what was about to happen when I stopped myself.

This wasn’t right. This wasn’t a date! I WAS MARRIED!

“Eh…” I said, swallowing hard,t taking a quick step back. She opened her eyes, confusion flashing across her face before it settled into disappointment.

“I… I gotta… gotta go,” I stammered, trying to get myself under control, as I cowardly turned away.

“Yeah, of course,” she said, and it was painfully easy to hear the hurt in her voice.

“See you tomorrow,” I tossed back, fumbled with my key-card. I got the door unlocked and escaped into the darkness and loneliness of my room.

“Fuck…” I muttered under my breath as the door closed behind me and the misery crept in, surrounding me, swallowing me whole.



Jia

“Nnnnnnghh!” I grunted as the widest part of the new and larger buttplug slid into me, and my sphincter instinctively tightening around its stem. It had been easier — and faster — to get in than the first one. His plan was clearly working, though the thought of his endgame still filled me with dread. That monster of his? Up my tiny hole?

It hardly seemed possible.

“There we go, kitten,” he grinned, giving my backside a light, almost playful slap. Not hard, just a jovial slap, a sign of affection really.

I was leaning on the kitchen counter again, and when I stood, I flexed my sphincter, feeling the larger intruder. Not knowing what else to do, I straightened my ridiculously short, new outfit. This new plug didn’t feel bad either. Just strange.

“I know you want to — go have a look,” he grinned and I walked — very carefully — into the bedroom. Bending over, I pulled my dress up and looked behind me into the mirror.

There it was. It looked like the old one, only with a white gem in the base instead of a pink one. The parts inside me were wider but from here, it looked much the same.

“You like it, huh?” Tom grinned, having followed me.

I didn’t. I didn’t mind it either, but to say I liked it was a far step. That, however, was not the right answer.

“It’s so pretty,” I gushed instead, faking my true feelings. Might as well play the role. Truthfully, I wasn’t even sure what my true feelings were…

“You’ve been good today, kitten,” he said and gently caressed my hip while we both stared at the gem in the center of my ass, “dressing up, blowing me, cooking for me, finding a new nickname for your useless cuck…”

I didn’t need to be reminded of that last part.

“… and now taking the bigger plug, getting yourself ready for me…”

I swallowed nervously at that.

“… and don’t think your… what did you call it, mojseur, don’t know how to reward his pretty, little maid.” He took one of my hands and placed it on his crotch, where I could easily feel his large sausage through his pants.

I looked up at him, a small smile playing on my lips.

“Izz it time for mon reward, monsieur?” I asked, feeling myself warming at the thought. I’d been looking forward to this since he splattered my face with cum. No, since I got home and dressed up for him. Or… pretty much since he fucked me in the kitchen this morning, really. It’d been all I could think of at work too — that big, hard rod and how it gave me sooo much pleasure, even when it hurt.

“It sure is, Jia-girl. Get it out and get it ready.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Button opened, zipper down, I reached in and found his monster, got it up over the waist-band of his boxers and out in the open.

And there it was. The reason I was submitting to the bastard, the reason I was taking the humiliations and the punishments.

The big, beautiful cock that was basically ruling my life at this point.

Until David gets home, I quickly reminded myself.

I stared at it for a good long while, still in awe at it. I stroked it lovingly with my hands while I examined it with my eyes. The long shaft, the large head, the little slit where I sometimes stuck my tongue, just to be naughty. Well, my tongue had touched all of this magnificent specimen, but there was something wicked about putting it in where he peed from.

It grew, gathering strength in my hands, growing more powerful, more masculine.

“Suck it. We both know you want to,” Tom said. Not a harsh command like so often before, more a… desire from him. Something he knew we’d both enjoy. He was simply letting his wish be heard.

Well, his wish was my wish, at least when it came to putting this fine cock in my mouth, so I opened up and took it inside.

I sucked him, like I knew he liked. Hard, fast, swallowing the head, milking it with my throat and soon I had him groaning in desire. But we both knew this was just an appetiser. The main-course was coming soon.

“How do you want it, Jia-girl?” he asked, and I looked up at him in surprise. I had no idea what was going on with him anymore. One moment he slaps me around for daring to question him and the next he’s letting me choose.

But I had to make a choice nevertheless. How did I want it?

Not so long ago, it had been missionary or cowgirl. The only two acceptable ways to have sex for a good, Christian woman. Now? I had so many options. What gave me the most pleasure?

I pulled off him and crawled up on the bed, pulling my dress up in the movement. Laying down on my back, I spread my legs wide and grabbed a hold of my knees, opening myself up completely for him. My naked, shaved pussy and my plugged ass were on full display for him, and he seemed to enjoy the view — if his wide smile was anything to go by.

“Please take me, Daddy,” I breathed, putting all my need and desire into my words.

“Fuck yeah!” he grinned. He got his clothes off and got in between my legs that I held open like the most obvious invitation in the world.

Pressing the fat head against my already wet pussy, he slowly entered me. Considering how he’d relentlessly forced his way into my dry hole earlier today, this was definitely the preferred method.

“Ah!” I gasped nonetheless. Wet I might be, but he was still so big.

“Yeah, fuck, yeah!” he agreed, his cockhead in my pussy, “you’re so goddamn tight, kitten. So goddamn tight.”

Hardly compared to what I used to be. It didn’t take him long to work himself into me and soon he was really giving it to me. Just like I wanted.

Just like I needed.

My pussy gripped his invading cock and loved it. Pulses of arousal were shooting though me as he started to fuck me for real.

I’d chosen well. This position was designed for a good, deep-dicking. His mighty cock reached so far into me, touching so many nerve-endings, AND he rubbed my clit whenever he thrust into me. At the same time, the way his dick went into me and the way I lay, I could really feel the plug in my ass.

And it felt… really good. Really, fucking good. Sparks of intense pleasure erupted from my ass and mixed with the ones from my pussy whenever he thrust into me, and it was insane.

“I love your cock, Daddy,” I whispered to him.

“It loves you, kitten!” he grinned back.

We established a good, strong rhythm. He gave me his entire length, that long, delicious shaft of steel-hard cock, and I took it with an aroused moan, a horny cry.

And the orgasm was building already. It was going to be a good one. A great one. I was going to blow like a fucking bomb.

“Oh goodness…” I moaned, “oh DADDY…”

He grinned but didn’t slow down, didn’t change his pace. He knew what I needed, knew better than anyone. Long, hard thrusts into me, each one forcing a deep-felt moan from my lips.

It was so good. He was so good. I loved this, the sensation of his heavy weight upon me, his majestic cock inside me, the plug in my ass, the powerful force that pounded me into the mattress. All thoughts, all doubts, all concerns vanished, and there was only the raw need for my big, strong Daddy left inside me. I needed him, I needed him to take me, to make me his. It was not just physical, it had become an essential part of our relationship — I craved his control, his command.

“It’s so good, so good, so good…” I muttered while I still lewdly held my knees open for him, easing the way for him as much as possible.

His hard cock pounded me, and I cried and writhed in pleasure. Every thrust into me felt like its own mini-orgasm, like tiny explosions of gratifications that only served to fuel the explosive, mind-blowing orgasm that had been growing in me since I serviced him in the kitchen.

More, I hungered for more. More of everything, more pleasure, more submission, more… more.

I needed to show my Daddy how good I was, how obedient, how slutty and submissive I was for him. He needed to see I was his good, little girl.

“Daddy… please…” I begged in my best little-girl voice. He didn’t slow down, just looked at me with his burning gaze, probably wondering what I was on about.

“Please… spit in my mouth,” I pleaded and opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Oh wow, asking for it was such a rush! It was crazy how I’d detested the idea a few days ago and was now pleading for it. But what better way to demonstrate my deference to my powerful lover?

His eyes widened in surprise, then his lips split in a wide, eager grin. He didn’t slow down his thrusting, but I could see his mouth working for a second, then he leant down. I knew what was coming, of course, I’d asked for it, and I welcomed it. It was so dirty, so wrong, so deliciously naughty!

He made a phewt-sound, and a large glob of his saliva landed in my open mouth, sending a jolt of excitement through me. I was so depraved! I didn’t even swallow his load right away, I just played with it with my tongue, mixing it with my own saliva. My shameless display made my orgasm grow closer, grow stronger. It was just what I needed to prove how strong my submission was to show, how deep my commitment was.

“You’re mine!” he growled, and his possessiveness made me smile up at him… and he spat at me again, hitting my lips and cheek more than my open mouth. The thick glob felt eerily similar to his cum, and I gasped and licked his spit off my lips, loving my wicked ways.

“Mine,” he repeated and wrapped his arms around me, pounding into me like a madman. I cried in desire and loved the way his strong arms felt around me, loved the crushing sensation, loved feeling his body mash into mine.

“I’m yours, Daddy! I’M YOOOUUURS!” I screeched as an impossibly intense orgasm crashed over me. I cried, I pleaded, I begged for more as he fucked me through it and into the next one. It was pleasure like this that made him worthy of my submission, and he just kept going and going. His breath tore in and out of him, and I could practically feel his heart beating like a hammer on an anvil, but he never slowed down, never faltered, he just kept on and on. And I came so hard.

After the first or second orgasm — it became hard to tell them apart — something… happened. Nothing explosive or terrifying, but… the world seemed distant somehow. It didn’t make sense, but it felt nice. Safe. I stopped paying attention to things, I just… was. My body was. And it was alive with pleasure, with euphoria.

My Daddy was hovering above me, and I knew that, but I didn’t really see him… it was more that I felt him. Felt his presence, felt his energy, his strong, dominant, masculine energy that embraced me, crushed me, molded me. His hard cock was going in and out of me, and it filled me with pleasure, with light, with lust and desire.

He said something, but I didn’t hear what, couldn’t hear what. Then he grabbed my face, and even his fingers digging into my jaws felt good. I didn’t know what he wanted, I just let him do as he pleased, while gasping and moaning and loving his attention. Then a glob of spit hit me squarely in the mouth, and I felt another orgasm rock my body at his obvious display of dominance, of control.

He spat at me again and I held my mouth open, ready for more, ready for whatever he could give me, accepting his authority. He kept going and going, and time lost its meaning. There was only the now, and it was filled with pleasure, with hunger and wonders. This one moment of bliss stretched on and on and on…

Until he finally tightened up,and filled me with his warm seed. I stared up at the ceiling without really seeing, as he made some sounds I couldn’t quite comprehend. He rolled off me, disappearing, leaving me. I kept floating, but suddenly I was left cold and alone and confused. The world was fuzzy, but now the warmth and light were draining from it, and it was a very disorienting sensation. In some way, I didn’t feel like I was in my own body, but where was I then? Why was I all alone?

I closed my eyes, trying to find myself.



David

I needed to call Jia. I needed to talk to her, to hear her voice.

I couldn’t tell her what had happened, of course. She wouldn’t understand. She was extremely loyal, just like I was. I was, I still was, even if I’d almost kissed Alice. Almost being the keyword.

I threw myself onto the bed and called her.

“Nae sarang?” she answered after a couple of rings, only there was something off. Her voice sounded thick, confused… sleepy. Like I’d woken her in the middle of the night.

“Hey honey. Just checking in,” I said, already feeling better. It was so nice to hear her voice again.

“Uh-huh.”

“We just got back from the theater. We watched Treasure Island,” I told her.

“Oh?”

“Yeah, it was pretty good. Not sure you’d have liked it though,” I grinned, “they didn’t quite follow the book.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, but it was fun. And the actors were really good.”

“That’s… good,” she answered in an unsteady voice. Was she okay? She really sounded off, tired and unengaged. A tiny knot formed in my stomach.

“So, what’ve you been up to?” I asked.

“You know,” I could almost hear her shrug, “work. Reading.”

“Oh. I see,” I said, and the knot tightened. Her monotone voice didn’t sound like my lively wife at all.

I tried again, “so what else? Been to the gym?”

“A little,” she replied. Not much conversation happening here.

“Honey, are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m just… tired, I guess,” she said, and she forced a bit of life into her voice, “I don’t sleep well with you away.”

“Aw, you’re sweet,” I said, and the knot eased its grip. It made sense. I hadn’t slept well these last couple of nights without her either.

“I am sweet,” she said in a ligther voice, sounding more like the old Jia. Cute. Self-assured. Sexy.

“That you are. You know,” I said feeling a little daring, “I’m feeling pretty lonely down here. How about a pic of my sexy wife?” That should make me forget about Alice and the… episode in the hallway.

“I don’t know, David,” she said, voice strained, “I don’t really like doing that. You know that.”

“You do it for Tom,” I said, failing to keep a touch of indignation out of my voice.

“That’s different.”

Yeah, it’s different. I was her husband, he was some random bozo.

“I guess,” I sighed but couldn’t help feeling excluded. Didn’t being her husband entitle me to at least what she gave him?

“Oh, don’t be like that!” she admonished me.

“Okay, yeah, sure,” I said, fighting to keep the bitterness out of my voice.

“I’m glad you at least aren’t seeing him while I’m away,” I added, trying — and failing — to sound casual.

“Ehm… yes, of course,” she agreed.

“That would simply have been too much. I miss you enough already.”

“Then why are you bringing him up?” she snapped with annoyed impatience in her voice.

“I… no reason.” Did I hit a sore spot? Was she upset I’d asked her to stay away from him?

“Okay then. Can we drop it?” she asked tersely.

“I… sure. Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” she said, though she didn’t sound like it was okay.

The conversation went on a little longer, but the warmth was gone. She must be really tired. I’d be home with her in two days, and I clung to that thought. I couldn’t wait to hold her and kiss her again.

And more too. Definitely more.

We said goodnight and hung up, and I realised the tension had left me.

Yeah, the situation with Alice was still messed up, but we’d figured it out, I had no doubt about that.

In the end though, as much as I liked Alice, I was married to Jia. Even if Alice and I went back to being just boss and secretary instead of whatever we’d become over the last few days, we were professional enough to handle it. And I had the love of my beautiful wife, and that was all that mattered.



Jia

I was laying in bed, staring at the ceiling, the phone still in my hand while my fingers kept playing restlessly with my nose stud. David’s goodnight kept echoing in my mind, while Tom’s loud snoring tore through the room. I tried to think, to get a hold of my thoughts, but it was like wading through a swamp, and a deep, absolute loneliness was gripping my heart.

Everything that had happened kept replaying behind my eyes, but I couldn’t make sense of it. I had asked — no, begged — him to spit in my mouth, and it had made me orgasm. That was so weird, so unlike me! It wasn’t who I was, it wasn’t. Except apparently it was, since it had happened.

That same argument kept circling in my mind, but it was only the tip of the iceberg. beneath that relative calm surface lay the big unknown.

What the hell had happened to me?

I’d never felt anything like it before. That complete and unconditional surrender, that total loss of control… and that… that bizarre experience afterwards. I’d never tried drugs, but I imagined it myst feel something like that… good, light, fuzzy… wonderful. But the moment Tom had finished and got off me, everything came crashing down, leaving me cold, desolate… hollow. And David’s phone-call had by no means helped — reminding me that I was a lying, deceitful whore with a husband who loved me and cared for me.

I didn’t want to think about that, so I returned to the spitting. It was an easier subject, after all. Why was it sexy to be humiliated and degraded like that?

My brain was slow, uncooperative and refused to give me answers. Eventually, I just drifted off to sleep without having found any solutions.

Thanks for reading. Please leave a comment if you enjoyed it, :)
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Jia

I awoke before the alarm went off the next morning — I hadn’t slept well at all. Last night’s events kept haunting me, spilling over into my dreams.

I shook it all off me and went to the bathroom, where I discovered that the plug was still in me. I had to remove it to do my morning-business, and I carefully rinsed it with soap, leaving it nice and clean… and less threatening. Its implications still worried me though, and the thought of Tom’s plans made my butt clench.

When distressed, I’d always found that a hot shower helped, and while the hot water washed over me, I was finally able to let go of the thoughts that had plagued me all night.

So what if I’d asked Tom to spit in my mouth? So what if… if I’d… if I’d allowed myself to let go more than usual while he fucked me? It didn’t mean anything. I was still my own woman, and tomorrow David would be home, returning everything to normal. A pang of bad conscience threatened to quench my lifting spirits, but I pushed it away — it would do me no good to think about David now. And besides, he wouldn’t mind even if he did know. Maybe I’d even tell him about it one day, and he would surely enjoy that.

That thought brightened my mood even further. In fact, I concluded while drying my hair, I should get as much out of today as I could.

I eyed the butt-plug on the sink, remembering how it had actually felt good last night — the feeling of it against that big, wondrous cock had been surprisingly stimulating. After a minute’s internal debate, I grabbed it and carefully inserted it back into me, like Tom had done. It slid in with relative ease thanks to some lotion, and I sent my reflection a naughty grin and, naked as a jaybird, I went to wake my Daddy.

Unsurprisingly, he was not at all upset when his wake-up call turned out to be a pair of willing lips wrapped around his quickly thickening cock rather than a blaring alarm. Not upset at all…



David

I kept stealing glances at Alice whenever she wasn’t noticing, which was most of the time, as she seemed wholly focused on her breakfast, devouring it with delighted gusto. One pancake after another met its demise in her pretty little mouth.

She seemed okay to me. I couldn’t find any trace of sadness, bitterness or resentment over my rejection last night. If that’s what one should call it.

I was glad she was fine, and pretending nothing had happened really was the easiest way to deal with the situation. If she was willing to ignore it, then so was I.

Feeling marginally better about the whole predicament, I too was able to enjoy my breakfast.

She was wearing a tight, pink T-shirt that clung to her voluminous breasts and made it easy to see the exact shape of her bra through the thin material. The shirt had an angry-looking white and blue unicorn, and I could stare at the funny fellow all day long.

“Look, David,” she said once her stack of pancakes had gone the way of the dinosaurs, “it’s fine.”

“Ehm, what is fine?” I asked, snapping my gaze up to meet hers.

“Last night. Nothing happened, right?” Her voice was very level, almost carefully neutral.

“I… no, nothing happened,” I agreed. Nothing had happened, but something had almost happened.

“So there’s no reason to keep a watch on me. I’m not gonna break because I don’t get a…” she finished the sentence with a shrug. Neither of us was really ready to say the word kiss.

“You’re my boss. I’m your secretary. We’re in Florida. Let’s just get the best out of today. Tomorrow, when we go home, we’ll still be secretary and boss.”

Yeah, that made sense, I thought with a sting of regret. I had liked being more than just secretary and boss though. The problem was that we’d never really defined what that ‘more’ was.

“I’d like that,” I said, “but how about… professional friends? Instead of boss and secretary?”

“You sure do have a way with words, don’t you?” she said and flashed me that cute, irresistible grin of hers.

“I have my moments,” I admitted with a humble shrug.

Deciding that the subject was finished, she found her phone and went over our schedule for the day.

We had some meetings, but nothing arduous. And if we really were still friends, it would be a fun day.



Jia

“So, how’s it gooo-ing?” Madison asked me, even before I’d sat down in her office, her tone making it clear that she was not talking about work.

She’d invited me to eat with her again, and even though I knew it was only a flimsy pretext for more prying, I’d accepted. It felt good being on friendly terms with her again, and I wanted to keep it that way.

“Pretty well, I think,” I answered without going into details. I wasn’t lying though — I really felt I was getting a handle on Tom. Going with the flow, not making a scene when he wanted something outrageous, but still not allowing him to run amok.

Admittedly, I couldn’t quite put a finger on when I’d disallowed anything, but it was working. I was on top of things.

“Give me something naughty,” she asked.

Well, my rear-end is currently hosting a buttplug, and I have a feeling Tom is going to ransack my ass before David comes home, and that scares the shit out of me — or it would, if the plug didn’t keep it in. How’s that for naughty? I thought. I didn’t say it of course, that would be oversharing.

Instead, I leaned in and told her conspiratorially, “I woke him up with a blowjob this morning.”

“Really?” Her eyes were huge.

I slowly and deliberately licked my lips. “Really. Then he almost fucked me into a coma.”

She actually squirmed in her seat. That old pervert! I could just see how she wished it was her, and I smiled condescendingly.

“How’s it going with Rick?”

She gave me a long, contemplating look, but I’d confided in her so she couldn’t keep me out of the loop.

“We have a date. Tomorrow night. We’re going to a bar, and I’m going to… talk to… other men. While he waits and watches,” she told me, her eyes shining.

“Oh wow,” I said, genuinely happy for her, “and he’s okay with that?”

She gave me a triumphant smile. “It was his idea.”

“You go, girl!” I laughed, and she joined me

“It’s the best. You’ll see. Soon David will be home again, and then I’ll have him to love and talk to, and Tom to handle those other needs. I have to admit,” I told her, “I was sceptic at first, but it’s the perfect system.”

The strange sensation from my rear as I moved in my chair reminded me of the plug in there, but I ignored it and its implications. I might not be in control, per se, but things were going well. Who knew, I might actually enjoy anal… I originally hadn’t wanted to do oral either, and now I couldn’t wait to suck Daddy’s cock. Tom’s cock, I mentally corrected myself.

“I want that so bad,” my friend muttered.

“Yeah. You do, you really do!” I agreed with a wicked grin, though maybe she should find a lover who was less into spitting and hitting… and slurs for that matter. But of course I didn’t say that either.



At home, I went through my wardrobe, looking for something fitting to wear for Tom when he came home… or not home, when he came to visit, I meant. This was not his home.

This was our last full day together, and it needed to be memorable. He should want me from the moment he walked in and until we were both properly satisfied, I smiled to myself. The maid outfit again, maybe? But no, I didn’t want to do a repeat. It needed to be fresh, to be—

“Oooh, yes…” I pulled a small, black piece of fabric out from the back-row of the closet. If one was very generous, it could be called a dress — though it was completely see-through.

In a fit of optimism, David had bought this for me some valentines ago, though I’d never worn it. It was completely inappropriate to give such a thing to one’s wife; it was demeaning and chauvinistic, I’d curtly informed him, and he’d spent all night apologising.

I bit my lip as I studied it. What I’d told David had been true, but the situation was changed, and the thought of wearing it for Daddy gave me such a thrill. With tiny black panties and that special black push-up bra, this would make him mad with desire.

Maybe he wouldn’t even have to punish me today. Or maybe just a light spanking. Mhm, yes, that would do nicely…

The ‘dress’ had high slits in both sides, so my legs would be visible constantly. Not that the fabric hid anything at any rate. It ‘covered’ my lily-tattoo, but the beautiful artwork was still easily visible through the sheer material.

My make-up took its time today. It had to be impeccable, just the right amount of slutty. Which was a lot of slutty, to be honest, Tom was not a great believer in subtlety. Dark-red lipstick, a light sprinkle of rouge on my cheeks and a thick layer of mascara to make my lashes pop. And finally a purple with silvery shimmer eye-shadow. No-one who saw me would have any doubt what I wanted…

I wanted to get fucked.

Suddenly I heard the door, just as I was tying my pony-tail. I’d decided to forego any delicate hairdo today, just something simple — that would keep my hair out of my face, should the need arise… which it probably would.

“Kitten! I’m home,” Tom bellowed, and I hurried to get my black heels on my feet.

“Coming,” I called out as I hurried through the house. In the kitchen, I stopped, took a deep breath and turned the corner slowly, a seductive smile on my lips.

“Hello Da—” I began in a sexy voice but froze. There was Tom, as expected, big, tall, imposing.

And next to him stood a short, balding, fat man with huge glasses and large eyes that were staring hungrily at me.

Why the hell had he brought Spencer?



David

Work on the last full day of the conference was exciting. Despite not being as in sync as we’d been on the first couple of days, Alice and I got a lot done. Good notes written, good contacts made and good measures taken of our competitors (Gus looked horrible. I wondered if that Beth girl had kept him up all night?).

Alice started out subdued, but she livened up as the day wore on. She was even able to laugh at Gus, when I suggested that Beth might be a succubus who had siphoned his essence.

“Not sure if she’s an actual demon, but I’m sure she drained him,” she giggled and winked.

We ate lunch, keeping the conversation on work, had a walk-and-talk in the small garden before a Q&A with our main-supplier — incidentally one of my dad’s biggest competitors, but I didn’t hold that against them.

“Hey, wanna go get a drink? Or two?” Alice asked, when we were off the clock. Well, we had dinner at seven but aside from that.

“Ah.” The word stuck in my throat. Of course I wanted to go with her! But I shouldn’t, couldn’t. “I think I’m gonna go up and call Jia,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Oh. Yeah, good idea,” she said, though her own smile faltered. “Well, you know where to find me if you change your mind.”

I felt bad for letting her down, but it was better this way. I’d said that before, but I meant it this time.

“I’ll see you at dinner?” I asked, and she nodded.

“And try not to get too drunk!” I called after her as she headed toward the bar.

“No promises, boss,” she laughed back.

I shook my head but couldn’t hold a grin back. She sure was something.



Jia

“What is he doing here?” I hissed at Tom as soon as I’d dragged him out of earshot of the fat tattoo-artist. Tom just grinned widely, admiring my body through the see-through material and lazily grabbed my boob. I swept his hand away, not in the mood for his shenanigans.

“Relax, kitten, we’re just gon’ watch the game together,” he answered and ignored my attempts at keeping his hand off me. I jerked away from him.

The nerve! The sheer, unadulterated audacity! To drag a ‘friend’ to your… well, whatever I was, to watch a game! WITHOUT telling me!

“Tom, I really don’t want him here,” I said, gearing myself up to a fight, “I think it’s—”

“Calm your tits, Jia,” he interrupted me, “it’s not his fault you’re out here showing off the goods.”

“That’s neither here nor there!” I snarled, “I want him—”

Tom, in his infinite patience, simply put his finger in between my lips in that old trick of his. I tried to pull back again, but he simply followed and kept his digit in my mouth.

“Suck it,” he told me.

Fuck. No. Not this again.

“Tlom,” I tried, not at all willing to give up but at the same time, I felt that familiar weakness deep inside me.

“Suck it,” he simply said again.

I shouldn’t. I would lose again if I did that. And the very thought made my inside churn…

Or maybe it was something else churning, as I felt that well-known tingle between my legs.

I was going to lose again. He was going to win, and I couldn’t stop him. He was too powerful, too strong, too… much. His presence was overpowering me. He was a big, muscular man, and I was just a frail and delicate woman. It was more than that though…

I wanted to lose. I needed his dominance, wanted it.

I began sucking his fat finger, not knowing what else to do. While he looked down at me with a gleeful grin, I admitted defeat once again and was rewarded by a rush of excitement.

“Hah, you really got her broken in, huh?” Spencer commented from the side — apparently the little fiend had snuck up on us and discovered us! Well, mostly me, since Tom wasn’t the one humiliating himself here.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see the small, fat man’s yearning eyes sweep my scantly-clad body, devouring it with his gaze.

I flushed with embarrassment from top to toe. This was without a sliver of doubt the most humiliating position I’d ever been in… and yet I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. A moan escaped me as my lips went all the way to the knuckle, swallowing the entire finger, though I kept my eyes on the ground.

“Yeah, she’s a keeper,” Tom agreed.

“I say…”

Oh my. I was a grown, married woman, and they discussed my obedience-training like I was a dumb animal, like a dog! It was beyond humiliating, and it made me groan in arousal while I pleasured Tom’s finger. I let them watch me degrade myself and soaked in their amusement, getting impossibly turned on.

“Well,” Tom finally said, pulling his finger out of my mouth and turning to the small man, leaving me to my burning shame and cursed arousal, “I think the game’s starting.”

“Sure,” Spencer agreed though he didn’t move, rather he kept staring at my barely concealed body, especially my boobs, pressed together and up by my very fancy and very expensive bra.

“Come on,” Tom cheered and slapped the fat guy on his back, “she’s not going anywhere.” They chortled and went into the living-room, and soon after I heard the television turn on.

What was going on? What was going on with ME? I’d completely surrendered AGAIN, and with a strange man watching? Why? And why the HELL did it turn me on so much!

I wanted to scream and curse, but I didn’t want Tom to hear me, didn’t want to cause a scene.

Instead, I wanted… I wanted…

What did I want?

Actually, that was easy. I wanted Spencer to leave and then I wanted to take Tom into the bedroom and punish me for being uppity. Or at the very least give me a good, hard seeing-to. That’s what I needed. Unfortunately, seeing as the weirdo was here to watch the blasted game, that was not what was going to happen anytime soon. As far as I knew, these games took a while.

So what now? Well, first and foremost, I should get out of these clothes and put something normal on — I could really go for some pants right about now.

Although… the idea of being exposed like this… it held a certain appeal. The damage was already done, Spencer had gotten more than a good eyeful. And he’d groped my chest more than once, when he did the tattoo, so there were no great secrets between us.

I realised I was talking myself into staying in my slutty dress. Why? Why would I want to be exposed to the lusty little deviant?

The answer was pretty simple. Because it was hot. It turned me on. Being seen as Daddy’s obedient pet was a hefty aphrodisiac, and I wanted to explore this new, exciting feeling.

So what was the alternative? I stayed like this. I went and watched the game with them and got watched by them in turn.

And then we’d see where the night was taking us. After all, Spencer had to leave at some point, right?



For his 25th birthday, David’s dad had gotten him an atrociously expensive bottle of whiskey. Apparently, to Mr. Martinsen Senior, once you were 25 you were a man, and men drank whiskey.

David hated the stuff and had never opened it, so for years it had been sitting on a shelf, collecting dust. Until today, when Tom decided he and his buddy needed a drink to their game.

I found three glass tumblers and served each of us, feeling like a naughty maid in my state of undress. I almost regretted not wearing the costume, but this would have to do. Spencer in particular had a hard time focusing on the game, as I moved around and poured our drinks. Then I sat down in the easy-chair next to the coffee-table where they could both easily watch me from their seats on the couch.

It was so wrong, yet it felt so exhilarating!

The whiskey was surprisingly good — not at all like the Jack Daniel’s I’d had at bars in my younger days. Sweet and strong with interesting aftertaste.

Spencer was very impressed and yapped about fruits and honey or whatever he thought was in it, where Tom didn’t seem to care overly much.

I had a feeling he refused to be intimidated or even interested in anything he couldn’t afford.

“Yo, Jia-girl, get us beer, huh?” Tom said about half an hour and a couple of glasses of whiskey later, “need something to wash this swirl down with.”

He wanted a beer, so I, the designated maid, had to get them one. That was fine with me, actually. Baseball was incredibly boring, and the naughty thrill of being half-naked was evaporating fast.

Already a little tipsy, I got up, rolling my hips into a smooth walk in my towering heels, putting on a show for the boys.

I knew that at least Spencer’s eyes were no longer on the TV, it gave me a warm feeling. Not that I cared what he thought or ever wanted to touch the creep, but it felt good to show off for Daddy and his friends. It made me all kinds of tingly.

In the kitchen, I was almost at the fridge, when my phone rang.

And of course, it was David. There was something highly improper about answering the phone in a slutty get-up that I didn’t want to wear for him, but here we were. I couldn’t just let it get to voice-mail, could I?

“Hey nae sarang,” I answered softly, I didn’t want the guys to hear me talking to my husband. That would be even more improper. Also, I had a feeling I needed to keep my voice under strict control if I didn’t want David to know I’d been drinking. Not that it was any of his business what I did on my own time.

“Hey honey,” he said, “how are things?”

“Oh, you know…” I’m exposing myself to two perverts and serving them your father’s gift in your living-room. So business as usual?

“Yeah, fair enough. We’re done here for the day, only have a dinner tonight to think of,” he said and continued talking about some meetings he’d been to today.

I tried to care, I really did. But he went on and on, and all I could think about was the two men in the next room and how they’d watched me expose myself for their benefit for the last half hour, while my ignorant husband was sitting in boring meetings. Poor Davy, he really had no idea what was going on.

“… but Alice isn’t sure they can stay within schedule, and I gotta say—”

“Hey, Jia! Is that beer coming or what?” Tom yelled from the living-room, like the impatient bull in a china-shop he was.

David stopped talking, and the blood froze in my veins.

Had he heard him? He had to, right? Why else would he suddenly shut up?

“Jia,” he said slowly, and now his voice had an icy edge, “was that Tom?”

Shit, shit, shit! Not only had he heard, he had also recognised the voice. Would he believe it was the television? Of course Tom had to use my name. Oh damn, oh damn!

I tried to come up with an explanation — or really just anything to say but my mind was fuzzy and slow. He was asking, so he wasn’t sure. Right? Or was he just looking for confirmation? If I straight-up lied now, could I dig myself out of the hole, or would I bury myself deeper?

“Ehm…” I made a sound, stalling for time. There had to be something I could say that could get me out of this.

“Jia! The beer!” came another, louder roar from the living-room.

Fuck…

“Yes,” I finally admitted, and even I was surprised how small and meek my voice sounded.

“And how long has he been there?”

Okay, I didn’t need to tell him that. If I just said that Tom had only just shown up today, and I’d offered a drink, David couldn’t be too mad, could he? Nah… surely not.

Only…

Would that story hold up to scrutiny? What excuses had I made during the week?

My mother. If I got to her first, I might get her to cover for me… if I had a good reason. What reason could I give that she needed to lie to my husband?

And Mrs. Moore, that old bat! She would absolutely delight in telling my husband that she most definitely hadn’t seen me since last week, and she’d be swimming in gossipy curiosity and want to know why he asked? And the the story would be spread across the neighbourhood within the hour.

“He… he came over Monday after work…” I admitted, hanging my head low.

Click. The phone went silent. Wait, he hung up? He hung up on me!

Okay, this was bad. This was really bad… I needed to talk to him, to explain that nothing was wrong, nothing important.

“Aw, come on, David!” I muttered while I quickly called him back, “don’t be like that. Don’t be—”

He rejected the call. He was like that.

Of course he was. This was just like when he would rather sleep on the couch than talk it out with me. How could we fix this if he didn’t want to talk to me?!



David

I felt numb. I stared at the phone in my hand, barely comprehending what I’d just discovered. My stomach was a big pit that pulled everything good and happy into it.

Everything made a whole lot more sense now. How she’d made no effort to keep in touch, she’d been nearly impossible to get in contact with and she’d been uninterested when we had talked. Because something else — someone else — had been on her mind.

She’d been cheating this whole week, and I’d been too stupid to notice. She’d taken me for a fool, and only the idiot Tom’s impatience with his fucking beer — MY fucking beer — had ruined her carefully kept secret.

It started in my guts, grew up through my lungs and finally exited through my mouth — the one word that truly captured my feelings:

“FUUUUUUUUCK!”

My phone lit up again with the word Jia showing on the screen. I quickly rejected the call, not at all willing to talk to her.

How could she do this to me? It had been such a simple deal. No Tom while I was away. No room for interpretation, easy to follow. Or so I’d thought.

And even if that was too much, why not just tell me? We could have figured something out. It’s not like I didn’t want her to see him. It was fucking hot that she wanted to see him! Even now, I realised to my disgust, I was somewhat turned on by her betrayal, by her slutty inability to keep away from him.

But the anger overpowered any flicker of arousal, and when she called again, my shaking hands resolutely turned off the phone and tossed it on the bed.

“You know what,” I muttered into the empty room, “yeah. I do need a drink.”



I did a quick scan of the bar when I entered and easily found Alice — of course I did, how many pretty, fun blondes could this hotel hold, after all? She was sitting at the bar, having a drink, like she’d said she would. Only, she wasn’t alone, she was talking to a handsome, dark-haired fucker in an expensive suit with a cheap grin and a slimy attitude. Well, of course a woman like Alice wouldn’t be alone for more than a hot minute, I scolded myself, even if it was the resident douchebag who’d sniffed her out.

Well, I was not about to ruin her day, like mine had been. I sat down at the bar opposite them… and that’s when I realised that when I’d left my phone in my room, I’d also left my credit card. Goddamn.

“Hey,” I asked the bartender, a tall, slim guy with a goatee and a cheeky grin, “can I get a tab opened?”

“You got a room?”

“Sure, 715.”

“Good enough. What’s your poison?”

Arsenic, I thought but didn’t say it out loud. That would be too dark, even for me.

“Whiskey,” I said, even though I hated the stuff. Perhaps Dad was right. Perhaps it was time to grow up.

“Neat,” I added. Not that I cared, but that was how dear old pops drank it.

“Coming right up,” the barkeep answered, and soon I was making a face after forcing the vile liquid down my throat.

“One more,” I ordered as I sat the glass down.

“You alright, man?” he asked as he filled my glass once again.

My wife lied to me for a week straight, and right now she is home fucking an imbecile with a mammoth-cock. Again, I didn’t say it out loud.

“Not really,” I merely said and emptied the second glass. It tasted vaguely better this time round.

“Women, eh?” he shook his head sympathetically.

“How’d you know?” I wondered.

“Mate,” he said with a sad smile, “when men come in to drown their sorrows, it’s always about women.”

That seemed a little overgeneralising, but he was the expert in the field, so what did I know?

“Fair,” I said, “it’s just the lying that gets to me, you know? Another one, please.”

“Totally,” he nodded and poured me a third glass, “you don’t deserve that. No-one does.”

“Was I really asking too much?” I sighed and eyed the amber liquid.

“Couldn’t say,” the friendly man with the booze shrugged. Someone else clamored for his attention and with a quick “be right back,” he left me alone.

I sighed. With nothing else to do, I took another sip of my drink. It tasted less bad now, for some reason. Maybe I was building a tolerance for it.

Fucking women. No, fucking Jia. And not in the sense that Tom was. In the general, mean-spirited way. Was a little honesty really so much to ask for?

Playing card with Mrs. Moore! And I’d swallowed it hook, line, sinker. Never doubted her, it never even occurred to me.

“I’m too trusty for my own good,” I sighed and had another sip. It was still awfully strong, but I was starting to like the burn.

Maybe I should try the stuff that dad had gotten me.

“David?” I turned my head and my pretty secretary was standing right next to me, looking bewildered, “weren’t you calling Jia?”

“She’s busy,” I countered in a bitter tone.

“What do you mean she’s bu—”

“She’s busy, okay Alice?” I interrupted her and cut my hand through the air with a strong movement. It was meant to be strong at least, but it kinda got away from me at the end.

“O-kay…” she said slowly, taking it all in, “how much have you had?”

“Just a couple,” I shrugged and turned away from her and back to my drink. This was my… fourth? Third? Something like that. I emptied it.

“Who’s your new friend?” I asked, trying for casually but the last word might have come out a tad sour.

“That’s just Harry,” she shrugged like it didn’t matter, “boss… David, are you alright?”

“I’m fine, Alice. Really. Don’t let me keep you,” I forced a smile to my lips, though I felt utterly worthless.

“You know what, I better keep you company,” she declared and hopped up on the stool next to me. She signaled the bartender who gave us both another whiskey.

“What about your new friend Henry?” I wondered.

“Harry,” she corrected automatically, “and I daresay he’ll find someone else to tell about his trust fund.” We exchanged a look and despite the crushing pain in my chest, I chuckled and she giggled.

“So what’s the matter?” she asked as she took a sip of her whiskey.

I looked into her earnest, blue eyes and sighed deeply. Right now, right here, I needed a friend, and she’d proved to be a good one over the last couple of days.

“Turns out,” I sighed and emptied my glass of whiskey down my gullet, “Jia’s not exactly been alone these last couple of days.”

“Oh. Oh…”

“Yeah.”



Jia

Now what? His phone went straight to voice-mail — I’d already left him three — and he didn’t answer texts. What else could I do?

Why wouldn’t he talk to me? How else were we supposed to get this mess cleaned up? Why did he always run away when things didn’t go as planned?

No wonder Tom called him a pip-squeak.

“Hey, where’d that beer go to?” Tom demanded, entering the kitchen. I looked up, and he saw something in my face, because his eye-brows flew up.

“What happened?” he asked.

“Nothing much,” I said as scathingly as I could — come to think about it, this was all his fault, actually. If he’d kept his mouth shut, David wouldn’t have heard anything. Or if he hadn’t shown up at all. Or if he’d left any of the times I’d asked him to.

“My husband just called. Seems he heard you screaming for beer, so now he won’t talk to me.” I threw the facts at him like knives, hoping he’d get cut on them.

“The pipsqueak finally found out?” he huffed, “did the little cuck like it?”

“He did not,” I snarled, “in fact, he got pissed and won’t answer my calls.” He was as infuriating as David. None of them willing to take a little responsibility! Couldn’t he see that he might have ruined my marriage?!

“Sounds about right,” he nodded derisively. I worked my jaw-muscles, my anger quickly rising. With him, with David, with this whole situation!

“I want you gone,” I said furiously, pointing at him with an angry finger, “you and that chubby bastard in there!”

“Woah now, kitten! I’m not the one who runs away when the going gets tough. Forget that nonsense! Now, come now, let’s have another drink instead…”

Ignoring my boiling anger, he put an arm around my shoulders and led me back toward the living-room.

I knew from experience how difficult it was to get him to do anything he didn’t want to, so my protests died quickly. A drink actually sounded good. If David wouldn’t even talk to me, I didn’t need to stay sober, did I? I ignored the wandering eyes of the fat stranger in my living room and allowed myself to be led to the couch.

What now? I could call Alice? And tell her that David didn’t want to talk to me? Hardly, I thought and tossed my glass of whiskey down. It tasted great, but it was so strong.

Nevermind the whiskey. What else could I do? Just wait? He’d be home tomorrow after all.

Wouldn’t he? What if he didn’t come home? With a jolt of naked horror I realised that everything might be ruined. All because of these two yahoos! Trying to battle the tightening knot in my gut, I emptied another glass and the smiling Tom instantly filled it anew.

“What’s the matter with her?” Spencer asked but I just shot him an angry look.

“You’re the matter with me,” I snarled at him, “you and your fine fend… friend here!” The word stumbled in my mouth.

“Her husband’s not a great fan of the fact that we are here,” Tom gestured between the two of them. “And he just found out.”

“Ah…”

“Yeah,” I said, angrily mimicking him, “ah…”




David

“… and it’s like, here I am, not kissing you, you know? I really wanted to — and I mean really wanted to, but did I do it? Noooo!” I paused for dramatic effect and took yet another deep sip of this whiskey — that was actually quite good, once you got used to it — and went on, “but at the same time, she’s at home doing God only knows what with that asshole!” Was I slurring? Hard to tell. I thought I was very articulate at any rate.

“You wanted to kiss me?” she asked and gave me a deep look through her long, dark lashes. She was sitting with a hand under her chin, gazing up at me, a sort of dreamy look on her face.

She was still wearing that grey dress I’d seen her in all day. Professional, sure but the way it clung to her curves could also easily lead the eye astray. Especially the way she was sitting right now, as it gave me an easy view down the front, into the deep valley between her boobs.

“Of course!” I exclaimed and gestured wildly at the entire bar that had become quite full at this point, “everyone does! And I actually had the chance but nooo, I was too stupid, too busy ‘being faithful,’” I made air quotation-marks around those two words, “to take the chance when it was offered.” I shook my head sadly.

“Maybe,” she said quietly, “you’ll get another shot.”

“Hmpf. Not bloody likely!” I exclaimed and looked at my almost-empty glass. How many had I had? Eh, it didn’t matter. The important thing was that I had stopped thinking about Jia and her betrayal. “Chances like that don’t grow on trees, you know.”

“Hmm.” She nodded in agreement. She had a contemplating look to her but I had a strong suspicion that she was drunk, so it was probably hard for her to form coherent thoughts.

“I think maybe we should head upstairs, bossman,” she said slowly and carefully once she was done thinking.

“You do?” Not the deep thoughts I’d been expecting.

“Mhm. I do.”

I blinked at her, my brain trying to catch up with this newest suggestion. Then I slowly nodded my acceptance. She gestured to the bartender and found her credit card.

“Put her drinks on my tab too,” I told him before she had a chance to say anything.

“I can pay for my own drinks,” she objected, though she was already putting her card away.

“Yeah, but when you have to listen to your boss moan about his wife, the least he can do is pay the tab.” She just grinned at me.

We headed out, found the elevator (after she’d confidently marched down the wrong hallway) and got in.

“You know, David,” she said slowly, once the doors had closed behind us, “I have a feeling you’re about to get anoth— another chance.”

“Hmm?” What was she talking about? Another chance for what? I looked at her questioningly, and there was something in her eyes, something I couldn’t define. Something intense.

She didn’t say anything else, just held my eyes with her own. I couldn’t quite figure out what she meant, but something in me was awakening. When we reached our floor and stepped out, I willingly followed her to find out what she meant. She went to her door, and I went to mine.

It wasn’t until I tried to open it that I remembered that my key-card was in my phone, that was in my room, that was behind the locked door.

“Son of a bitch!” I exclaimed. How could I have been so stupid? Now I’d have to go down to the reception and explain it all to them, and I was already quite, quite tired. I hadn’t eaten after all, had just stayed in the bar drinking all evening. Honestly, I had no idea what time it even was.

“What?” Alice asked. She’d already gotten her door opened and was looking at me.

“Forgot my card-key… key-card… whatever… inside,” I explained and pointed at the locked door. Just my luck. The thought of going back downstairs overwhelmed me. I just wanted to rest!

“Oh.” She seemed to consider this for a moment then resolutely grabbed my hand and dragged me into her room. My feet moved before I’d had time to make up my mind. My brain was numb and my body on autopilot, so I took the path of least resistance. She shut the door behind me and led me further into the small room. It was messy with clothes strewn on the floor, on the bed and in her open suitcase in the corner.

She stopped in front of the bed and turned to me, her eyes burning with a sharp intensity that made it impossible to look away. Holding my eyes, she stepped up to me. Suddenly, she was so close, and I had no idea what was going on.

She tilted her head upwards, up against me. Her delicate, red lips completely captured my attention. They were rich, full and slightly parted… and extremely tempting. I got a flashback from last night of this exact same situation, but back then I’d been too cowardly, too stupid, too… loyal to do anything about it.

But a lot can happen in 24 hours. I slowly bent lower and met her lips with my own.

She tasted sweet and her lips were soft and welcoming, and soon I had my arms wrapped around her, making out with my sweet secretary.

“David,” she said as we parted for a brief moment, “I want you.”



Jia

I tried to take another sip but found my glass was empty. When had that happened? Oh well. I reached out to put it on the coffee-table but must have misjudged the distance, because the glass fell from my hand, missed the table completely and landed on the floor. Luckily we had a rug, so it didn’t break. I didn’t think it did, at any rate.

Better pick it up, I figured and slid my hand across the floor, searching for it. Suddenly the world tipped and I tumbled off the couch and down on the floor. Luckily we had a rug, so I didn’t break either. And while I was down here, I found the missing glass! What good fortune.

“Don’t worry, don’t worry, I’ve got it, Jia’s got it,” I mumbled, though it was hard to form some of the words. Especially the S came out wrong. Like Jia’shj or something. It sounded funny, so I said it again.

“Jia’s, Jia’s, Jia’s” and it came out weird everytime. I laughed a little at that, shaking my head at the strange sounds I was making.

That’s when I realised I was sitting on the floor. What was I doing down here? I was sitting on the couch a moment ago, wasn’t I? Slowly and deliberately, I crawled back up into it. The floor was no place for a respectable lady like myself. Really.

Wait, where were my compatriots? Had they just deserted me? I looked around but my eyes had a hard time focusing — though I did notice the open bottle of Bacardi. Wait, weren’t we drinking whiskey? When did we start on the rum? Oh well, it didn’t matter — what did matter was that my glass was empty. I grabbed at the bottle but missed, pushing it away instead of taking a hold on it. Stupid thing. It was too slippery.

“Let me,” a deep voice said, snatched the bottle up and poured another drink before handing my glass to me. I looked up and smiled at that big bastard Tom. He was alright! Although… wasn’t I mad at him. Why was that?

“I think she’s ready,” a voice said. Not Tom’s. Someone else. That fat guy.

“Still not sure I like this,” Tom answered.

“You know, I don’t care what you like,” the fat one retorted. He had a name, I was sure he had a name. And I knew it.

“… the first one. You can’t expect me to keep working for free!” He just kept yapping on. Talk, talk, talk. Boring talk even! I took another sip while trying to figure what he was going on about.

“… and you promised, remember?”

“What did you promise, Tom?” I asked loudly, just to let them know I was still here, “you should keep your promises!” Promises really was a difficult word, but I felt I had managed alright. I rewarded myself another sip of this delightful drink.

“Nothing, kitten,” he answered. Hmpf. Typical Tom. He’d probably forgotten what he’d promised. Was that why I was I mad at him? He’d done… something, I was sure of it.

“Fine,” he said, “let’s do it.”

I forgot about the other two and focused on my drink again and on getting the room to quit spinning. I didn’t quite manage the last one but I succeeded in finishing my drink without spilling. Well, almost without spilling.

“Hey Jia,” a voice came from besides me and I whipped my head around. There was a man there! A naked man, sitting right next to me on my couch! Where had he come from?

“What are you doing?” I asked. Or tried to at any rate, it sounded more like “Whjat doon?” But we didn’t need all the words, we all knew what I meant.

It was Tom’s fat friend. The one with the name.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said and stroked my shoulder. I ignored him, trying to work out his name. It seemed important.

“You’re fat,” I said and laughed, looking at his man-boobs and sagging belly. It was funny, alright. He laughed too, it wasn’t that funny, and his portly belly shook in a repulsive way.

His hand moved from my shoulder up to my neck and held me there, turning my face towards him. I didn’t like that but it was difficult to resist. I tried but he held me tight, so I gave up and let him.

And suddenly we were kissing. How had that happened? I didn’t want to kiss this guy, did I? I was pretty sure I didn’t, so why was I kissing him?

“You’re so fucking hot,” he told me and forced his lips on mine again. I pushed against his chest, but I might as well have been pushing at the wall.

I tried to pull back but he still had his hand on my neck, so there was nowhere to go. His hand was on my chest, pawing at my boobs. Did I want that? I wasn’t entirely sure…

Everything went dark for a second, and when I opened my eyes again, I was on my back still on the couch. How long had I been out? I looked down my body and the fat man was working my panties down my legs, pulling them off. I was still wearing that pretty see-through dress, but now it was bundled up around my waist, giving him easy access.

“No…” I protested and tried to get up but my body was so heavy. I had to get up but… I needed strength. I’d just lay here for a minute, gathering some and then I’d be ready to do… whatever it was that I needed to do.

“Don’t,” I told him but he didn’t pay me any attention. Just slipped my pretty black panties all the way down and off. He smiled at me and held them up to his nose, sniffing them like the pervert he was.

“You smell so good, Jia,” he grinned. I looked down and that’s when I caught the first glimpse of his dick. It was standing out between his fat thighs, thin and glistening with pre-cum.

“Yeah,” he said with a huge, proud smile, “it’s for you.”

I tried to tell him I didn’t want it but I had a hard time getting my mouth to work properly.

“She’s plugged?” he asked over his shoulder.

“Yeah. Working up to take that last cherry,” someone from behind me grunted. Tom. Why didn’t he help me? Why didn’t he stop his friend?

“Stop,” I mumbled, “Tom, stop him…”

But he didn’t. The fat man laid down on top of me and cut off my attempted protests with another kiss — or whatever it is called when a man presses his lips against a woman’s to silence her. I pushed at his floppy chest, trying to get him off but he weighed like a ton.

This was not right. I was sure it wasn’t right. I tried to turn my face away from him, tried to say something but he had a hold of my hair and kept my head in place. He wiggled his enormous body in between my legs, his major belly pressing me deep into the couch.

“You’ll be my first Asian,” he whispered into my face, his breath a mix of whiskey and something old and dead, “can you believe it? Never had a yellow one before!”

I could easily believe that. If a woman ever slept with him willingly, I’d have been surprised.

He reached between our bodies, pressing his dick against me, until he got it where he wanted. I could feel its hardness against my opening, and it sent shivers of contempt through me.

“Uh!” I grunted when he pressed forward and forced himself into me. He wasn’t gentle and I wasn’t ready. It probably should have hurt but my body was too numb.

“Fuck, you feel good!” he grunted and forced himself deeper into me.

“Doesn’t she?” that other voice agreed.

He started pumping away in me. In, out, in, out. It didn’t hurt, not a lot, but the disgust was overwhelming. Why was this ugly, unworthy man inside me?! His repugnant dick was rubbing against the inside of my vagina — where only David had the right to be! I was a married woman, how dared he violate me like this?!

“Get off me!” I tried to scream, but it came out all mumbled, “geofmmm!”

“Uh!” he grunted loudly, “fucking A! Fuck, she’s getting wet!”

“I told you she’s a real slut,” Tom laughed.

“Haha, yeah. She likes it!” the fast slob answered, his detestable laughter echoing in my ears. I didn’t. I didn’t! I hammered my fist against his shoulder but he didn’t even care.

“Fucking yellow whore,” he grunted thrusting harder and harder in to me, forcing himself through the numbness, and moans of pain erupted from my lips.

“She really likes it!” Tom’s voice sounded from somewhere. I tried to scream but instead my vision went dark.



David

Alice’s tender words echoed in my mind, and I damn sure wanted her as well.

To hell with everything else; I kissed her again. She melted into my arms, her lips hot and heavy against my own. It felt so right to hold her in my embrace, and her tongue was only too happy to meet and play with mine. She had a subtle, sweet smell, like a garden of roses, and I was drunk on her scent.

I wrapped my arms tighter around her, mashing her against my chest, trying to tell her without words that I never wanted to let her go. My heart was beating wildly and I felt extremely exhilarated and daring. I’d always been strictly loyal to Jia, but since she’d thrown any ounce of loyalty out the window, why shouldn’t I?

While we were kissing, she turned us around. Honestly, I didn’t much care where I stood, I just wanted to feel her soft lips against mine, so I let her guide me around as she pleased.

My alcohol-fuelled brain had found something it was far more interested in, and my hands wandered southwards, trailing down her waist to her swelling hips and her sweet, sweet ass.

Before I had a chance to really feel that delicious tush, however, she broke the kiss.

“Naughty, naughty,” she breathed with an almost wicked smile. Before I had time to profess my innocence, however, she pushed me — not hard, but hard enough. Trying to maintain my balance, I took a step back, bumped into the bed (how had that gotten behind me?), lost my balance and sat down on the soft mattress. Caught completely off-guard, I looked bewildered up at her… and saw her dissolve in giggles.

“Hey!” I protested but had to stifle a laugh of my own.

“Oh, sorry,” she grinned and sat down on my lap and kissed me again, “that better?”

Well, it was, it certainly was. Especially when I placed my hands back on her ass, feeling its soft curve through her dress.

“Just grabbing a lady’s butt are you?” she asked with a giggle and wriggled it against my hands.

“Well, don’t want you to fall off,” I defended myself and pulled her dress out of the way so I could feel her under my hands. Just those small panties between me and that tasty derriere.

“Oh my, what a gentleman you turned out to be,” she laughed and took my face in her hands and kissed me again.

Still with her lips on mine and my hands on her hind, I let myself fall backwards into the bed with her atop of me. She laughed out loud and kissed me again, and I groped her appreciatively in return.

“You know,” she whispered and bit her lower-lip, “I think you need to get rid of this shirt…” She kissed me again and started working on the buttons. They were small and tight but her nimble fingers got them open one by one.

“Aha,” I commented when she’d gotten about half-way down, “maybe you need to get rid of that dress.”

“You think so, do you?” she giggled and carrying on with the buttons. She worked really fast, considering her nails.

“I really do,” I mumbled and slid my hands up her sides, tentatively touching the side of her boobs. Big and full, just like I knew they’d be.

When she didn’t object, just kept her attention on the last button, I brazenly cupped her large breasts in my hands.

“Found something you like?” she asked teasingly. For a moment I felt like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie-jar, and I quickly looked up at her, where I saw her naughty grin and raised eyebrows.

“Well… yeah!” I agreed and groped her, just to prove my point. Okay, maybe not just that, since her boobs were so amazingly large and soft and squeezable.

She gave me a quick, hard kiss and finally got the last button opened. She pulled my shirt out of my pants and pushed it down my shoulders, so I had to let go of her breathtaking knockers to help her get it off, leaving me in a tight t-shirt.

“Niiice…” she murmured and slid her soft hands across my chest and upper-arms, her nails teasing my skin. It seemed my time at the gym had been well spent, and I couldn’t help but smile proudly.

“This too!” she insisted and tugged at my t-shirt, so of course it went too.

“Oh, yeah…” my sexy blonde secretary sighed as she slid her hands up and down my naked chest.

I’d always been lean but since I started working out a couple of years ago, I’d developed some muscles. It’d been hard work but—

“Auch!” I gasped when her sharp, white teeth sunk into my exposed nipple. What was she doing?! I sat up again, and she rolled off me, her laughter filling the room.

“Why, you little witch!” I exclaimed, but she just laughed harder. Oh, she was gonna laugh was she? I’d give her something to laugh about!

I attacked her, rolling her onto her back and my fingers dug into her ribs, tickling her the best I could.

“Noooo!” she laughed and tried to squirm away, but I held her tight and kept tickling her, “nononono!” She kicked her leg into the bed, trying to escape, but to no awail. Her pearly laughter was uncontrollable, and I couldn’t help but laugh too, and tried to get on top of her, determined to make her pay for her insolence.

Only, she saw an opening and rolled away, slipping out of my grip.

“You’ll pay for th— OOOOOH!” she gasped when she overestimated how wide the bed was and tumbled off it.

“Alice?” I asked nervously but her laughter sounded from the floor, intermixed with a pained groan.

“You okay?” I asked and stuck my head over the edge of the bed. She was on her side, rubbing her elbow, a pained expression on her face but her chest still shaking with mirth. She slowly sat up, shaking her head.

“You’re dangerous in bed, David,” she giggled.

“Well,” I shrugged, feeling bad and amused at the same time, “guess I win.”

She went up on her knees, then carefully stood, smoothing her dress, “oh, you win, do you?”

“Mhm-hm,” I nodded, following her gorgeous forms with my eyes, “so you better lose the dress?”

“Oh, was that the prize?” she asked and put a hand on her hip and raised her eyebrows. If not for the eager look in her eyes, I might have thought I’d gone too far.

“Sure was,” I nodded, “’sides, it’s only fair.” I gestured to my naked chest, and she giggled again.

“Fair point,” she agreed and without further ado reached behind her and — after a brief but intense struggle — got the zipper opened. She swept the grey dress down her arms, pushed it down her waist and finally stepped out of it, leaving her wearing only a white bra, white panties, heels and black pantyhose that reached her belly-button.

God, she looked sexy! She was a little heavier than Jia but she carried it well. The bra pushed her large breasts together to form a deep, deep cleavage — made accessible to my eyes when she bent at the waist to let me get a better look. Her small pouch curved perfectly into her strong hips and sexy thighs, and I wanted to see more of her.

“The pantyhose too,” I said, my pulse beating like mad. Somewhere along the kisses and tickling, I’d sobered up somewhat, and I felt less drunk, more in control of myself. I realised I was still wearing shoes and kicked them off.

“Aren’t you the bossy one!” she complained but mirrored me in losing her shoes and pulled her pantyhose down her smooth legs.

“I AM the boss,” I remarked, as more and more of her sexy skin appeared.

“Ugh, don’t remind me,” she groaned as she peeled the pantyhose completely off with a kind of overplayed frustration. She flung them in the general direction of her suitcase. They missed, but she didn’t notice.

“It’s so cliche,” she lamented as she stepped in close. Her fingers found the front of my pants and she worked the button with clear determination.

I was dry in mouth as I helped her scoot them down and off. No woman but Jia had seen me like this in years. And still I had no regret, no hesitation.

Just my boxers left now, and I was already pitching a tent. She noticed, of course, and smiled wickedly.

“What are you talking about?” I wondered, her words distracting me from the heavenly creature before me.

“Sleeping with your boss,” she sighed and straddled me, pressing her big boobs in my face, “I really should know better.”

“I’m glad you don’t,” I grinned and kissed the top of her boobs.

“Mhm, me too…” she agreed. To prove her words, she unfastened her bra and let it fall.

“Wow!” I breathed as her breasts came into full view. I already knew they were big, and they were so sexy! And opposed to Jia’s these were homegrown. Big and pear-shaped, drooping a little… and with a short metal bar through each of her small, pink nipples. She was pierced?! My innocent little secretary had a naughty side, did she?

“Well?” she asked, the tease clear in her voice and jiggled them, “everything you thought they’d be?”

“So much more!” I said with feeling and wrapped my lips around the closest nipple, sucking it into my mouth. The small bar felt foreign in my mouth, but there was something wicked and sexy in playing with it with my tongue.

“Ahh… yes… I know you’ve been looking. All you had to do was ask…” she sighed.

Shit, she’d caught me ogling her? Admittedly, it had been difficult to keep my eyes to myself today, what with her in that sexy dress. Or the other night, when she’d started changing clothes when I was still in the room. Or yesterday when we’d been sunbathing. Okay, yeah, maybe I had not been the perfect gentleman. At least she wasn’t mad about it.

I switched to the other nipple, carefully closing my teeth around it behind the bar. She took a sharp intake of breath and let her hands glide through my hair, encouraging me. Not that I needed encouragement. I already loved her breasts.

“You’re so sexy,” I told her tits in between licking and kissing her nipples, and she giggled happily. I could worship these puppies forever. So soft, so big, and the audible way she gasped and even moaned when I kissed, licked and bit them was a delight.

Suddenly she pushed my back down in the mattress. “My turn,” she grinned and licked my nipple.

It was a… strange sensation. I couldn’t recall anyone ever doing it to me before. It wasn’t unpleasant but not pleasant either — I really had no way to describe the feeling, but at least she didn’t bite again. She kissed her way down my chest, down my stomach, licking my vaguely defined abs and continuing further south. She scooted off me and hooked her fingers in the waistband of my boxers.

“Ready for the big reveal?” she giggled and without waiting for an answer, she pulled them down. My heart caught in my throat, eagerness and worry battling in me. Memories of Jia’s disinterest and Tom’s giant snake made me nervous, but the thought of this sexy woman exposing me was such a thrill at the same time.

My dick didn’t care about my worries — it was ready, sooo ready. It stood in its full height, waiting for her attention.

“Oh my,” she smiled and studied it. A small, warm hand wrapped itself around my shaft, “oh my, oh my…”

The happy little noises she made were loads better than anything Jia had had to say about it in months, and I smiled relieved up at her.

“All that for me?” she giggled and without waiting for an answer took the head of him in her mouth.

“Oh wow!” I gasped, not at all prepared for the rush of arousal that shot through me. It felt so good! No-one had had my dick in their mouth in years, and I’d forgotten how good it felt.

“Yeah?” she grinned up at me, “you like that?” She gave my dick a long, slow lick like a lollipop.

“Mhm, I do!” I nodded, hoping she’d keep going. And of course she did.

“Oh, Alice…” I groaned as she sucked me again. Her tongue was playing with my sensitive spots, and it felt so good.

“You have a nice dick,” she said and gave it a couple of loving jerks with her dainty little hand, “now watch this.” And then she swallowed my entire cock.

“Oh fuuuuck…” I groaned as her nose pushed against my pelvis. Her throat was incredibly tight, and it tried its very best to milk me.

“Alice… ahhh…” I moaned as she stayed down there, her tongue and throat and the warmth of her mouth quickly driving me wild. Finally she pulled off me and gave me a smoldering look, made so much more erotic by the line of spit between my dick and her mouth.

“Too much for you, bossman?” she asked and bit her lower lip.

“I’m good if you are,” I grinned and she grinned back… and swallowed my dick again, making me groan even louder. She tried a new angle of attack and bobbed her head quickly up and down, adding pressure and soft touches seemingly everywhere.

“Oh God…” I mumbled and ran my hands through her soft hair, caressing her, trying to tell her how good it felt, how much I loved it.

And she kept going like the goddamn energizer-bunny.

Oh fuck it was good. She’d only been down there a few minutes, and I was already getting ready to burst. I had to do something. Baseball… Gus… Tax-regulations…

“You want to cum in my mouth, don’t you? Hmm? Just explode in my mouth?”

Wow, where did that come from? She was seriously dirty!

I never would have guessed, not in my wildest dreams. She’d always been sexy, sure, but there was something innocent about her — I’d assumed she was as vanilla as Jia… as Jia used to be.

But to answer her question, yes, I would very much like to cum in her mouth. I’d never done that to a girl, but it’d always looked fucking hot in videos (especially the ones I’d seen of Jia)… but not now. I wanted to… well, I wanted to do a lot of stuff before that happened.

Summoning all of my willpower, I thought of baseball to derail the growing orgasm. I hadn’t checked the results of tonight’s game. Did the Dodgers win? They’d been doing well so far, but her mouth felt sooo good, and the thought of her swallowing my cum was sooo tempting. No! Baseball! Think about baseball!

She wasn’t aware of my internal struggle, she just swallowed me again, leaving me unable to communicate in anything but aroused growls and groans.

The next time she came up for air and gave me that mischievous look, I bent down and kissed her. I seemed to catch her by surprise, but she eagerly kissed me back, and I helped her up in bed. Rolling around, she ended on her back, just where I wanted her. It was my turn, see? My hard-on still more than ready, I began kissing and licking my way down her sexy body, sucking on her neck (shit, was I gonna leave a hickey? Well, worth it!), biting her nipples, playing with her piercings. I left a long, wet trail down her ribs, past her belly-button, heading ever quicker south.

Her panties were just in the way by now, so we quickly got them off, leaving her naked slit bare for my eyes. She was completely devoid of hair, nothing to shield her delicious pussy from my eager eyes (just like Jia now, thanks to a certain asshole, but I quickly pushed that thought away).

“Wow…” I breathed and planted a kiss on her tempting, pink pussy.

Normally, I’d take my time before going down on a lady. You know, nip at her thighs, lick around her entrance, tease her until she was good and ready. Tonight, however, was not normal in any way. I needed this woman, and I needed her now. I buried my face in her box, my tongue eagerly licking. She tasted divine. She was moist already and my attention quickly got her wet.

“Mhm, David,” she murmured. I found her little pleasure-button and pressed it with my tongue, making her sigh and writhe in desire. Keeping my attention on her clit, I probed her gently with a finger. It met little resistance sliding into her, rubbing her.

“You like that?” I echoed her question from earlier and she gave me a loud: “Uh-huh!”

I found a good rhythm, sliding my finger in and out of her while I kept the pressure on her clit.

“Ooooh…” she massaged her tits and moved to meet my finger, trying to draw it further into her. I added a finger and she panted in desire, clearly liking it.

I couldn’t get enough of her taste. I could dine on this fine pussy all night long.

Gradually, her whining breaths grew louder and louder, her fingers slid into my hair, pressing my face into her, as if I had any intentions of leaving.

“David… Mhm, David!” she gasped, a needy tone to her voice. A needy, greedy tone.

We needed more.

I disentangled myself from her delicious pussy and crawled up her sexy, curvy body until I found her mouth with my own. She didn’t hesitate to kiss me back, getting a taste of herself.

“You taste so good,” I whispered, and she giggled in return. Her blue eyes were shining and she wriggled invitingly, and even I could read that hint. I moved in between her legs, and she spread them further to give me easier access. A little navigation, and I was able to press myself into her.

“Oh…” she sighed, and I could only agree. She felt heavenly. She was tight and her strong but soft pussy welcomed me.

“God, you feel good!” I gasped. I was gentle at first but she was more than ready for me, and soon I was buried to the hilt in her sweetness.

“Mhm!” she sighed, and I happily gave her the business… for about five pumps.

“I wanna be on top,” she said, just as things were getting good — really good. With some difficulty, I stopped what I was doing.

“Really?”

“Yeah, roll over,” she said and gave me a little push. I rolled with it and after some moving around (and some more giggles), she ended in the cowgirl-position. Not bad either, especially with those huge jugs in my face. While thrusting up into her, I reached up and took a nipple in my mouth. The metal bar was fun to play with, and she obviously enjoyed it, moaning loudly. She felt good from this angle too, her tight pussy milking me as she bounced up and down on me.

She put her hands on my arms, her nails scratching me tenderly, and I couldn’t help flexing for her.

She noticed of course and gave me a grin and bent down and kissed my right biceps, even gave it a lick.

“You’re such a pervert,” I grinned and grabbed her face and pulled it to mine to kiss.

“You complaining?” she challenged me with raised eyebrows.

“Not at all!”

“Good,” she ended the discussion by biting my lower lip. It hurt though not much — and in such a naughty way.

I kissed her again, just because I could. Her lips were right there and so soft and so sweet, and I couldn’t get enough of them. Her cheeky little tongue came out to play too, intertwining with my own.

“You like this?” she asked when we broke the kiss, and there was an edge to her voice, “you like it when I ride your big cock?”

“Uh-huh!” I agreed, my mind drawing a blank. I was never good at the dirty-talk if I had to be honest. I liked the way she spoke of my dick though, I really did.

“Yeah? You like it, don’t you?” she breathed, ‘you like having these,’ she jiggled her impressive knockers right before my eyes, “in your face?”

What could I say to that? Of course I did! I answered by biting into her stiff nipple, just behind the piercing.

“Yessss…” she sighed, “you’ve been watching them all week. Everything you imagined?”

I really wished she’d stopped reminding me how I’d been perving on her for the last four days.

“So, so much!” I answered and shifted to the other one, biting that too. My hands grasped her ass, kneading her soft cheeks and using them for leverage as I thrust my dick up into her.

“Oh, it feels so good,” she groaned, “I knew it would. I knew you’d have a big… hard… cock for me!”

God, she was really into dirty talk. And it was hot. So different from Jia… No, stop thinking about… her.

“You gonna make me cum, David? Gonna make your dirty secretary cum?” she asked riding me harder, clearly working herself up too.

“Yeah,” I groaned hoarsely, “Yes, I… I want you to cum…”

God, I was lame! I needed something else… something risque, something… something crude.

“Cum for me, dirty girl,” I ventured, feeling incredibly daring.

“Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” she readily agreed, bouncing harder and wilder than before.

She liked it? It worked? Fuck, it worked! And it felt surprisingly erotic. I ransacked my sluggish brain for more to say.

“You want to cum on my… on my dick, don’t you?” I asked. I had tried to say big dick but it had felt too pretentious, too arrogant — especially after Jia’s stories about an actual big dick.

“GOD yes! Mhm, I’m so close, David!” she gasped, moving faster and harder and pressing her big knockers into my face. Once again my lips closed around her hard nipples, my tongue playing with the metal bar through it, and she groaned loudly.

Sadly, that cut off any more dirty talk for now, so I focused on fucking her, on giving her the best orgasm I could.

I was glad she was getting close though — I didn’t know how long I could last, and I really, really wanted her to cum first.

“Oh, it’s so good. Oh FUCK yes… Oh DAVID!” she gasped. Her moans grew in strength, in volume and soon she was losing the ability to speak. She just moaned and cried and bounced on me, grinding her crotch against mine.

“Oh! OOOH! AAH!” she whined and suddenly held me close, her long nails digging into my skin. It hurt but I was not gonna stop anything right now! Not as she thrashed on my lap in orgasm, crying out her pleasure. I felt like a giant — knowing I’d gotten my sweet and sexy Alice off was an extreme high.

She pulled her tit out of my mouth and smashed her lips against mine instead, silencing herself somewhat.

Finally, she sat back up, a far-away look in her eyes and a smile on her lips.

“That was…” she began but never finished the sentence, just stared out into space.

“Fucking hot?” I suggested, feeling awfully proud of myself.

“Uh-huh,” she agreed and shook her head, seemingly pulling herself together. She fixed me with a naughty stare.

“You know what I need right now?” she asked, and her impish smile told me it probably wasn’t a trip to church.

“What?”

“I need my big, strong lover to take me — hard — from behind,” she said slowly, holding my eyes, “I need you to fuck me like your bitch.”

Oookay… Alice certainly had this whole dirty talk down pat. Or was this just the alcohol talking? I blinked a couple of times then nodded, all eager.

She moved off me, turned around and presented her delicious round booty to me. I couldn’t resist — I bent down and let my lips touch her soft skin on her nearest cheek.

“Ass-kisser,” she giggled.

“Oy!” I removed my lips and gave her a teasing smack instead.

She laughed and wiggled her ass invitingly. I gave her a gentle smack on the other cheek too before I moved into between her spread legs.

“Hoooo…” she gasped when I merciless speared into her, “Oh God!”

I’d already known that she would, but she felt amazing in this position too. Holding on to her luscious butt, I thrusted into her. Goddamn, I loved her tight pussy around my cock!

“Oh! Mhm… harder…” she all but whispered. Really?

I dig my fingers into her waist, using it for leverage and really hammered into her. Hard. Fast. Again and again. She moaned loudly, grabbing onto the headboard to stabilise us and met my thrusts with her own backstrokes, driving me insane.

I’d never had sex like this, wild, hard… merciless. Maybe Tom had given it to Jia like this, but I never had. It was incredible! Alice made little whiny sounds whenever I thrust all the way into her, but it certainly didn’t sound like protests. More like she was enjoying herself as much as I was.

Actually, it was too good. Batting-averages… what’s that new player, Johnson? The one that struck out the other match…

“Fuuuuck…” Alice gasped, “Yesss… fuck me… fuck your bitch…” Her dirty words brought me back to reality, and I clenched my teeth, keeping my orgasm at bay.

I did as she asked, of course, and fucked… my… my bitch. God, that was wrong. But so fucking HOT!

“Oh! Oh! Pull my hair!” she begged, tilting her head back, making it easier to grab her wildly bouncing hair, “pull my hair!”

“What?” Really? She wanted that?

“Just pull my hair, goddamnit!”

How was I to argue with a lady? I reached forward, wrapped my hand around her soft, silvery hair and pulled her head back. She whined and cried, and it had to hurt, right? But she just kept fucking me back like it was exactly what she wanted, what she needed.

She was so wild. Weird, yeah, but so wild and so sexy.

“Ooooh… so good…” she cried. Was she… was she getting close again? God, I hoped so! Because I was.

I forced my mind back to baseball scores, trying to remember the Dodgers’ starter line-up and batting averages, anything but the sexy creature trying her best to milk my dick right now. She was out of this world, but if I could just… could just hold a little longer…

“Lover, it’s sooo good! Oh, GOD… Take me, take me, please take me…” she babbled, her voice a needy whine.

I was getting so close. It was too good… How many games had the Dodgers won this season? Four? I should know this but the way her ass was bouncing against me was so much more important.

“FUCK! David, fuck me, fuck me, fuck your BITCH!” she cried, “more, please, please, please!”

She bucked and squirmed and almost threw me off as she came again, crying her pleasure out. It was a big one and I couldn’t keep a proud smile off my lips. I was in the fucking zone!

Finally, she was all spent, and we slowed down. She looked up at me over her shoulder, a tired but satisfied expression on her lovely face.

“So,” she said slowly, “your turn.”

Fuck yeah, it was my turn. I needed to get off too. I was about to start fucking her again when she caught me off guard.

“Well? Where do you wanna cum?”

What, like I could just choose?

I knew where I wanted to cum, of course. But it was weird to ask for something like that for your first time with a girl. It just was.

On the other hand, she’d been far kinkier than her sweet and funny everyday-persona would suggest. Maybe she’d be on board?

If she wasn’t, however, it’d be embarrassing. Humiliating even.

But you miss 100% of the shots you don’t take.

“Well?”

“Can… can I cum in your mouth?” I asked. I sounded so timid! Why couldn’t I be more assertive, more dominant? Did Tom ask if he could cum in Jia’s mouth? No, he just did! Then again, Alice felt nothing but contempt for Tom so maybe he was not the one I should compare myself to.

“You naughty you,” she grinned and turned around. Without wasting any time, she engulfed my cock with her mouth again.

“I can’t believe you want to cum in my mouth,” she shook her head like I was some pervert and lavishly sucked me. What was going on?

“What a dirty request! And to think I’m such a good girl,” she went on in between sucking me and moaning lovingly whenever she took me inside.

Alice was crazy. Hot and a devil in bed but definitely crazy. Not that I cared, not when she made me feel this good.

“To just use my poor little mouth like you please…” suck, suck, gag, suck, “absolutely appalling!”

“Fuuuck…” I groaned and ran my fingers through her hair, pressing her down on my hard cock. She stopped talking and focused on giving me pleasure, and the delighted sounds she made told me she didn’t mind one bit.

“Alice…” I groaned as it was quickly becoming too much. She was so good at this! The sight of her gorgeous hair bobbing up and down on my crotch, her red lips locked around my cock and her eyes closed in absolute joy was insane, and it wasn’t long before I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Almost…” my voice was hoarse and full of need, and it made her speed up, giving me all she could.

“I’m… I’m…” I tried to speak but it was hard, “I’m…”

And then it hit me. A bomb went off inside me and showered me in pleasure. It was nothing short of an explosion. I groaned loudly as I felt my dick spurt again and again into her warm, wet mouth that happily kept sucking, giving me all I could get.

“Aliiiice…” I placed my hands on her head, holding her in place. Not that she was going anywhere, but it felt like the thing to do. Her tongue kept teasing me, and I could feel my slimy discharge on it as it ran the length of my spent dick.

At long last I pulled out of her and she looked up at me. Then she swallowed and opened her mouth to show it was all gone.

Christ, this girl was sexy. She might belong in porn though, she was that good… and that naughty.

“Wow…” I said, suddenly immensely tired and slowly let myself fall down on the bed. She wasted no time and scooted down to become the little spoon, and I gingerly put my arm around her.

“Thanks,” I whispered into her ear.

“Pleasure was all mine,” she giggled back.

She felt nice. She smelled nice. And I closed my eyes, just for a second, just to rest them a little…



Jia

Something hit my chin. Something wet and sticky, and it made me open my eyes and try to get my hands up to defend myself. Only my arms were trapped and I couldn’t move them. I could see, however, but what I saw didn’t make a lot of sense. Something was moving awfully fast up and down, and then there was another wet sensation as something landed on my lips. And there was a loud groaning noise coming from somewhere above me, like a wounded beast or something.

Suddenly, everything snapped into blurry focus. It was a dick in my face, a dick with a hand rubbing it, a dick in the middle of an orgasm, and more waves were exploding out of it hitting my defenseless face. Once I realised this, I immediately shut my eyes and opened my mouth to yell.

“Get off me!” Well, that’s what I tried to say at least, but it sounded more like ‘geofmm’ or something. My tongue had a hard time forming the words.

The weight keeping my arms pinned to my sides was a man, a great big man with a huge stomach. He was also the one making the noise, though I gathered he wasn’t wounded.

“She’s awake,” someone else commented.

“Ahhh…” the fatty a top of me sighed and I felt him wipe his dick on my face. Like it wasn’t disgusting enough already?

Then the weight on me shifted and was lifted off me, and I slowly opened my eyes. The fat man stood next to me, looking down at me… with a phone in his hand.

“You better no be recording!” I told him but it didn’t come out as articulate as I intended.

“Sure, sure, slut,” he grinned and kept the phone up. Fucker. I turned my face away from him and tried to get up, but everything felt so heavy. My head was nothing but searing pain… and there was another dull, constant ache coming from between my legs that I didn’t want to think about.

How long had I been out? What was going on here? Who was that guy? Where was Tom… no, forget that. Where was David?

“She looks real pretty now, don’t she?” The fat guy laughed, and I heard a deep laugther coming from somewhere else. That must be Tom. What was he doing? Why was he just letting this creep use me like this?

“Turn her around, it’s my turn,” he said in that deep voice of his. Two pair of hands grabbed me and undulated me around, putting me on my stomach. I tried to resist but it didn’t amount to much. Whenever I moved, shocks of pain and nausea went through me.

They tried to get me to stand on all fours, but I managed to thwart them there — they couldn’t get me to stay like that without my help and whenever they let go, I just flopped down on my belly. I wasn’t sure what it was helping but I didn’t want them to just win.

“Fuck it, just hold her like that,” Tom said when he finally gave up. I ended up on my knees but folded in half, my head down in the cushion and my naked butt up in the air. It strained my thighs but there was nothing I could do. I tried to claw my way back up but the fat man easily held me down.

“Shh… just wait a sec now, my beauty,” he said. His lecherous grin sickened me, and I was not his beauty! Just because he’d had his vile thing in me and was still carrying his loathsome release on my face, did NOT in any way make me his anything.

As I was thinking this — and trying to say it — Tom did something back there, something he shouldn’t. I wasn’t entirely sure what but he was messing with my butthole, and no-one should do that! It was my private place, and a very private one at that. To think that—

“There we go,” he muttered as he pulled something out of me. It felt like I was relieving myself, and something slid past my sphincter, making me feel strangely empty all of a sudden. I hadn’t noticed it was there until it was gone, but now it felt… weird.

“Wha’?” I murmured and tried to look behind me, but the angle was wrong.

Smirking gleefully, Tom held something up to my face. What was…? The butt-plug! Of course! He must have pulled it out me. But that meant he was about to—

“No! No!” I struggled against the fat man’s grip, but there was no escape. He was far stronger than me, and I was powerless, weak. My arms were heavy and there was a constant pounding in my head, and he didn’t need to use much more than the weight of his hand to hold me down.

Something wet and cold squirted on my exposed hole, and for a second I wondered what was going on. Then it dawned on me that Tom that asshole was lubing my asshole up for… well, better not to think about what was coming.

“You ready, kitten?” he asked with clear glee in his voice, and I felt something warm and solid against my back-entrance.

I tried to scream and cry and tell the bastard not to call me kitten but all that escaped my lips were soft little whimpers… and drool. Apparently, I hadn’t closed my mouth and a line of saliva was connecting me to the couch. I wiped it on my shoulder, just as I felt that hard, warm something press against my already-loosened sphincter. He was… Tom was taking my last virginity, and that thought sent a shiver of panic through me. I tried a last ditch effort to escape, but nothing happened.

I clearly wasn’t as tight back there as I used to be — apparently the plugs had done their job — because he managed to press himself into me. I had no idea how much, but it felt like an entire baseball-bat. The pain was intense and went through even the fog surrounding my alcohol-brain.

“Hurts!” I gasped, “it hurts!”

“Shh, kitten,” he shushed me, “you’ll get used to it.”

How will I get used to getting my ass raped, you fucking bastard?! I wanted to scream but all that came out was “How…?”

“You know I’ll go slow,” he assured me and gently caressed my shoulder. It felt good, it felt nice. Completely different than the fat guy’s coarse hand on my neck. Even though I hated him, in that moment, I needed his tender touch.

How long did the three of us stay like that? Tom slowly rubbing my shoulder, the other guy keeping me down and me getting my once-tight hole speared? No idea. Time was a slippery concept and I might even have blacked out again.

They spoke to one another, but I had no idea what they said, I wasn’t able to pay attention.

Gradually, however, the intense pain became dull and then weak. And Tom was true to his word about going slow. He really did wait until my sphincter accepted his enormous and invasive presence before he began moving. Slooowly at first. Just a little inside and a little back out. It hurt every now and then but mostly it felt strange. Full. And when he pulled back it felt natural.

At long last a moan came over my lips that wasn’t pained. It wasn’t that it felt good but… well, there was something.

“Told you she’d like it!” Tom bragged triumphantly, and immediately a bolt of shame went through me. I didn’t like it! It… it was just a reaction, a reaction that I couldn’t help. It was incredibly unfair of him to suggest that I enjoyed this, based on a small, innocent moan.

“Yeah, yeah, are you gonna fuck her or what? I don’t have all night, and if you want the tattoo done too…”

What tattoo? I briefly wondered but couldn’t bring myself to care. Caring is a finite resource after all, and I was spending a lot on my poor butt right now and the intense humiliation that my innocent moan was causing me.

“Shut up,” Tom snarled back, “it’s gotta be done right. I’m not gonna rush this, I want this little chink to love it and come begging for more!” Despite his words, he went deeper and faster, and it hurt… it really did. But that little kernel of… of something else was still here. He kept going and going and it hurt less and less… and that other feeling stayed with me.

What was wrong with me? Was I enjoying this? How sick was that! How twisted was I?!

I gave a long, low moan, part pain, part disgraceful arousal and part acute, sickened shame.

“Fuck yeah!” Tom laughed and slapped my ass. It barely even registered with me, I was too intent on the cock that was conquering my ass.

“She’s fucking ready. Get her up on her knees,” he commanded. Together, they hoisted me back up on all fours, the fat man — Spencer! That was his name! Spencer! — pulling me up by the hair while Tom grabbed my waist. I didn’t resist. What was the point? They’d win anyway. I’d lost, and my twisted body was even enjoying that fact, like I was just an easy slut.

On my knees, Tom reached around and his rough hand slid into my other private place, found my clitoris and rubbed it, while he kept moving his cock in and out of me at an increasing rate.

“Ooooh…” It hurt. It hurt, and I desperately wanted to focus on that, but the pleasure was growing and overshadowing the pain.

Only I didn’t want the pleasure! I wanted the pain, I wanted to hate what he was doing!

“You like that, don’t you, kitten?” he whispered in my ear.

“Nooo…” I moaned. He would not win. I couldn’t let him.

“Yeah, you do. You do…” I could hear the laughter, the triumph, the victory in his overly pleased voice. His easy confidence, his arrogant conviction of his ability to break me was truly galling. I hated him! I hated him and his enormous cock and his callous fingers on my most intimate of places. I hated how he always made me enjoy whatever he was doing, even when it was as sick as this.

“Oh…” He forced the moan from me. I tried to stop myself but it came out nonetheless, and I could only close my eyes in shame.

“Oh… Ah!” Why did it feel good? Why couldn’t I stop it? Why did my body betray me?

“Yes…” No! Had I said that!? Hopefully they hadn’t heard me.

“What a fucking slut!” Spencer, the little freak laughed, thoroughly enjoying my defeat, quickly dispelling any notion that my little outburst had been kept secret.

“That’s how I like ’em,” Tom sniggered, “wet and willing.”

“Please…” I gasped, no idea what I was asking for. It… it didn’t feel like I wanted him to stop anymore.

“Don’t worry, kitten. I’ll give you what you need,” Tom grunted and pushed into me harder, faster. The pain arose again but more like an afterthought. What really occupied me was how good it felt, how his fingers were playing me like an instrument and how my ass was no longer complaining but sending waves of arousal through me.

“Fuck, she really likes it!” Spencer crowed impressed. I hadn’t even noticed that he’d let go of me but now I felt his clammy, little hand on my chest, cupping and squeezing my boob. I tried to get him to back off, but I had no idea how. I was so far gone by now that… what did it even matter? It felt good when he pinched my nipple while Tom was sliding his big piece of meat in and out of my ass.

“Of course she likes it,” Tom grunted, “Jia here’s a rare kind of slut. Once I’ve broken her in, she’ll take my cock in every hole and ask for more.”

I couldn’t even object to that — I had no words to counter him with. After all, it appeared he was right.

Though if he thought he was ever going to touch me again after tonight, he was in for a surprise. He was winning this round but as soon as we were gone, he was out of here and never coming back!

He leaned down and kissed me between my shoulder-blades, and I moaned loudly in response… to his tender touch? To his unyielding cock in my ass? To his delightful fingers on my clitoris? Or even Spencer’s revolting fingers on my nipple?

I had no idea. I could no longer tell them apart. Everything was coming together to feel… incredible.

Tom had won again, and his prize was my undiminished pleasure in my submission.

It had begun. Deep inside me, it was growing, gathering strength and speed. Tom’s dominance was the fuel, and it was burning bright and powerful.

He pushed into me again and to my great shame, I met his thrust, pushing my self back against him, fucking him as much as he did me. I needed it. It felt too good.

“What a whore!” Spencer laughed but it didn’t even bother me. In a twisted way, his derision was feeding the growing orgasm too. My need for submission knew no bounds. My humiliation was bared for all to see. They knew and I knew that I was just a slut that needed to be filled. That it was all I was good for.

“Are you a whore, Jia?” Tom asked, his stern voice making no room for deception. I couldn’t lie, and I couldn’t hide the truth.

“Yes!” I gasped, “yes, I’m your whore, Daddy!” My reward was a titillating feeling of defeat, of humble submission… of intense, undilated arousal. Pleasure shot through me, climbing ever higher. I was going to orgasm from having my ass plundered, and all three of us knew it.

“Cum for me, you fucking yellow slut! Hmm! My yellow slut!” Tom commanded and with those ugly, offensive words, the dam broke. My orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave, and I screamed and cried and moaned as intense and undeniable pleasure broke me. I couldn’t remember anything feeling so good ever.

And then the world went black again.



I slipped in and out of consciousness for a while.

I awoke when someone that sounded a lot like Tom roared like an animal. I tried to get up to see if he was okay, but it was too much effort, so I drifted off again.

When I opened my eyes again, the two men were arguing. Something about the little fat one, whose name I’d forgotten again, wanted another turn… I didn’t really catch on what but Tom was not having it. I didn’t care either, and the light was awfully bright, so I closed my eyes for a second.

When next I came to, I was on my back and there was a weird buzzing-sound coming from somewhere and the fat guy was hunched over my crotch. Little freak, what was he doing? I tried to close my legs but someone was holding them open. Oh well, I was still awfully tired.

The last thing that happened was them laughing and celebrating, and through half-closed eyes I saw them leaving the living-room. I wondered what was funny, but honestly, it didn’t seem to matter. I just happily embraced the darkness.



How Far is Too Far? Ch. 14

==========================

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

The alarm was so loud! Its horrible noise pulled me from a cozy dream in Jia’s warm, loving embrace and into the cold reality of day. Like the fact that the woman crawling to the night-table to shut off the alarm was definitely not my wife but rather my secretary.

Yesterday came crashing back to me. The phone-call with Jia (and Tom!), the drinking, the missing key-card and... well, everything that had happened once we went into Alice’s room.

”Oh my God,” I muttered. My mouth felt like someone had sandpapered it but as Alice turned back to me, I forgot about that. She looked as tired as I felt. Her usually voluminous silvery hair hung flat and uninspired down her shoulders, a mess of loose locks and stray tresses. Her make-up was half-way gone and she had bags under her normally lively blue eyes, which looked like they wanted to go back to sleep. She pulled the cover back up around her waist, leaving her large, pierced breasts naked before my eyes. Naturally, as a gentleman, I did my best not to stare. It was a challenge, but I managed... somewhat. A quick peek or two at most. Her eyes sought mine, and she smiled at me.

”Morning,” she said, her voice barely more than a croak. ”Morning,” I said hesitantly back at her. I had no idea what else to say. I’d never had a one-night stand before, especially not with a friend (or friendly employee) before. What was the protocol here?

”Look,” she began, obviously reading my mind as she had become so adept at, “I know what you’re thinking. I understand. I’m not expecting anything, and I’m not gonna use it against you in any way.”

”I... eh, I wasn’t thinking that.” Not in so many words, at least. She just gave me a look, and I nodded and looked away.

”It was fun, okay? We had fun,” she went on, “I’m not here to steal you from your wife.” She paused and then continued, “unless you want to get stolen?” ”Alice,” I began, without having any idea how to end the sentence. I was married to Jia. Right? And that meant something. It had to.

I loved her. Still. Despite yesterday. Despite the lies.

Didn’t I?

”It’s okay, David,” she said, interrupting my thoughts. She still smiled at me, though it seemed less genuine, less happy now... more forced somehow, “I’m not making you choose or anything.”

”I, eh...” I had no idea what to say. I had no idea what to think. I woke up next to a beautiful, sexy woman - by all rights I should be freaking out. I had never cheated on Jia before, had never even considered it, had never been tempted. And now that I had, and Alice was laying next to me, looking all sweet and tired, I felt... fine. Not indifferent but not guilty either. It was hard to put a finger on but it didn’t seem like I’d done anything wrong. Jia was off getting her own, after all. And sleeping with Alice had felt so natural, so right. ”You know,” she said slowly, and suddenly she didn’t look so tired anymore. There was a new energy to her, a naughty smile, a spirited way she held her head, a pep in her hands as they slid in under my cover.

”If I was trying to make you choose,” she went on and slowly, sensually peeled my cover off my, letting the light of day see my naked body - my chest, my stomach and finally my shriveled dick.

”I might do something like this...”

She tossed the cover to the side and crawled to me, her large tits swinging invitingly. Without any further ado or foreplay or anything, she bent down and swallowed my dick, easily fitting all of me inside her mouth.

”Oh shit, Alice,” I groaned, unprepared for the sudden pleasure that shot through me. It was brand new feeling, getting sucked without being hard, but I rapidly grew in her mouth. She began bobbing up and down, her lips forming a tight seal around my hardening shaft. She made sure to dive all the way down, though soon her throat made those sexy little gagging-noises as I grew to my full size. She looked up at me, all trace of tiredness gone from her blazing, blue eyes. She was loving this as much as I was, and that shared connection only made it so much hotter. God, how had I gone years without a woman’s lips around my cock? All thoughts of Jia was driven out of me by this incredible woman. I felt no guilt, no shame, I just enjoyed her pleasurable machinations.

”Fuck, Alice, you’re so sexy! So hot...” I murmured and gently caressed her hair, while her lips split into a pleased smile around my dick.---

Jia

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Slowly, ever so slowly I opened my eyes. There was a noise. An irritatingly loud, irritatingly penetrating noise that refused to stop. I tried to locate it but the searing pain in my head was far more pressing. The sunlight coming from the windows cut my eyes like knives, and I quickly shut them again.

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

For the love of all that was holy, that noise was excruciating - every beep cut into my head like a sword. I opened my eyes again, trying to ignore the sharp pain to determine where I was. It was hard to see, as everything was foggy and out of focus. I wasn’t in my bed though, that was certain. I wasn’t even in my bedroom... or in a bed at all.

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Everything hurt. My head most of all, but also my butt and my lady-parts. My vulva for some reason. My throat was dry as the Sahara and my eyes wanted to stay closed to avoid the burning intensity of the sun.

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

”Fuck off!” I croaked and my voice sounded old and rusty. Slowly I sat up, fighting the urge to vomit and tried to figure out where I was and what was going on. It was a couch. My couch. My nice, white couch. Which meant... that I was in my living-room. BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Okay, living-room. My eyes gradually got used to the merciless light and I saw my coffee-table littered with a empty beer-cans and bottles of booze. Had we had a party? That would explain the splitting headache.

There! On the table was my phone and the painful noises were emanating from it. I grabbed for it, missed, knocked over a couple of cans before I finally got the evasive little thing in hand.

It was my alarm. Of course. What else? It was 7:30 and I was supposed to get up. I finally got it turned off, and a blessed silence filled the room. So delightful.... I looked down at myself. I was wearing a black and completely see-through dress. It was bounced up around my waist though.

Suddenly everything came screaming back to me. Tom. Spencer. The whiskey and the rum, all the liquor.

The little fat man on top of me. Calling me his yellow whore. Kissing me. Forcing himself upon me.

I ran from the room and threw up in the sink in the kitchen. Only some bile came up and I spat it out, my head feeling like it was about to explode. I felt so vile, so defiled. I remembered his little hard-on, slick with pre-cum and his proud expression. I’d let him...

Oh fuck. That was why I hurt down there. I hadn’t been ready for him at all. And then...

I gingerly touched my face, remembering how I’d woken up with his loathsome semen getting fired down upon it. There was little left though, maybe they’d cleaned up after themselves.

I remembered Tom then. That filthy betrayer! He’d gotten me drunk to fuck my ass, the foul Judas. Had I really orgasmed during that or was that a dream? The uncaring asshole, no way he’d spent time cleaning me up.

I must have rubbed all that little bastard’s filthy sperm off on the couch - on my beautiful, white couch. I staggered back into the living room and sure enough, there were several spots on it. Most noticable a large, dark stain where I’d slept. It must have leaked from my... no, I refused to think about that. ”God... why?” I asked. What had I done to deserve this? I’d tried to do good, tried to please everyone but they’d turned their backs on me. David wouldn’t talk to me and the asshole I trusted had abuse me and lent me out to his filthy little friend. Why? Why me?

But He didn’t answer. No-one did.

Slowly, I sat down on the couch again, avoiding the worst stains. Tired, pained and with tears pouring down my cheeks, I’d never felt more alone. Everyone had deserted me.



David

”Oh God, oh God... oh that’s so good, oh God...” I muttered again and again. I was barely aware that I was talking, words just tumbled out of me in complete awe. Alice still had my dick in her mouth, and she was making sure I wouldn’t forget her ever .

Her petite hand was wrapped around my shaft, jerking me off in time with her bobbing head, and she held my gaze with those beautiful sapphire eyes. There was no doubt that this sexy woman loved sucking my dick. She told me that wordlessly, her entire being radiated pure satisfaction, as she moved her lips up and down my shaft. Her tongue played me like an instrument and her slobbering, sexy sounds made me groan in arousal.

”I’m getting close. Oh fuck, Alice, I’m...” It was so good! I wanted to give her a fair warning - a gentleman doesn’t just cum in lady's mouth, however much he wants to. But she didnt’ stop, didn’t hesitate. She just continued, speeding up if anything. Oh God, she wanted it in her mouth again. Oh fuck, oh Jesus, she was amazing! ”Alice... oh God, I love your mouth! Aliiiice... NNGH!”

The eruption was sudden and surprising. My hands still in her hair held her as I emptied my balls into her sucking mouth. Waves and waves spewed forth, and she dutifully stayed still, her throat working overtime as she swallowed my load. I groaned and grunted like an animal, completely engulfed in the pleasure. Everything felt right and just in that long moment as my body shook in pleasure. I relaxed and let go of her, slumping back in the bed, spent and pleased. She stayed on my dick, playing with my sensitive head, making sure I was completely empty before she pulled off me. She swallowed again, sending the last of my boys down her throat and smacked her lips like she’d just had a pleasant meal. Then she giggled and snuggled up to me.

What could I do? She was so cute, so I had to kiss her. Long and hard. I’d read somewhere that women appreciate that after a blowjob, and Alice had certainly earned it. So we kissed and rested and life was good. I didn’t spare even a thought for my unfaithful wife back home, the here and now was far too good to ruin.

Until we realised that we had to get down to breakfast.---

Jia

I took some painkillers and some water. It helped... some. After a while. Once I had the full function of my voice, I called Madison and told her I was sick. Thankfully, she didn’t ask questions, just told me to get some rest. And yes, I needed rest. I desperately needed rest. But I also needed to get my house under control. And myself. I found some clean clothes and staggered into the bedroom, pulling off that stupid dress that I’d put on yesterday, when everything had been bright and good. When I’d wanted to tempt Tom into a fun rump under the sheets. The very thought gave me a sour taste in my mouth, and I made a face at the full-length mirror.

Something caught my eyes. Something out of place. Something I ought to have discovered immediately, if everything else hadn’t been so horrible. There was a layer of film of some sort on the mound above my vagina. And there was something coloured underneath it. Like when I had the lily on my shoulder done. ”No. Nononono,” I whispered in panic and looked closer. Yes. It was a tattoo. A brand new tattoo that the absolute ASSHOLES had done to me when I was passed out!

About ten centimeters tall, it was the smug, superior face of a dark grey cat with a white muzzle.

It was Tom from Tom & Jerry.

He had marked my pussy with a picture of his namesake. He had marked it as his own. He had marked ME as his own. ”Motherfucker...” I breathed as I stared at the arrogant smile, the eye-brows lifted in self-satisfaction, the yellow eyes screaming of victory.

This was too much. It was unfair. I hadn’t agreed to this, I hadn’t consented to this, any of it. He had PERMANENTLY marked me as his, or my pussy at least, which I guessed was the only thing he cared about.

”Motherfucker...” I repeated louder as I studied the painting on my skin. It was well-made and if I had wanted it, I’d have been highly appreciative of the fine workmanship. The proportions were right, the expression was telling - this was the cat that had eaten the canary, so to speak.

The only problem, of course, was that I DIDN’T WANT A FUCKING TATTOO OF A CAT ON MY PUSSY!

”MOTHERFUCKER!” I screamed and grabbed the nearest thing I could get my hand on - a brush - and hurled it through the room, “MOTHERFUCKER! MOTHERFUCKER! FUCK YOU, TOM!” Something else, a toothbrush hit the wall, then a lipstick that I had left out on the sink yesterday when I was dolling myself up for that ungrateful asshole.

”Fuck you. Fuck you...”

I kept repeating that and throwing things until I ran out of ammunition. I breathed. Hard. Deep. Calmed myself, at least somewhat. Then I took the shower I’d come for.



David

It was easy to get a extra key-card for my room, even without ID. Since Alice vouched for me, and I gave the receptionist my most trust-worthy (if a bit hungover) smile, I soon got into my own room. I pointedly ignored my phone, took a shower and put on some fresh clothes.

The shower did me good, and I felt like a bright new man. And the fact that I’d just cum in a beautiful woman’s mouth made me feel like quite the man. I was in a surprisingly good mood, especially considering the mess that awaited me at home. Rightfully, I should be choking on guilt at my unfaithfulness, not whistling a merry tune. But eating breakfast with my vivacious and gorgeous Alice made it impossible to feel gloomy. She was even more animated than usual and cheerfully explained the difference between American and European pancakes, while she stuffed her mouth with the kind the hotel served.

Admittedly, it was difficult to pay attention, as I kept remembering her stuffing her mouth with something else not that long ago, and it was a very erotic image indeed. We didn’t have much work today. Merely a sort of shared conclusion in the auditorium and a quick questionnaire about the stay.

”You think they actually use these for anything,” I mumbled to Alice as I tried to decide whether I thought the work-shops had been ‘good’ or ‘very good’. ”I hope not,” she answered with a wink and folded her paper, “I just put very good in everything.”

”You cheat!” I laughed... and did the same. What did it matter after all? We went back to our rooms, and for a moment outside them, there was an awkward silence. We had an hour till check-out. Now what? Should we meet up, or-”I’ll pack my stuff and join you in a minute, okay?” she asked as she unlocked her door and disappeared into her room without waiting for a reply. ”Eh, sure,” I said to the closing door. Apparently it had only been awkward for me? True to her word, she knocked on my door shortly afterwards, and I let her in, just after closing my suitcase.

”All done?” she asked, as she entered my room. She looked good, wholesome, pretty and happy. Not at all like someone who had spent all night getting drunk on whiskey. She was wearing the same grey dress she’d worn on the trip down here - apparently that was her travel-dress? I felt less guilty about looking at her cleavage now that I’d seen her without clothes, so I took a good, long look at her, taking in her sexiness while I had the chance.

”Yeah, just about. You?”

”Yeah, yeah,” she nodded absentmindedly, “look, David... boss, there’s something we need to talk about.” She seemed remarkably serious for my cheery secretary, so I stopped staring at her breasts and gave her my full attention. ”What’s up?”

”It’s just... well, with last night, you know, suddenly we’re not just... ehh... ‘professional friends,’” she made air quotes around the words, “but when we get back home...” her voice trailed off.

”We’ll need to be,” I finished for her, “yeah. Yeah, of course.” I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but of course she was right. Not only would HR have a field day if they found out I slept with my secretary, Alice would get a reputation, a reputation one as dedicated and professional as she didn’t deserve.

”Don’t worry,” I said solemnly, “everything will go back to normal.” I gave her a determined nod to demonstrate my sincerity.

”Good,” she said and held my gaze for a second. Then her lips split in that most sexy Alice-smile.

”But that’s when we get home! For now, we still have,” she checked her watch, “53 minutes until check-out.” Without waiting for my brain to catch up, she hiked up her dress and jumped on the bed, spreading her sexy legs to reveal her naked, bald slit. That brazen minx wasn’t wearing panties! I gawked at her spread legs - or rather, where her legs met - trying desperately to catch up with the events unfolding before me.

”And by my calculations, you owe me one,” she finished and wiggled her lower body invitingly.

”Oh, we’re keeping scores, are we?” I said in a mock-shocked tone and knelt down before her.

”Maybe,” she said in an small, innocent voice, “at least when I’m behind.” I couldn’t keep a smile back. She was really something.

I was tempted to go straight for the honeypot, as I had last night, but with 53 minutes... we had some time to spare. She’d gone out of her way to make it good for me earlier, I’d do the same for her.

So instead, I started with her thigh, kissing its soft skin, feeling the muscles underneath. I kissed and licked my way down, taking my time, making her breathe harder, making her want it for real.

But Alice - whose patience was nearly limitless when it came to handling shipment-delays or busted deadlines at the office - quickly grew restless. She reached down and pushed my head towards her beautiful little kitty.

”Get to it,” she half demanded, half begged.

I grinned to myself and gave her a quick lick across her sexy slit, seemingly giving in to her demand. But then I went back to teasing her, licking her outer labia, staying clear of her most sensitive spots.

”Daviiid...” she whined, her hands on my head, trying to steer me right. ”What is it, my pretty?” I wondered innocently and gave her another, long teasing lick. She sat up on her elbows and caught my eyes as I looked up at her from between her spread legs, my mouth still on her privates.

”Just freaking lick me!” she demanded. My tongue obediently shot out and flicked her clit.

”Yes! Like that!” she hissed and lay back down again.

I gave her clit another quick brush with my tongue, but then moved back out to her outer, less sensitive area, teasing her with my tongue and lips. ”Uuugh!” she growled, clearly frustrated, “just you wait! The next blowjob you get will be torture!”

The next? She thought there was gonna be another blowjob? Was there? Thinking about the unknown future sobered me quickly, and I stopped teasing her. Instead, I gave in and focused on her clit, and soon she was moaning and writhing in pleasure.



Jia

The shower did me good. I felt cleaner and calmer, even if I couldn’t quite get the dirty feeling of having Spencer a top of me off. The very thought of it was nauseating and made and shiver with disgust. I did my best to scrub his touch off of me, inside and out but I couldn’t quite manage. I was still... unclean. I carefully avoided my new tattoo, trying my best to ignore it and its implications -just pretending it wasn’t there was the best course of action. I was still dead tired, but having showered and putting on fresh clothes - not to mention some actual underwear (oversized cotton panties disturbed the tattoo the least) - made me feel more like a human being and less like a zombie... though I still walked slowly and carefully.

Time to give the betrayer a piece of my mind. I found my phone and called Tom to call down my fury on him. He didn’t pick up. Coward, of course he didn’t. [You and that asshole raped me. It was rape! I tried to stop you, and you did it anyway! FUCK YOU TOM!] I texted him. Fucking asshole. I stood with my phone in hand for a minute waiting for his reply, but he never even read my text. I sent him some more scathing texts but he didn’t see them either. Was he at work? It was possible. I had no idea how much he’d drunk last night or how late he’d left. Since David wasn’t at work, there’d be less control at the office. He could probably show up hungover and get away with it.

Oh my Lord, David! What was he going to say. He was probably still angry with me for that whole Tom-debacle from yesterday, and now I had that fucking tattoo to explain. How would he react? My stomach turned into a pit as I imagined his angry face, but what could I do? We’d had to work it out. I couldn’t comprehend anything else.

Maybe he’d even like it? Like that whole marked by my lover-thing? Although... he’d been less enthusiastic about the whole affair lately.

Well, he couldn’t come home to a messy house at least. With a deep sigh and slow, controlled movements, I began on the arduous task of taking the covers off the couch cushions.



David

Alice’s delightful little scream as she came on my tongue was definitely the highlight of my day. Hmm... unless I counted coming in her mouth, and her then swallowing all of it. That had also been awesome.

Okay, oral-sex with Alice was the highlight of my day. After we’d finished, I cleaned up and Alice found a pair of panties in her suitcase and put them on. A part of me had been wondering (hoping?) if she was going commando on the way home, but no. After that, the day went downhill. We checked out of the hotel and started the journey home, and neither of us much enjoyed that. Sure, Alice was still fun and good company, but all the way from the hotel to the airport, on the flight home and on the drive back to my house there was this... foreboding fear of the unknown future.

What was going to happen now? We’d had such a great time together, and looking back, the sex really seemed like the natural conclusion to the week we’d shared. But now we were back home, and as she’d said, we were boss and secretary again, and that felt sad.

Also, I had to go back to Jia, and I had no idea what was waiting for me. My heart was aching and I was so hurt from her betrayal... and now I had betrayed her too. It was all such a mess that whenever I thought about it, I got angry and sad, which is a very uncomfortable and confusing mix of emotions.

Alice had asked me if I was sure I wanted to go home when we’d loaded our stuff in her car. And yes, I was sure. I needed to talk to Jia and find out what was going on. So she drove me there. She got a long, tight hug where I tried to tell her how much she and this whole trip had meant to me. I grabbed my suitcase and my bag and steeled myself for what was to come.

It was so unfair! This should have been a joyous return, a time to reconnect with my wife and tell her how much she meant to me. Instead, a seething anger was burning in my stomach and a twisting fear in my heart.

”Good luck in there,” Alice said with serious eyes. She knew some of what was going down - I’d told her that Jia wasn’t alone last night, but I hadn’t told her with whom she wasn’t alone, or what we’d been doing for the last couple of months. She didn’t need to know that.

”Thanks,” I answered, honestly. Whatever else she was to me, she was a good friend. ”Call me if you need me, ‘kay?” she said and I promised. I waited till she was gone, took a deep breath and walked up to my door, suitcase in tow and bag over my shoulder.

Suddenly a shocking thought hit me - what if Tom was still here? What if they were doing it right now?

Well, I’d turn around and leave. That’s what I would do. I WOULD NOT stay and watch, that would be sick and disturbing! Too much even for me. At my front door, I had to fight back a desire to knock - I was not a stranger in my own home - and opened it. No-one was there. No Jia, no Tom (thank God). I put my bag and suitcase in a corner and went inside. I almost called out but didn’t. I wasn’t really sure why but it felt... wrong.

I went into the kitchen, and that’s when I finally saw her. Jia. The love of my life. The knife in my back. She leaned against the counter, a guarded expression on her face, her eyes watchful. She was so beautiful! Her long, jet-black hair hung free down her shoulders and she was wearing a dark blouse with a wide, deep neckline, giving hints of her cleavage and showing off most of her tattoo. A dark, loose skirt complimented it and showed a confident woman who didn’t need to dress up to show off her beauty. Her golden skin looked a little pale and her dark eyes a little red but other than that she was beautiful. ”Hey,” I said quietly, testingly. I had no idea what to do, what to say. Would it help if I screamed and shouted? I just felt tired and cold, despite the lovely weather. ”David,” she answered, and her lips formed something like a smile. David. Not nae sarang, not honey, not nothing. Just my name. Why was she mad at me?

”Where’s Tom?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant. I failed miserably though. ”Not here,” she answered, ice in her voice.

”Not here anymore,” I corrected. Anger started to gather in me, and it felt good. How dare she stand there and be all pissed at me! I was not the one cheating... at least not to her knowledge. She was the one who’d lied. She was the one who’d broken our arrangement. She was the one who should be fucking sorry! ”Not here anymore,” she agreed, her face giving me nothing. Everything was boarded up.

”Too bad I called and interrupted your fun, huh?” I said spitefully, and she looked away.

”Or did I interrupt the fun?” I asked, her reaction a little puzzling, “when did he leave?”

”Sometime last night,” she shrugged, apparently not caring. ”But not right after I’d called?” I asked. I noticed her fingers playing with a seam in her skirt. Was she nervous? I hoped she was. That would make two of us. ”No,” she admitted with a deep breath, “not right after.” ”Makes sense,” I nodded, pouring all my sarcasm ito my words, “after all, you’d already been discovered. Why ruin a good party? Not when there was a chance to get fucked, huh Jia?”

”It wasn’t like that,” she muttered, still with that guarded expression. She gave me nothing, it was like trying to read the emotions of a rock. Except for that hand that kept trying to pull out the seam.

”You saying he didn’t get one last fuck out of you before he left?” My heart was beating like crazy. Her silence and her holier-than-thou attitude pissed me off, and I threw in the mean words just to see if I could put a little crack in her armour. Her mouth curled in disgust and for a second there was something in her eyes, something I couldn’t read before she regained control of herself. ”I couldn’t get a hold of you,” she pointed out.

”Oh. Oh, of course. You’d lied to me for a week, you’d gone behind my back, you’d done the one thing I asked you not to... and I turned off my phone. Basically the same thing,” I nodded, hoping she could hear how ridiculous she sounded. ”I didn’t mean-” she began but I wan’t finished.

”Yeah, I can see how you had no choice but to spread your legs for the fatty again,” I interrupted her. Her mask slipped for an instant, and I saw real pain in her face. Good. She’d earned it, I thought with fierce and wrathful pride. ”David,” she began with a deep breath, steeling herself, “I couldn’t-” ”No, I turned my phone off. I didn’t want to talk to you. I found someone else, who I did want to talk to though.” The last part came out with more vitriol than intended. I hadn’t meant to rub it in her face, honestly, she was just... her cold attitude after getting caught red-handed goaded me something fierce. ”What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked and took an angry step towards me, her coolness dissipating in an instant. Her eyes were staring at me intensely, trying to catch my meaning, and I saw something raw in them.

”It means, if you’re not loyal, why should I be?” I said, and it was my turn to be calm, and hers to be upset. I crossed my arms across my chest defensively. ”You fucked some floozy at the hotel!?” she shrieked, apparently not hearing the hypocrisy in her own words.

”You fucked some doofus in my house? My bed?” I parried the question right back at her, and again my words went right in. Her mouth was twisted in pain and anger and her eyes were shining.

”You wanted me to! You asked me to, remember? But I never agreed to another woman! It was that whore Alice, wasn’t it? Wasn’t it?” she snarled back at me with such venom that I took a step back from her.

”You think I’d sleep with my secretary?” I answered without answering, “there were loads of willing women around. And I didn’t-”

”So some random slut,” she spat, “how proud you must be!” A little rich coming for her, wasn’t it?

”Well, you were busy being a slut back here!” I pointed out, and again I saw how I scored a point by the pain in her eyes. She closed them for a second. ”Don’t talk about me like that!” she told me loudly, “and stop yelling!” ”I’m not yelling!” I answered even louder.

She made a face at me but kept quiet, breathing hard. My own pulse was hammering in my ears, and I realised that this was not helping anything. ”I’m not yelling,” I said again calmer, “but you gotta see how all this made me feel. Hearing Tom... realising you’d been lying to me.”

She shrugged but looked a bit mollified.

”So please,” I said, forcing myself to be calm, “explain. The lies. The cheating.” I was trying to make peace here. Surely, she could understand that. ”Maybe you should explain your cheating first,” she bit back, severing my olive branch with a snarl. Well, fuck her then.

”Okay. Okay, I will,” I sneered back, “I found out my beloved wife is a lying slut who fucks my dumbest employee behind my back. So I said screw it and found myself a pretty girl who was lonely too. And you know what? It was good. Good. She even sucked my dick. God, I’ve missed that!”

She gaped at me for a moment then fired back: “You wanted that, you fucking prick!” ”Oh yeah,” I said sarcastically, “thanks honey. Thank you for saving me from all the blowjobs.”

”You wanted me to save that for Tom, you fucking weasel cuck!” she screeched at me, apparently forgetting her own instructions about not yelling. It had been crazy hot that she’d denied me that but done it for Tom. That was not something I could admit during a fight though, so I just huffed, crossed my arms over my chest again and rolled my eyes.

”You asked for my reason. There it is,” I said, avoiding taking her bait. It was a little rich that she called me a cuck while taking objection to being called a slut. ”Well, Tom came over Monday night and I needed a real cock,” she gloated at me. ”Uh-huh,” I said, acting indifferent, hiding my pain at her words, “and the lying? How is Mrs. Moore?” There’d been a time when she’d enjoyed my dick. And Alice certainly had, so her mean comment hurt less than she probably hoped. ”I knew you were gonna be all prissy about it,” she sighed, “I figured a little white lie was-”

”Prissy? Prissy! Yeah. Yeah, the fact that you’re so addicted to that yahoo’s dick that you’d rather lie and cheat than send him home, yeah, that does make me a little prissy!” I exclaimed, raising my voice again. ”I’m not addicted to anything, you sanctimonious... urgh!” She just grunted instead of calling me whatever word she wanted to use. Probably a fancy librarian-word for prick.

”I’m not addicted,” I repeated in a false falsetto, imitating her, “I just need Tom’s big cock everyday...”

”Fuck you,” she snarled, giving up on fancy insults.

”At least Tom knows how to please a lady,” she added, just for good measure. ”Oh yeah. I was talking about Alice about him,” I said, “apparently he sexual assaulted her at the last Christmas-party. He really has a way with the ladies.” ”Oh, come on! I bet that hussy was asking for it!” she spat. ”Hashtag metoo, I assume,” I said with raised eye-brows. She widened her eyes angrily and her mouth was just a thin line but she had no response. ”Okay, fine,” she admitted with a sigh, “he’s not the perfect gentleman. But that’s not what I need him for either.”

”I guess,” I shrugged, not sure where to go from here.



Jia

This was going all wrong. I had said all the wrong things, and somehow I’d ended up defending the asshole that had assaulted me last night. Worse, I was actively driving my husband away. I needed my David, I needed him! And the thought that he might find someone else was terrifying. The thought that he might leave me was was like a rotting hand around my dreams, choking them.

I was trying, really trying to quench the rage that had been burning in me since I awoke this morning. It wasn’t easy though.

David should be on my side, and I should be on his. That’s all that mattered. But he shouldn’t have slept with someone else! I was still sure it was Alice, she was always drooling over him, and I’d seen how she was clinging to him before she drove off. Typical man-stealing behaviour.

Anger was bubbling in me again, but with David being the only viable target within reach, I had to force it down. It wold do us both well to bury the hatchet. It wasn’t really him I was angry with anyway.

”You really think it was okay for you to sleep with Tom and lie about it?” he asked, and I could see how his jaw-muscles were working. He was doing his best to keep his voice steady and not explode.

Of course I didn’t think it was okay! I had wanted to send him packing from day one but I just couldn’t. He was too strong, and I was too weak. ”You really think it was okay to sleep with a random slut at the conference?” I asked instead of admitting my weakness. He couldn’t know that, that was private. David only knew me as a strong, independent woman, and that’s how it was going to stay. He looked pained at that. Yes, that’s right - you shouldn’t have cheated on me. And you shouldn’t have begged me to sleep with Tom if you couldn’t handle it. ”Maybe I don’t,” he admitted, “but I’d never have done that, if you hadn’t lied to me.” ”I was going to tell you when you got home,” I threw back at him. Wasn’t I? I probably was. Yes, definitely. I’d have told him about it. ”It would have been a... a... a kinky surprise,” I shrugged. Actually, that was a really good line. Why hadn’t I thought of that before?

”What?”

”Yes, you know,” I explained, warming to this new line of defense, “tease you. Have fun with you. Isn’t that what you’re into?”

”You mean you planned this?” he asked, eyes narrowed suspiciously. Not in the slightest.

”Not planned,” I admitted, “but when the opportunity presented itself...” I gave him a half-smile and forced my hand off my nose-stud when I realised I was playing with it. This was definitely my best way out. I forced my anger down and presented an innocent facade.

”So you have videos, pictures - stuff?” he asked. I could tell he was trying to hold on to his childish anger and immature resentment, but there was an intrigued note in his voice despite himself. The way he tilted his head, the gleam in his eyes - David was not uninterested in this new angle.

If only I’d thought this far ahead four days ago. I’d have so much... material for him. ”Eh... no. We, eh... I was going to, but we got... you know,” I gestured helplessly with my hands, “carried away...”

”I see.” The words held both suspicion and regret, but at the same time his weird fantasies were drawing him in. He wanted to believe me, and he wanted very much to know what had happened.

”I... well, honestly, I wasn’t planning on seeing Tom at all while you were away. But when he showed up at the door Monday, I...” I bit my lip, letting some of the truth out, “it was difficult to say no.” I forced myself not to rage at him and instead continued this version of events.

He didn’t say anything, just stared at me, but he was breathing faster now. He was thawing. I was winning. I had to stay cool, stay calm.

”And I knew you’d like it. I was going to record it all, but somehow I kept forgetting. Tom made me forget...” I put a lot of emphasis on that last sentence, and it was easy to see what it did to my poor husband.

”I bet,” he said and like that, he was on board. He’d bought it, hook, line and sinker. He even had a silly little smile on his lips

Not that I was lying. I was merely... embellishing the truth. And that’s okay. ”So you understand why I’m so agitated that you slept with someone else, don’t you?” I needled him. He had to see how in the wrong he was. He narrowed his eyes at that and his frown was back.

”That’s... hardly-”

”I was... just trying to live up to your fantasies the best I could,” I weaved on, “and imagine my dismay now? When you bedded some...” I almost said whore, but decided against it, that would only ruffle his feathers all over again, and I was doing so well at unruffling them, “... other woman.”

”It’s not that easy, Jia. I never lied to you, and I very specifically asked you not to-” ”I know,” I interrupted him, “but what’s done is done. We both have reasons to be upset, but we need to put that behind us.” No matter how much it hurt that he’d been with another woman -Alice, that little bitch- the thought of him leaving, of me driving him away filled me with dread. It was all so confusing! Fear and anger were intermingled within me, but I couldn’t be anything but his collected wife. I couldn’t show him anything else.

”You wanna just call it even? After you lied to me for four days straight? AND slept with Tom?” he asked incredulously. He really thought he was the wounded part in this? It wasn’t like two guys had gotten him drunk and forced themselves on him, now was it? He wasn’t the one who had been permanently marked, was he? And to top it all, the love of his life hadn’t taken some skank to her hotel-room, had she? He’d known about Tom all along, and just because he’d made an arbitrary line about when and when not, it didn’t come close to the betrayal he’d committed. And still I was the one who had to make peace? The world was never fair. ”What’s the alternative? You want to stay angry?” I asked and crossed my arms across my chest, right under my boobs, pushing them up for his benefit. It made me feel sick to even think about sex again, but I needed him on my good side, and this was the way to do it. It always had been.

Ignoring the phantom hand of Spencer groping me, I forced a smile on my lips: “Or do you want to know what happened?”

His attention slid down to my chest, caressing my boobs with his eyes, just as I had predicted. David was so easy in that regard - that’s probably what the little floozy had done too, just flashed him some cleavage and he’d lost all willpower. He swallowed hard.

”No, I... I don’t want to stay angry,” he mumbled, his eyes going from mine to my chest and back again.

”Didn’t think so.” I couldn’t keep a smirk at bay. He was so easy. Some cleavage and the promise of me telling him what went down over the week, and he was as good as eating out of my palm. Like most men, David was a simple creature - he couldn’t be angry and horny at the same time. And by the looks of it, he was quickly shifting to horny. Relief flooded me - at least we didn’t have to keep fighting. He’d accepted the reality, even if it took some convincing... and a carefully crafted version of reality. The one, small hiccup in my plan, however, was the tattoo. He didn’t know about that, and from the way he’d been acting, I wasn’t certain he’d like it. No, scratch that. I was sure he wouldn’t.

But it was a fairly prominent mark, not something I could hide from him. I’d have to get him onboard with it, no matter how much I detested the silly image myself. If he liked it, I’d be in the clear. My little misrepresentations throughout the week would be forgotten, my adventures with Tom would be celebrated and everything would be back to normal - whatever normal was now. No matter how little I wanted to praise the blatant betrayal that Tom had made Spencer etch onto my skin, I needed David to accept it as a part of our... game. If he didn’t, I’d be back in a sticky mess. To get him to embrace it, I’d need to tap into his ever-horny fantasies, his desire to see me with Tom and to deny him sexual attention in favour of the other man. What was this, after all, but another step in that direction? Albeit a rather large, a rather irreversibly step but still.

I needed to set the mood.

As a result of last night, the thought of a man’s hands on me made my skin crawl, but nevertheless I forced an inviting smile on my lips and took a slow step towards him. I’m in control, I’m in control, I’m in control. It was David. He was safe. He’d never hurt me.

I reached out and drew him into my embrace, and he allowed it without resistance. ”I don’t want to be angry either,” I lied through my teeth. Anger was right under the surface, but I couldn’t let it out, not now. Anger with him for sleeping with someone else, anger at Spencer for forcing himself on me, anger with Tom for all he’d done. I kept my voice disciplined, and he had no idea what was really going through my mind. Instead, we hugged and despite me not wanting to be touched, being pressed against David’s chest was precisely what I needed. He smelled of safety and home, and I breathed deep. I’d needed that smell and that safety for the last four days. Tom might be exciting and the orgasms were indescribable, but he wasn’t safe. David was my haven, my port in any storm, and I’d been adrift without him. I almost broke, as I hugged him, almost dissolved into tears and hysteria. It’d be so easy to surrender to the deep despair and sadness and anger that revolved in me like a whirlpool of madness. To tell him about last night, tell him how I wasn’t in control of anything, how Tom had trampled my resistances, my objections and my boundaries more or less since day one.

But I didn’t. I held it together. David mustn’t see me as some weak, snivelling girl. Never.

Instead, I turned my head upwards and found his lips with my own. He was not at all unwilling and kissed me back - a little hesitantly at first but then with greater and greater vigor.

”I missed you,” he admitted between kisses.

”I missed you too,” I answered honestly, but then added: “except when I was... otherwise occupied...” I needed to get on with this. ”Christ, Jia,” he gasped and kissed me again, harder, “you don’t waste any time, do you?”

I shrugged as I answered, ”why don’t we... head into the bedroom and I’ll tell you a bit about my week?” The thought of his hands on me sent a wave of panic through me, but I forced it down. I had to do this, I had to do this. Besides, David wasn’t Spencer and he definitely wasn’t Tom. He wouldn’t... do... anything to me if I didn’t want it.

”Yeah... yeah!” he agreed, his brown eyes alight. Still with his arm around me, he guided us through the living-room towards the bedroom, but stopped when he saw the mangled couch. The covers for the cushions were still hanging out to dry in our small garden, and the cushions were spread on the floor where I’d left them.

”What happened here-?”

”Nothing,” I interrupted him quickly, “just some cleaning.” Naturally, I was never going to tell him how I’d rubbed obese Spencer’s filthy sperm off my face on the couch. Or how traitorous Tom’s filth had run out my ruined butt and pooled under me, leaving the most disgusting stain. No-one would ever know that. I swallowed the bile that was rising in my throat and continued through the living-room with my beloved, clueless husband... who was sprouting a serious stiffy. At least someone was enjoying this.

We sat down on the bed and kissed again.

”So what happened?” he asked impatiently, looking as eager as a kid in a candy-store. ”I’ll tell you what happened,” I said slowly and unbuttoned his skirt. Since he’d just come from Florida’s heat, he wasn’t wearing anything underneath, just his naked, sexy chest and stomach. It was so different from Spencer and Tom that even my anxious nerves calmed somewhat. This was known territory, and I kissed his pecs, his abs, even his nipples.

”Well?” he asked, apparently more keen on hearing my story than for some nice foreplay.

”Well...”



David

My heart was hammering in my ears. All my anger with her had vanished, and I was so hard. It was so messed up! She’d lied and cheated, and I was all hot and bothered for the details! It was a sickness. Really, that was it.

But I didn’t want the cure.

We got my shorts down and my boxers too, and my erection was pointing straight out in the air.

”Oh my,” she breathed, “someone’s eager. Ready to hear about my week?” ”Yeah,” I admitted, my voice filled with shame and arousal. ”All week,” her voice was so husky and hot, “I’ve been positively banged by that huge COCK all week.”

”Oh God,” I muttered. It was still so naughty to hear sweet, innocent Jia use these words.

”All kinds of positions. Hard, slow, loving, he’s done it all to me,” she went on and grabbed my dick, squeezing it. Her dark eyes were alight with passion, and she smiled wickedly as she told me how she’d cheated on me. ”Oh God,” I gasped again. Why did I love hearing about this? Why? ”Yes... He’s used my pussy so much, it’s his now. Tom’s!” she declared. Oh fuck, that was hot! I’d read about such things on the internet, of course, where a hotwife would ‘give’ her pussy to her lover. Only words, perhaps, but damn the idea was setting my groin on fire.

”Re-really?” I stammered, excitement, anxiety and shame all straining my voice, and my dick was leaking pre-cum like a goddamn faucet.

”Yeeesss...” she said, her hand working faster and faster on my dick, making me groan, “how does that feel... cuck.”

Oh fuck, it was so hot when she said it like that! Christ, her hand felt too good. I was not ready for this, I had been ready for fighting and heartache, screaming and crying, but not for this overwhelming arousal, these intense images in my mind. ”It... it feels... Fuck, Jia...” I lost the ability to speak.

”In fact...” she grabbed my hand and put it on my dick, making me jerk myself, “in fact...”

She stood, and while I was still beating my meat, raised her skirt up around her waist. What was going on? Underneath, she was wearing a pair of old, white granny-panties, a pair I honestly didn’t even know she owned. They were very loose on her fit body, and she easily shimmied out of them.

”In fact, Tom made it official.”

And then I saw it. The tattoo. Covered with a layer of film, but still easily visible. The cat from Tom & Jerry?

Tom the cat. Tom her lover. Tom on her pussy. Tom had had this done. Tom had marked my wife’s pussy. She had given it to him. She had let him mark her. Her pussy, my wife’s pussy was now his?

My head swam, and I was getting sensory overload. I was still jerking my hard dick, but I had no idea how I felt.

It was outrageous, of course. It was demeaning, it was humiliating, it was a huge decision that she’d made without even consulting me and I should be incensed. But at the same time, looking at her tight little box with that smug cat on it... that cat that told me my wife’s pussy now belonged to another man. It was the most erotic vision I’d ever seen. Jia’s pussy - the source of my pleasure, the place where my children would one day emerge from, was now telling me and everyone else that...

That I was her cuck. That I was second-best.

”Fuck!” I gasped, staring and staring and trying to come to terms with all my conflicting and super-charged feelings. My conscious mind hated that cat. The cuck-side of me loved it. And that part of me was taking charge, realising that an orgasm was quickly growing in me.

”It’s Tom’s now,” she said, her voice low and hoarse and so fucking sexy, “you see? Tom’s pussy.” She stood in front of me, her panties around her ankles and showed me her glorious, naked, hairless and inappropriately tattooed beaver. Her hands were circled around it, showing it off in a twisted way.

Her dark, spirited eyes studied me, read me like an open book, and she had a mysterious, knowing smile on her lips.

”Honey, what...? Fuck!” I was jerking my cock like a jack-rabbit, my hand a blur on it. Why was this so fucking hot!? God, I was... I was...

I could barely even recognise my sweet, caring wife or her once innocent voice, when she spoke to me: ”Yes... yes, it’s Tom’s now. Not yours... cuck!” ”I... FUCK! NHGGG!” My entire world exploded in a white-hot blur of ecstasy, and waves of my hot mess spewed out into the room, hitting me and the floor... and even Jia’s foot. She curled her lips in distaste as my sticky boys hit her, but she didn’t say anything.

I sat for a moment, relaxing, enjoying the afterglow... then I fell back into the bed, leaving my spent dick alone and hid my face in my hands. God, what had I done? How pathetic could I be? I had just masturbated to my own defeat. Again. I heard Jia move and felt the bed shift as she crawled up next to me. ”Shh... it’s okay, nae sarang,” she said softly, all trace of her husky voice gone. Instead, she was sweet and caring and gently stroked my hair as I wallowed in my shame.

”I... I don’t understand...” I tried to get a hold of my feelings, but they were all so messed up.

I didn’t find the tattoo hot anymore, not in the slightest. But how could I be upset with her after what I’d just done? That would be the height of hypocrisy. She’d done it for me, hadn’t she? Because she knew I’d like it, and she’d been right! God, I was a mess, and she knew that better than anyone.

Gradually, her calming presence made me relax, though I still couldn’t show my face. ”There’s nothing to understand, nae sarang. You like giving me to Tom. That’s just how you are, who you are.” I couldn’t see her face, of course, but her voice was soothing, though her words didn’t help my bruised ego at all. If anything, it made me feel worse.

I nodded quietly, not knowing what else to do. I wasn’t sure that I agreed with her interpretation of events, but how could I argue with her? My cum was still staining the carpet for crying out loud!

I’d come home pissed that she’d been with Tom, but instead of unleashing that righteous fury upon her, I’d... well, yeah... unleashed something else out onto the floor.

What the hell was the matter with me?---

Jia

I utterly failed to keep my triumphant smile in check. Not that it mattered - David was still hiding from the world and couldn’t see me from behind his hands. I’d taken all his sanctimonious anger and turned it upon him himself, and it hadn’t even been difficult. The hardest part had honestly been keeping my own temper in check. I kept slowly stroking my dear husband’s hair, cooing softly to him like a mamma-bird to her young. He was in quite a tumultuous state right now and needed my reassurance, and of course he’d get it.

I still couldn’t quite understand how easily this had gone. He’d accepted me having Tom over, and he’d even accepted the tattoo with only the meagrest of explanations. Not that either of those had been my fault, but it was no surprise that I had to shoulder the blame - especially since I couldn’t tell him what had happened. He would never know that I couldn’t stop Tom, that he had... overwhelmed me. That wouldn’t do at all.

I didn’t mind that he was dominant. Rather, I liked that. What I didn’t like, and what David could never, ever know was that he was so dominant that he left me helpless to resist him. It wasn’t willing submission, it was plain weakness, and I wasn’t weak. Since I couldn’t quite explain this, even to myself, it was better to keep it a secret. Which meant that as far as David would be allowed to know, I had been the instigator behind both Tom’s visits and the tattoo. Despite the sour taste in my mouth I didn’t have any other option, since the truth was... unacceptable. All that didn’t matter right now though. All that mattered was that my husband was mine once again. I’d taken all the anger that he’d obviously been feeding since the... accidental reveal last night and had channelled it into his kink. In the end, he’d had no choice but to surrender to his perversions, and now he was left spent and in need of affirmation - in short, he was like putty in my hands.

”It’s okay, nae sarang,” I murmured quietly in his ear, “I still love you. I’ll always love you. It doesn’t change anything. You prefer that Tom takes care of my sexual needs, and that’s fine...”

He muttered a feeble objection at that, but he was too powerless to find any real resistance to my words. I myself was of two minds though. On one hand, I never wanted to see that asshole again. Never. Ever. What he’d done was so far past the line, I ought to call the police on him. He deserved nothing less than the full fury of the judicial system.

On the other... seeing my husband so humbled by his own actions was making me feel... strange. He was so weak. I’d never thought of him like that before, but now I saw that it was the truth. He was practically crying in my arms because he’d giving in to his own desires. His desires. He’d done what he wanted and now he was mewling because he felt ashamed of it.

You’d never find Tom whining because he gave in to his lust. He’d take me like he damn well pleased and afterwards he’d feel damn good about himself. He’d gone waaay too far last night, and while I resented him for it, there was also a tiny shiver of... respect. He’d seen what he wanted and he’d taken it, consequences be damned. I was his prize, and he’d conquered me, claimed my last and final virginity as his right. I might have given my cherry to David, but Tom had seized that too and marked it with his seal.

And yes, that was a dirty, chauvinistic way of looking at it - a positively medieval way of thinking, one that feminism fortunately had done away with. And yet... there was something primal about it, a feminine desire for the stronger male. An ancient yearning to be ruled.

As I lay with my husband in my arms, relaxing for the first time in a long time, I allowed myself to explore my feelings surrounding last night. Dry in the mouth, I realised that I didn’t altogether hold it against Tom. Well, I did and I didn’t. It was complicated!

Objectively, I hated him, didn’t want anything to do with him, except maybe to see him punished... and another, more primitive part of me actually revelled in being marked and used by him. A part centered around base instincts and eager submission, the part that had fetched him beers and called him Daddy and served him whenever he wanted. That part, the kitten-part of me, didn’t mind the ass-fucking or even the tattoo. She was strangely quiet about Spencer though, and that really did feel like a betrayal. That Tom - after making me call him Daddy - hadn’t protected me against that low bastard. That he debased me in such a way. Was he just passing me off to his friends? That was certainly not something-”Wait... does that mean Tom knows?” David interrupted my thoughts and finally took his hands off his eyes and twisted around to look at me, “did you tell him?” ”What?” I said, caught off-guard, ”oh. Yes. I mean no. Yes, he knows, no I didn’t tell him. He... he said he’d figured it out - that you’d acted differently at the office and that it was too suspicious that I was always available on Saturdays,” I explained. ”Oh.” He turned around again, hiding his face again. Not in his hands this time, but still. Afraid to face the truth.

We lay like that for a while, him digesting this piece of news, me wondering if he was going to be mad at me again. It was hardly my fault that he couldn’t keep a straight face at work.

”So he knows,” he said finally in a small voice, still keeping his face turned away. ”He does,” I agreed, keeping my tone neutral and free of judgement, “how does that feel?”

”I’m not sure...” he said. It was hard to guess what he was thinking, but I figured he’d either be delighted and ashamed at the same time, or he would freak out. A freaked out David was not what I needed right now, so I would have to nudge him in the right direction.

”Nae sarang, talk to me, please,” I asked.

”It’s just... I don’t know! It was never part of the plan that he figured it out! What will he think of me - oh fuck, what will I say to him on Monday! I can’t face him!” he cried. I narrowly avoided rolling my eyes at his pitiful moaning. ”Just act normal,” I suggested, “he’s known for a while, and he’s held his piece, hasn’t he?” Evidently Tom had a better poker-face than my husband. ”But what if-” he went on.

”David, relax. Nothing’s going to happen. Okay? So he knows! He’s known for a while and nothing’s happened, right?” I told him unwaveringly. ”But what if-” he tried again.

”Nothing’s going to happen!” I cut him off before he got started, more forcefully than intended, “he doesn’t want to get fired and he doesn’t want to upset the thing he has with me, right?”

He stopped panicking.

”I... guess,” he admitted in a subdued voice, and I could feel him relax. I smiled victoriously and resumed stroking his hair, calming him as much as I could. His tense muscles eased up under my attention, and he let out a long sigh. ”What... what does it mean?” David asked suddenly, a strain back in his voice. ”What does what mean, nae sarang?” I asked. What did it mean that Tom knew? ”The... the tattoo? What does it mean that... that Tom has... well, you know, has marked your pussy...?” he wanted to know and twisted around to look at me again. Why did he ask? It could mean whatever we wanted it to mean. What did he want it to mean?

”What do you think it means?” I asked with a small, mocking smile. I held back a sigh of relief. Really, he was taking this much better than I had feared.---

David What did I think it meant? A hundred thoughts rushed though my head, each more catastrophic and exciting than the last. I’d read about these things on forums and in stories, though only the most extreme couples went there. Stories where the bull -the lover - took charge of the sex between the wife and husband... between the hotwife and the cuck. Sometimes the cuck was completely cut off from sex, and the wife relied exclusively on her bull (or bulls, though Jia would never go for more than one lover that was certain) for sexual relief. Or maybe the cuck had to ask the bull for permission or something like that.

But it required a very dominant man to pull off something like that, and a very submissive couple. Were we submissive? Was I? I’d never thought of myself as a sub but...

My heart was beating like crazy at these thoughts, and I had to remind myself to breathe easy, so as to not hyperventilate. That mark on Jia’s pussy was humiliating, was devastating, was potentially very damaging for our relationship, but it was fucking hot!

”It means... it means that Tom ow-owns your,” I paused and swallowed nervously, “your pussy.”

”Uh-huh,” she smirked at me, “what else?” Was she enjoying my humiliation? Was that why she’d gotten the tattoo? To taunt me? Or couldn’t she resist him? I cast a quick look between her legs, but her skirt was in the way. We both knew it was there though. The tattoo. His tattoo. His mark. How had this all happened so quickly? A couple of months ago, Tom had just been my incompetent employee that Jia had never even met - and now his mark was on her goddamn vulva! And half an hour ago I was yelling at her for going behind my back and now I was acknowledging that a stranger owned her pussy! Was I the crazy one here? Or was it all just insane?

What else? What did she mean what else? How would I know what else it meant?! She was the one with the tattoo, Tom was the one that had given it to her - shouldn’t they be the ones to tell me what else? In the stories and forumposts I’d read it had had wildly different meanings - though it was always the married couple’s symbol of submission to the bull. But how?

”I don’t... know,” I admitted, “I guess it... it means that... that Tom...” I stopped, embarrassed, weak... and awkwardly exhilarated. I couldn’t explain it, but there was something so wicked, so indecent about all of this, and as humiliating as it was, it was also extremely erotic.

”Yes?”

”That... we, that you...” it was so difficult to formulate the words, to say them outright, “that you acknowledge that... that he’s... that Tom’s the one...” the words were forming a traffic-jam in my mouth, and I had to struggle to squeeze the right ones out, “that Tom’s the one you... want to please your... pussy.”

That admission made me feel both nauseated and more excited than I could remember. If I hadn’t emptied my balls into my hand a few minutes ago, I’d be hard as steel right now. As it was, I felt both small and free. Surrendering to Tom, making him the alpha was a new brand experience, something so far out of my comfort-zone that it was maddening... and unequivocally thrilling.

”Interesting,” my sexy wife whispered in my ear.

“What...” I swallowed nervously before continuing, “what does it mean to you?” Did it mean what I thought it meant? Did it mean nothing? Did it mean everything? It had to mean something, right?

”That,” she said slowly and carefully, “is something you will find out.” What? What kind of non-answer was that? Find out? When!? How!? That answer left me with even more doubts and uncertainties, and to say that I was frustrated with it would be an understatement. I was about to explode in a thousand questions but with a heroic effort, I quieted down. It wouldn’t do to come off as too needy. I’d bide my time and learn the new rules as they came.

In the mean-time, I had a lot of new things to learn about myself and my wife. How far was I willing to take this? Jia sleeping with other men had always been a sexual thrill but now that Tom knew about it, so many new feelings were popping up. Did I like that he knew? Did I like that new tattoo and whatever it might represent? Would I... would I like to be dominated by him? To cede control? I had no idea. My pride refused, of course, and my cautious side told me there could be consequences I couldn’t see yet.

But there was something in my stomach that found it all exhilarating. ”Jia, you can’t just... what do you mean, I’ll find out?” I blurted out when I couldn’t hold my tongue any longer.

”It means it’s not an easy question is it?” she answered, again without answering. It seemed, however, it was the best I was going to get.

How long did we rest like that, me in her arms? Hard to say, but eventually, we got up. She cooked us a quick meal, and we ate together for the first time since Sunday, keeping to safe topics. I told her about the conference, keeping Alice’s involvement to a minimum, and she told me about the library.

It was nice and relaxed, even though there still was an underlying, unresolved tension between us. It was clear that we were both carefully avoiding certain subjects. I barely even mentioned Alice, and her days seemingly always ended when she got off work.

With these caveats in mind, however, it was still a pleasant evening. After dinner, we helped each other with the couch and relaxed in it with a boring Korean movie, but I was in no mood to object. We needed to reconnect, and a restful evening with each other was a good start.



Jia

I was on pins and needles the entire evening. Was David really okay with all that had happened? It seemed so, but I was still waiting for the other shoe to drop, for him to be angry again, for him to somehow discover the whole Spencer-thing and freak out about that too. He would probably blame me for that as well. Sure, he could take strange women into his bed and have the whores suck him off but I wasn’t allowed, even though I had been too drunk to protest. What did he expect me to do, fight off a man the size of an elephant seal?! Be realistic!

These thoughts made me tense, and I was so focused on defending myself that I hardly paid attention to the movie I’d put on. Even when I realised I was getting angry and defensive with him for something he hadn’t done yet, I couldn’t relax. Even if David didn’t know about Spencer (and hopefully never would), there were so many unanswered questions still. Tom - what did he want now? What DID he mean by the tattoo? Was it a joke? Was it a claim, like he was some blasted golddigger in the olden days, and I was a stretch of land he was planning to dig out? Not that it mattered what he wanted - we were through. That asshole was never coming near me again! But it was still an unanswered question, and one that bugged me. What kind of man would tattoo his cartoon-namesake on his... love-interest’s privates? And for what gain? There had to be a reason, hadn’t there? It wasn’t just something-

”I’m beat. Travelling really takes it out of me,” David suddenly said, and when I refocused on the situation in my living-room, I noticed that the credits were running down the TV.

”Oh. Eh... sure,” I mumbled, doing my best to hide my confusion. How long had we been sitting here?

”Wanna head to bed?” he asked. It wasn’t that late but it was a sound idea nonetheless. This had been a long, tumultuous day, and the sooner it ended the better.

”Sure, yes,” I nodded. While David went to the bathroom, I took my phone and noticed Tom had answered my many, angry texts from this morning. I quickly opened it.

[Did the pipsqueak notice] it just said. No apology, no acknowledgement of my plight or my messages, just a plain question.

”Bastard,” I muttered and left him on read. That’s what he deserved. Instead of caring more for that villain, I joined my husband in the bathroom and made ready for bed.

While brushing my teeth, I studied myself critically in the mirror. I was looking better. My eyes were almost back to normal, my skin was regaining its usual golden colouring and the general sick aura I’d had all day was lifting. Well, aside from a zit that was growing in my right eye-brow, but I stopped my brushing to pop it. ”You’re looking good,” David said and wrapped his hands around me from behind. For a split second, all my muscles tensed and strained, my fight or flight-reaction kicking in. It wasn’t until my conscious mind accepted that David was no threat that I relaxed, and even leaned back into him, loving his chest against my back. My husband could hug me whenever he wanted.

”In fact,” he said intensely and gently kissed my neck, “you’re looking very good.” Ah. It wasn’t just a hug. He wanted... that. My boy was randy. I didn’t know how to react. Should I shake him off? Should I encourage him? What did I want? Did I want sex - David-sex?

He took my lack of action for encouragement and kissed his way down my neck to my shoulder, while his hands slid upwards, cupping my chest. No, I didn’t want sex. I was tired, I was hurt and my body was still not fully recovered from last night - not to mention that I had a new tattoo I needed to take care of. Even if I didn’t want a damned Tom-tattoo on my vulva, I wanted a smeared and scarred Tom-tattoo even less. I might be persuaded to do the deed, if only to heal some of the wounds our relationship had suffered today, but I didn’t really want to. While he was groping and kissing me, something came to me. His voice from earlier today: ‘It was good. Good. She even sucked my dick! God, I’ve missed that!’ I spat the toothpaste into the sink and found his eyes in the mirror. ”I think you owe me an apology,” I said darkly.

”What?”

”You asked me to have an affair with Tom. I never agreed to you sleeping with someone else, and it really hurt that you did,” I stated honestly. He bit his lip and looked down. He wasn’t pleased by that. ”I thought we were in this together, but the first time we experience a problem, you find another woman,” I went on, “that’s how you end a marriage, David.” Wide-eyed, he quickly looked up, and I stared him down, his hands leaving my body. Now that my own trespasses had been forgiven, he didn’t have a leg to stand on, and we both knew it. Maybe he thought that we had swept everything under the rug, but I was not so easily placated.

”Honey, please understand-” he tried but I was having none of his explanations. ”No, I do not understand. You wanted me to sleep with Tom. I wanted you to stay faithful. We never discussed anything else, and I assumed it went without saying.” He squirmed and swallowed under my piercing gaze but said nothing.

”Was I wrong?” I asked pointedly.

”No,” he mumbled.

”And yet you found yourself some random harlot! I never minded that you left for that conference, because I knew it was a great opportunity for you, and I knew I could trust you,” I went on, “imagine how stupid I feel now that I realise that you couldn’t be trusted.”

”That’s... that’s hardly fair,” he objected weakly.

”What’s not fair is you being unfaithful!” I said, my words like a whip across his face. ”But... I heard Tom and...”

”Immediately invited another woman into your bed!” I finished for him, rapidly tiring of his excuses, “instead of talking to me, you ran away, and I couldn’t reach you -because you were with another woman! How do you think that feels?” Some might think this cruel and that he had legitimate reasons, but I couldn’t look past the fact that he’d cheated on me. Had it been Alice? I wasn’t sure but it was likely. I’d have to keep an eye on that particular strumpet. ”I... I’m sorry,” he choked and looked down.

”I understand that the circumstances were... extreme,” I said, my voice tight, “but this was the only strike you get. Understand?” I held his eyes with my own, and he nodded slowly.

”Good,” I said, and he left me to finish brushing my teeth in peace. After our little chat, he didn’t seem to be in the mood for fooling around, so we kissed each other goodnight and went to sleep.

Only sleep wouldn’t come to me. I tossed and turned for hours, long after David had started snoring. Images and thoughts from the last 24 hours kept haunting me. Spencer’s hands on me, David’s hurtful words, Tom’s complete indifference to my troubles. Finally, I picked up the phone and scrolled Instagram and reddit, while carefully avoiding my messages. Not that I had any new ones - lovebombing was not one of Tom’s faults. Well, there was one from mother but I ignored it. I couldn’t deal with her too, on top of the other messes.

But the message from Tom kept taunting me. The lack of emotion, the cold indifference to me... only a simple question about David’s reaction. I was doing my best to avoid it, but in the end, the flame was too tempting for this moth. [He’s seen it. He’s okay with it.] I sent. There. Now I didn’t need to communicate anymore with him. I should put the phone down and get some rest - maybe it was the unanswered text that had kept me awake? The subconscious is a mysterious place after all, and it was very likely that-

BZZZ! A new text arrived, interrupting my thoughts. Unable to stop myself, I clicked it open.

[Course he is the lil cuck]. I rolled my eyes at his predictable answer. [I’M not happy about it though! What gives you the right to tattoo me?!] I sent back, infuriated with him.

[Dont b like that babe its a symbol of our relatonship]. Symbol of our relationship? Please! It was a symbol of his hubris if anything!

[You marked me without asking me! How is that a symbol of anything!?] [Its a symbol of ur my girl] he answered. What did that even mean? Though I knew very well what it meant. Slaveowners had marked their property like that for millennia. The only problem was that I was not a slave! And despite the small, secret rush I just experienced when I read his text, he had no right to do this to me. [Whatever. We’re done. I never want to see you again!] There. I’d said it. Now he’d know the consequences of his actions.

[It turned out good didnt it]

What? He just ignored me ending our... relationship or whatever it was? Why didn’t he care? Didn’t he believe me?

Or maybe he was in denial.

[Im tellin you spencers the best in the city]

Putting aside his childish ignoring my message, I couldn’t argue with that - the quality of the work was excellent. Spencer, despite being a creep was remarkably skilled in his chosen profession.

[At least you didn’t force me to wear an ugly tattoo. Even if it is a silly motive.] I grudgingly sent back.

[Haha its not silly its ur buddy Tom!]. I shook my head but couldn’t keep a small smile at bay. Among all the many words to describe him and our relationship, buddy might be the last I’d choose.

[You’re not my buddy!] I shot back at him.

[What am i then?] came the immediate reply. Out of nowhere, my heart sped up, beating fast and powerful as I pondered the question. What was he? My ex? My former lover? David had mentioned something about a hotwife’s lover being called a bull - so former that?

My Daddy came a thought, as strange as it was unwelcome. I waved it away before it could take root. It was absurd after all. Especially as we were through. The truth was, I had no idea what he was. Ex was probably the right word. I didn’t want to see him again, after all. Or did I? Why was I chatting with him if I didn’t want to see him? To try to get an apology? Might as well try to get one from a stone. [You owe me an apology.] I texted nonetheless, choosing not to answer that confusing question.

[Show it to me] he texted, which wasn’t an apology by any stretch of imagination. [No! Didn’t you read what I sent? We’re done, and you owe me an apology!] I replied, feeling odd. He wanted to see it - he wanted to see my pussy. That was an exciting, forbidden thought, but of course I was not going to send him a picture. We were through after all. And you don’t send naked pictures to people you’re through with.

[I didnt see it clear for all the blood and color last nite does it look better] he wrote. I sighed. I wasn’t getting an apology, was I?

[It looks better, yes. I still have that second skin on though.] [Good you need to take care of it send me a pic now]. I shook my head exasperated. He could hound and be as insisting as he pleased, he wasn’t getting his way. I was done with his malarkey.

[I’m not sending you a picture of my vagina!] I texted and felt myself blush. To think I had to spell it out for him like that.

[Its a pussy]. This again? Him trying to get me to speak on his low level? I rolled my eyes, but then again, if I wanted him to comprehend my meaning, I might need to talk in a language he could understand.

[Fine! I’m not sending you a picture of my pussy!!!] There. Maybe he got the message this time around. Three exclamation points ought to get it through even his denseness.

The next text wasn’t words. Instead it was an image of a huge, hard cock. Not a penis, this was definitely a cock, and one I knew intimately. I could easily recognise it from its perfect size and the veins and ridges on the long shaft. The big, purple head made my mouth water, as I thought of the last time I had it in my mouth. It’d only been a day, but I missed it, missed the sheer size, missed how it grew strong and powerful in my mouth, missed the knowledge that I brought it pleasure. A certain other part of me missed it too and made it known by a rush of desire, and I wondered if my ugly, wonderfully loose, white panties might be getting wet. A new text arrived, saying: [Was thinking about fucking ur tattood pussy and this happened].

”Oh my...” I whispered. I could almost feel the heat coming off that majestic rod. I wanted it so badly.

But I coulnd’t have it. He’d betrayed me and handed me to that fat bastard. He’d marked me with his unwelcome drawing and he’d taken my ass without even asking. Every one of those trespasses was enough for me to say goodbye to Tom forever, and combined they made him the biggest bastard in my life. So I should not be drooling over his cock while my husband slept beside me. If I had to drool, I could do it over my husband’s penis.

In fact, I shouldn’t answer his juvenile messages. I should ignore him. [Right, because you never got hard for me before I got that damnable tattoo...] I replied sarcastically, ignoring my own advice.

[Haha true u r HOT] he sent. Well, I couldn’t take offense with that, that was just the truth.

[Now send that pussypic].

I ignored him. In fact, I ignored him so much that I put down the phone and tried to sleep again. That would teach him to be a little prick. Or a giant prick, at any rate. Sleep still wouldn’t come though. The phone bzzz’ed again but I was sending a message here, so I disregarded his continued attempts at communication. He just wanted his picture, the pig.

Not that I could entirely blame him. My pussy was gorgeous after all. And now that he couldn't have it anymore, he was growing desperate for it. That thought gave me a wicked smile. Too bad, he should have behaved. He had it all, and he threw it away, because he wanted that stupid cat on my kitty. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I was doing him a favour here. A picture would only remind him of what he’d lost. That might drive him completely insane, like a siren’s song. Fitting, really - while Tom was hardly as clever as Odysseus, he was as vain and self-absorbed as the Greek hero. Not that Tom had ever read the Odyssey.

I found myself growing restless and excited. Why not, actually? I could do it. I should do it, I should send him that picture, just to show him what he was missing. That’d teach him.

Silently, I slid out of bed and back to the bathroom, where I got rid of the ugliest but most comfortable panties in the world. I hefted my night-gown up and studied the painting Spencer had made on me.

Even through the film, it was easy to see that it was really good work. Sharp lines, rich colours and a most telling expression on the cat’s face - arrogant and condescending.

It turned out to be hard to take a selfie of your nether parts but after many tries and various positions, the tenth image was acceptable. No, more than acceptable. It was downright delicious, and it would drive Tom mad with desire. He would want my delectable vagina... ugh fine, pussy again, but he could never have it. With a mean grin, I sent it, noticing that the last message from him had been a [Come onnnnn]. Truly, how could I resist that? I shook my head in disgust and went back to bed with a strange feeling in my stomach.

I hadn’t sent that picture because he’d asked, right? I’d done it to torment him. Right? Yes. Of course.

Finally, I was able to find sleep.

How Far is Too Far? Ch. 15

==========================

I was still tired when I woke up. I had no idea what time it was, but I was alone in the bed - David must have gotten up early. Still in my nightgown, I made my way first to the bathroom and then the kitchen, where the smell of coffee made me feel alive again. I poured myself a cup and went into the living-room where my husband was typing away on his laptop... working as always. Or chatting with some out-of-town harlot, maybe? Or an in-town harlot? My eyes narrowed suspiciously. He heard me enter the room and looked up with an honest smile that didn’t seem the least bit guilty. Probably just work then. I allowed myself to relax. ”Morning, honey,” he greeted me.

”Morning, nae sarang,” I said slowly and smiled back. I was starting to feel better about everything that had happened. I wasn’t as angry anymore, not at him for his cheating, not at Tom, not even at Spencer that little creep. I could look at David without wanting to tear his head off, so that was solid progress. We chatted for a bit, but it was clear he needed to work, so I found my phone and left him alone.

[Now THATS what a pretty pussy looks like!!!]. A text from Tom, obviously. I rolled my eyes - the bastard was trying to worm his way back into my good graces. Not that it would help. I was done with him.

And he deserved to know as much.

[Honestly, the picture doesn’t even do it justice. Too bad for you it’s only for my husband from now on.] I texted him back, feeling deliciously wicked. He’d lost out on something great, now I got to mock him with it.

[Pff its wasted on a dinkydick like him] he replied.

Always so coarse, I thought and shook my head, pretending to be above his childish mockery, though a little part of me, a nasty, evil part of me read his mean words with a strange, evil glee. David was good and clever and handsome, and it was... fun to degrade him with Tom. Especially since he’d never know about it. There was no harm in making him the butt of a joke or two.

[Be that as it may, at least he doesn’t take a girl’s butt without even asking!] I answered.

[Haha yeah that was awesome man u came good from getting ur ASS fucked!!]. My lips curled in disgust at his reply. I couldn’t remember much from that particular exercise but it was true that it hadn’t been entirely unpleasant towards the end. That, however, didn’t change the fact that he hadn’t had permission to plunder my butt... my ass. Why was I still talking to this uncaring brute? [You still had no right to do that!] I shot back, not able to stop myself. [Don’t b like that kitten you liked it no harm no faul] he replied, and I felt my blood boil at his casual dismissal of my traumatic night.

[I didn’t like it! You and your filthy friend forced me! It’s thanks to YOUR actions that we’re through. I hope you’re pleased with yourself!]

There. That ought to wipe that shit-eating grin from his face. Was an apology really that much to ask for? And what did I get instead? ‘you liked it no harm no foul’! ”Damn him,” I muttered. He couldn’t even spell it right. I should block him. I really should.

My finger was hovering above the button to do just that when a new text arrived. [Send me a tittypic] it just said. What in the name of everything holy was the matter with that man?!

My immediate frustration made me groan out loud, causing David look up from his laptop and look at me with a troubled expression. I forced a smile at him while returning my focus to my phone and Tom. How twisted would one’s mind have to be for that to be the reply? I tossed the phone on the table, all thoughts about blocking him forgotten in the exasperation.

My body was tingling with irritation, and I needed to do something, anything. Clean. Yes, the kitchen could do with a cleaning.

Soon I was scrubbing the counter where Tom had taken me so wonderfully hard and without mercy several times, giving me just what I needed. I tried to think about other things, normal things, but my mind kept wandering back to Tom... and to his last text. What a preposterous suggestion. No, not even a suggestion - a demand, really! Honestly, the gall of that man! I bristled and scrubbed and grumbled and was generally in a horrible mood as the kitchen became clean. If David noticed, he didn’t say anything, just stayed focused on his work. Clever man - I would most likely have bitten his head off if he came with any suggestions or questions in my current state of mind. Seriously, how dared Tom? The nerve! The lack of respect! If I’d needed more proof of what low regard he held me in, this was most certainly it! The kitchen was sparkling by now, but I couldn’t let go of my anger. It kept churning in me, his ludicrous demand at the front of my mind, and I’d been in a good mood too! Why did he have to ruin everything?

I went to the bathroom, grabbing my phone on the way. I was trying to determine if I should continue my cleaning-rampage there but instead found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. I was still wearing my night-gown - basically an oversized t-shirt - and it was easy to see the contours of my breasts through it. With a sudden, almost violent movement, I pulled it off, over my head and threw it on the floor, leaving me naked from the waist up.

There they were. My boobs... tits. No, actually, my boobs. I didn’t need to dance to his crude tune anymore, and my vocabulary was so much more refined and sophisticated than his. He had no say in what words I chose, not anymore. No matter what I called them, I still sometimes found it strange how my breasts had changed, even if it was several years ago by now. How they were no longer small bumps but actually a large pair that men (and women too at times) stared at. I’d never regretted getting that operation, not for a moment, not when my back ached or when people at the library addressed them instead of me. I didn’t mind getting checked out or ogled. I was bigger than Nari now, and that was something I’d always wanted.

David had worried they’d be too big but even he had to admit that was not the case. They were perfect! Larger than his hands could grasp and as firm as he could want... and the scars were practically invisible by now. I ran my hands over them, hefted them, cupped them. No wonder Tom was desperate to see them again. That thought hardened my nipples for some odd reason, making them point out into the room. I half-turned, studied myself from the side - they looked good in profile too.

The naughty idea that I should send a picture of them to Tom struck me. Not to give in to his demand, of course, but to tease him with what he could no longer have. Like I had last night. The poor fool was never going to see them in the flesh again, after all- maybe the kindest thing was give him something to remember them by? Without stopping to consider the logic, I grabbed my phone and snapped a couple of pictures. One where I held my arm across them, teasing him. One from the side, not letting the nipple show... and then finally full frontal.

With a wicked grin, I sent all three to Tom.

[That’s what you’re missing because of your actions!] I added. [Damn thats what im talkin about fuck i love ur cans!] came the near-instant reply. Seemed he liked them. Too bad he had touched them for the last time. I smirked at the thought and was writing a teasing reply about how they were only for my husband now, when I received an image.

[Look what youre doing to me] was the accompanying text... and yes, it was a big, hard cock. A deliciously hard cock. A cock that would fit so well first in my mouth, then in my pu- in my vagina.

I vaguely remembered when I’d had it somewhere else entirely, where huge cocks weren’t meant to go... and a shiver of lust went through me, despite myself. He did have a point in that I’d cum like a banshee when he took my final virginity. I’d cum as only he could make me. I couldn’t help but remember the many times he’d taken me, filled me with his powerful tool throughout the week. In the bed, in the kitchen, in the hallway, on the couch...

And now that was over. I’d have to make do with dinky-Eh, with my husband, I meant. And that was fine too. We’d done so before, we’d do it again. Better to live with small orgasms than the betrayal that Tom put me through. Though... it could have been worse, I supposed. After all, he did take it slow with my ass... my butt, and it was true that I’d orgasmed from his treatment. A powerful one, as I remembered.

But Spencer! He’d given me to that fat freak and had made him tattoo me. That could never be excused!

Just thinking about that repugnant man was enough to make me realise I needed a shower.



David

Saturday turned out to be a strange day - I got a lot of work done, and Jia cleaned the house. I detected a sort of dark mood in her at first, but it cleared up before I was done working. Well, working AND assuring Alice that everything was alright. She’d been worried, since I didn’t reach out last night - which I should have done. That had been thoughtless of me. But in my defense, a lot had happened then. Even as Jia’s mood lifted, we both seemed... well, not necessarily estranged but there was something missing. Something that had been there before I left for the damn conference. An invisible bond between us had, if not broken then been stretched really thin, and neither of us really knew how to get it back into the old shape.

Even so, I decided to try and push my luck after dinner. Despite her promise to fill me in, she’d barely told me anything about what had happened here during the week, and that didn’t sit right with me.

”So, honey,” I said after pouring her a glass of wine and sitting down close to her on the couch, “what eh... what else happened while I was in Florida?” After her shower, she’d put on a nice dress that let me see her sexy body. Her curvaceous body filled it inexplicably, and it was difficult to keep my eyes off her large chest and well-trained hips. It might not be as slutty as the get-ups she put on for Tom, and she hadn’t bothered with make-up but my wife was a beautiful, sexy woman, no matter what she wore.

She looked at the wine-glass on the coffee-table with disdain and ignored it. Instead she turned to me she gave me that sexy Jia-smile that made me melt. ”Are you referring to the county’s new budgetary suggestions for the libraries that was up for review in the committee Tuesday? Or were you thinking something... closer to home?”

”Wow, yeah, that sounds interesting, yeah, library budgets, yeah,” I nodded, managing to not to crack up - barely, “but what about... here?” ”Ooooh... you mean when Tom came over after you left?” she winked seductively at me, “is that what you want to hear about?”

”I mean, yeah, let’s start with that. We can always circle back to budget meetings later,” I nodded, enjoying the joke more than it maybe merited. ”It was quite the shock you know,” she admitted and leaned a little closer, her soft voice caressing me and her dark eyes trained on mine, “when he suddenly showed up at my doorstep. I didn’t even know he knew my - our - address!” I nodded silently, only too eager for her to continue.

Her hand snaked down between my legs and found my dick, giving it a loving squeeze.

”I was about to send him away,” she said and looked down at my crotch, “but... well,” she leaned into me and whispered in my ear, her voice sending shivers of arousal down my spine, “he was already here... and I was horny.” ”Christ, Jia,” I mumbled, as excitement filled me.

”So yeah, I invited him in. I knew you wouldn’t like it... but I also knew you’d love it...” Her words taunted me but her breath was hot in my ear, and I wanted more -especially as she kept massaging my rising member.

”What do you think happened next, nae sarang? Hmm?” she wondered and opened my pants. It didn’t take her long to have my stiff guy pointing out into the air, her small hand rubbing it tenderly.

”I... mhm... I’m guessing you didn’t have a cup of tea?” I suggested, and her rich laughter sounded in my ear as a reply.

”Nooo, no we did not,” she agreed. Oh fuck, her hand felt so good. ”Guess again?”

”Ah... you had sex?” I ventured.

”David,” she said seriously and I turned my head to watch her. My beloved wife looked at me with a serious expression.

”We didn’t have sex. He FUCKED me,” she said, that one word overflowing with sensual desire.

”Oh God,” I muttered. A few months ago, such a crass word would never have come from her full, delicious lips... to think how Tom had corrupted her was seriously wild! ”He started with my mouth though...” she said slowly and then a magical thing happen. My beautiful, darling wife, bowed down and without missing a beat took my entire hard dick in her mouth.

”Oh FUCK!” I gasped.



Jia

So it was good to get sucked by your mystery harlot, David? Well, let’s see if your WIFE doesn’t have a trick or two to show you too.

I easily took all of him inside. Considering how I had been progressing on Tom’s mighty cock, this was hardly a challenge.

”Oh God, Jia! Oh fuck!” he gasped above me, making me smile around his shaft. I held his penis in my mouth, and I used my tongue to tease him, touch him where Tom had always liked to get touched. Since this was only the second penis I had in my mouth, I had to use the experiences I’d gathered, right? And a penis was a penis, after all... even if there was quite the difference in size. Twisting my head, so I could look up at my lucky husband and catch his eyes, as Tom had taught me, I bobbed my head up and down his shaft, licking its soft skin, forming a tight O around it with my lips. He moaned in pleasure as I sucked him, the entire length of him - from the sensitive head to the widest part of the shaft - getting a loving it’d never had before. I quickly established a good, fast rhythm that ought to drive the poor guy crazy. The first taste of his salty pre-cum... his pre-ejaculate fluids filled my mouth, and I swallowed the sticky liquid without hesitation. If it had been Tom, I’d be struggling to breathe by this point, tears would be running down my cheeks and I’d be drooling and spilling his fluids all over his cock and pants... and my vagina would be overflowing with her lusty juices. Tom’s cock just had that effect on me. David’s penis did not create the same level of arousal or discomfort... well, it was poking at the small of my throat, but didn’t have the length to really lodge itself in there, to push through and cut off my air-supply, not like Tom’s monster did with such ease.

Oh well, can’t have everything. And this was for David more than anything. Well, and to prove to that arrogant bastard Tom that we really were through. His command, his wish that I should save my mouth for him was no longer valid. He didn’t deserve me.

Not that David really deserve this either, not after cheating on me, not after deserting me that night, leaving me alone and destitute. If he’d only talked to me, I wouldn’t have been tempted by the booze and thus left unable to resist the two beasts that I’d unwittingly let into my home.

That changed nothing, however. As undeserving he might be, I still couldn’t have him run after strange women who offered him the use of their mouths. It might be a 50’es way of thinking, but it seemed my husband needed to be reminded why he should stay loyal.

And I didn’t want to have sex. Not real sex, penis-in-vagina sex. It made me feel icky to think about a man sticking his thing in me. I did realise that it was probably a form of trauma from the... incidents Thursday night, something I’d have to work through at some point, but right now it was easier to pleasure him with my mouth. This way, I was in control.

David placed a hand on my back, gently caressing me, egging me on, while he made delighted groaning noises. He really liked his wife serving him like she’d only done her lover, huh?

”It feels so good, Jia,” he mumbled, “so good...”

”Well, I’d had plenty of practice,” I smiled up at him, pulling his wiener out of my mouth with a wet ‘plop!’

He groaned louder at that while I jerked him off. He still liked being reminded of that, did he?

”Although...” I said slowly but didn’t finish the sentence. He looked down at me, his eyes blazing with pent-up need.

”Although what?”

I bit my lip and sent him a smoldering look before answering: “although I usually practice on a... larger specimen.”

He sat stunned for a moment, and I took the opportunity to swallow him again, inhaling his penis like it was nothing.

”Fuuuck, Jia...” he gasped, arousal colouring his words and the salty taste of his pre-ejaculate assaulted my taste-buds. It would seem he still liked a little teasing. I bobbed up and down, listening to his sounds of pleasure and serving his small penis like a dutiful wife. From the slit all the way down to the base, I sucked and licked and teased. It didn’t take long before he was sort of half-thrusting upwards, meeting me and trying to get more purchase. I wondered if he’d grab my head and fuck my face, and the thought made me feel excited for a second - until I realised that David was far too polite, far too insecure... far too weak to ever do that. In the words of Tom, he was the beta, and he’d never take me like Tom did... how I’d come to crave to be taken. He was sweet and caring and respectful - he was my nae sarang. Tom was dominating and powerful and controlling - my Daddy. The difference was night and day. One had won my heart, the other ruled my pu- my vagina.

Except that Tom didn’t rule anything anymore, of course. He was an ex, he was the past. David’s little penis was all I was getting now.

”Jia... I’m...” my treasured husband moaned, evidently getting close. I slid off him, not at all willing to take his yucky sperm in my mouth. Instead I wrapped my hand around his base and stroked him, milking him while giving him a sultry look. ”The most naughty part though?” I said, my voice low. He gazed down at me, intent on hearing the details despite obviously balancing on the edge of a great orgasm. ”Ahh.... wh-what?”

”It was out in the hallway. We couldn’t wait...” I told him, looking up at him. ”Of fuck!” he gasped and closed his eyes and tilted his head back, no doubt imagining it.

”You can picture it, can’t you? Hmm? Your wife on all fours, getting absolutely and thoroughly fucked out in the hallway?” I gleefully described it for him, while my hand was jerking him hard and fast, and he was writhing in desire, his breathing laboured, “me, on all fours, Tom behind me and that glorious cock inside me.” ”Jia... Jia...”

”You like it, don’t you? You like your wife acting like that for her lover?” ”I... I do!” he groaned, “God, he’s turned you into such a slut!” My brow furrowed. I wasn’t sure I liked him using those kinds of words about me. He wasn’t Tom, after all, he was my sweet David. He shouldn’t be calling me a slut. I resolved to take it up with him afterwards.

”And now... you’re going to cum while you imagine it, aren’t you?” I teased him, forcing my voice to remain sensual, though that word had killed my lust. ”Yes... yes!” he readily complied. He was almost there.

”Because...” and I leaned in and whispered the last part in his ear, “because you’re a little cuck, aren’t you?”

”Yes! Yes, I’m a cuck, your cuck!” he gasped. ”Yes... such a little beta cuck. You can just sit here and imagine how Tom- oh!” He interrupted my teasing tirade with a loud groan and squirts of his warm, white sperm leaping from his little member. I kept my movement going while he groaned in ecstasy, wetting his clothes, my hand and himself with his sticky discharge. ”Oh Jia...” he murmured, “oh Jia...”

”Yes, let it all out, nae sarang,” I said and my tone taking on a soothing, nurturing quality.

His penis spasmed a couple of times more and a last dribble of his viscous fluids left it, leaving him spent. I gently released him and wiped my hand on his shirt - it was already spoiled anyway.

”Wow... honey, that was really...” he looked at me with huge eyes and a grateful smile.

”It was my pleasure. Don’t mention it,” I shrugged, though he’d better keep lavishing praise upon me. I didn’t exactly enjoy reliving these moments with that scoundrel Tom, and my hand was slimy with his disgusting seed.

”You’re just so amazing,” he smiled at me, “so amazing...” He did have a point there.

David kept paying me compliments, letting me know how much he appreciated my efforts until he ran out of words, and a comfortable silence settled in the room. I was enjoying this, just relaxing with my husband, though I needed to wash my hands -especially the sticky one.

”You... eh, want me to return the favour?” he asked, interrupting the peace and quiet.

I didn’t. In fact, I didn’t want anyone or anything down there. The memory of Spencer taking me against my will was still fresh in my memory, and the thought of my vagina being... used again was repulsive.

”No, it’s okay, nae sarang. This was for you,” I forced a smile on my lips. He didn’t know why, couldn’t know why, and it wasn’t his fault.

He nodded with a look of disappointment on his face.

”I... I just want the tattoo to heal properly, that’s all,” I lied, thinking fast. ”Oh. Oh, okay,” he nodded. I was pretty sure he’d have to manhandle it seriously to hinder its healing-process - like if Tom was to mount me - but David knew next to nothing about tattoos and skincare.

”I guess that makes sense,” he said after a moment’s consideration, and he smiled at me, “good thing you’re taking care of it.”

I smiled back at him. I really loved my clueless husband, I really did. No matter what, I always had him to lean on.

”So eh... what about... Tom?” he asked, furrowing his brow, “you’re taking a break from him too?” What he jealous? Or nervous that he wouldn’t get his cuck-fix? Whatever it was, it was time to get this band-aid ripped off. ”I’m thinking it’s time to call an end to this whole affair, nae sarang,” I said slowly, watching his eyes.

”What?” he asked, incredulously, “why?”

”I’ve been thinking about it a lot,” I said slowly, giving him the reason I’d come up with, “and... it’s just not worth it anymore.”

”Jia, what do you-”

”You slept with another woman, David,” I said in a cold voice, “the first sight of trouble, you found someone else. That’s... that’s not working.” With that I stood up and went to wash my hands, leaving a stunned husband. Perhaps it had been unkind to lead him on, only to inform him so unceremoniously that it was over, but here we were. One could argue that I’d softened the blow with a blowjob. Yes, that was actually the version of events that I preferred.---

David

So... it was over? And it was my fault? Had I ruined a good thing, or had Jia taken the only viable option to save our marriage?

Monday found me still struggling with these thoughts at the office. We’d discussed it at length over the weekend, since she’d let me know that it was done. Not that discussing it had done much good - she was set in her decision, and there was no budging her.

Apparently, she didn’t like that ‘I was changing’ either and used the fact that I’d called her a slut when she sucked me off to prove it. One little slip-up, and I was the bad guy? I knew Tom had called her that too, but he never got called out on it. How was that fair?

Had the blowjob been her way of telling me that it was over? To demonstrate that I was no longer a cuck? That Tom was no longer a factor in our relationship - not that he’d ever held any real power, but we’d given him the illusion of being in control, at least a little. Like when we’d decided that Jia was saving her mouth for him, and we’d pretended it was his decision.

I wondered what Tom thought about it. I hadn’t seen him today - I’d come in early and had basically hid in my office. It was not the most mature or confident actions, but it was easier this way.

At 11 o’clock there was a knock on the door, and Alice came sauntering into my office, looking good as always. She was wearing a pretty, green dress, though nowhere as tight or interesting as what she’d been wearing at the conference. Her long, silver-blonde hair was done in a thick braid that hung down her back, and her make-up was professional and subdued... except her lips that were blood-red and inviting. They instantly sent my mind back to Friday morning when I’d had my dick lodged between them as she gave me that wonderful blowjob. ”Hey boss... eh, David,” she flushed, trying to figure out what to call me, and she hurried to close the door behind her, “you ready?” We had a scheduled meeting, and she was punctional as always.

”Of course,” I nodded, “but eh... even if we are ‘professional friends’, I think it’s better with ‘boss’ here at the office, don’t you?” We needed to establish some boundaries after Florida... especially after our secret meeting Thursday night. And then later Friday morning. She bit her lip, looking less than pleased but nodded. ”Probably better,” she agreed. It was a good decision, a smart one, just not a nice one. I really liked her - she was cute, smart, funny and sweet - not to mention great in bed. The perfect package, in short. There was just that one little drawback... that I was married! And I loved my wife. Was crazy about her. Even if she drove me insane sometimes. Even if she had changed over the last months, since we started all this whole cucking-adventure.

But that was over now. Over and done with, and we were in the process of reconnecting. We’d find each other again and be closer than ever. In the end, nothing would have changed between Jia and me. Nothing. Except that now she had a tattoo on her pussy, a tattoo that said it belonged to another man, her former bull. Also a lily on her shoulder, but I liked that one. I couldn’t quite figure out what I thought about the cat on her pussy though... I shook my head and refocused on the here and now - which was Alice sitting down in the chair in front of my desk. I did my best to keep my eyes on hers, but it was impossible not to notice her large breasts in the thin dress. That sparked the memory of her pierced nipples in my mouth, her sweet moans as I licked and sucked them...

”So, anyway,” I interrupted my own daydream, “did you have anything to add to my report of the conference? We need to get it to Grover soonish.” ”I had a few, minor tweaks, yeah” she nodded and slid a small stack of stapled-together papers across the desk. It was my report where she’d made some suggestions in red.

”Isern... yeah, makes sense...” I mumbled as I quickly scanned her improvements to my text, “commas? Really, Alice?”

”Grover cares about grammar,” she shrugged, “just looking out for you.” ”What the? ‘Almost slept with a bimbo from Dinbert’??” I gaped at her. She nodded and looked awfully serious... for about four seconds. Then she burst out laughing. ”You should see your face, boss!” she chortled, evidently very amused by her little joke.

”Goddamnit, Alice,” I shook my head but couldn’t stop a smile, “you’re just... wait... ‘seduced his innocent secretary!?’ What the hell?”

”Uh-huh,” she agreed, still fighting her laughter, “I think that’s an important part of the conference that you left completely out of the report.” ”What innocent secretary?” I poked back at her, and she stuck her tongue out at me, ”the way I remember it, you invited me into your room to take advantage of my drunken state.”

”Hmm... that does sound like me,” she admitted with that cheeky grin of hers. ”Anyway, if we could focus a little here?” I admonished her, “we still need to get this done for Grover...”

We worked seriously for more than an hour, me typing away at my computer with the changes we agreed upon, until we were both satisfied with the result and sent it to my boss.

”There. And just in time for lunch too,” Alice smiled and got up. ”Yeah. Ehm, wanna go out and get something together?” I asked, and suddenly I felt nervous. Like I was asking her out on a date or something. But that was crazy. It was just one coworker asking another to share a bit of food. ”Really?” She raised an eye-brow questioningly at me.

”Sure. We’re professional friends, aren’t we? My treat,” I offered. Shit, that made it sound even more as a date, didn’t it?

”Okay, that sounds nice,” she nodded and gave me her pearly smile - which certainly made my offer worth it.



Jia

[So when are u coming by tonite?] came a message from Tom. It was Wednesday half past four in the afternoon - just after I’d come home from work and the gym, and it made me roll my eyes at the naked audacity and arrogance. How hard was it to understand that we were through?

Yes, admittedly, I’d sent him an image of my naked vagina yesterday, when I had finally peeled off that film that the creep Spencer had put over the tattoo - but that had just been to lord over him how hot I looked, and how well it was healing. It had nothing to do with us, because there was no us anymore. [I’m not. I’m bringing my husband his dinner. See, he treats me well, so he gets treated well. I know it’s not something you’ll understand though.] There. That ought to tell him just where he stood in my universe, the damn troll. He could stay under his bridge, I was going to surprise my husband with something nice. And tonight, seeing as my vulva was healing nicely, I was going to rock his world. Not that I really wanted to, but I was running out of excuses. Besides, married couples have sex, and we were just an ordinary married couple now. It would also prove just how little I needed that obnoxious knucklehead, how thoroughly done I was with him.

[Pff dont waste ur time on the cuck come and get fucked instead!] Again, the only appropriate answer to his text was a good, old-fashioned eye-roll. How else could I react? The excited ping from down below definitely didn’t mean anything, and it most certainly didn’t mean I was going to visit him. I didn’t even bother to reply. It wasn’t worth it.



As I rode the elevator up to David’s floor, I remembered the last time I’d been here. It’d been... five weeks ago? Six? It was hard to keep track. It had only been the second time Tom had fucked me - back when I still had pubic hair. Man, he’d spanked me good for that! I smiled at the the memory and bit my lip - it was definitely a hot memory. Maybe that was the point when I started to realise that he was in control, and that I liked that.

I had liked that. It was over now, I admonished myself. I’d given him so much, but it hadn’t been enough, and he’d gone too far and pushed me away for good. The elevator reached my floor, and I stepped out, thinking about how our relationship had imploded due to Tom’s hubris. I made my way down the row of cubicles, for once not stopping at Tom’s, briefly remembering how it had evolved from me wearing a pair of tight jeans to getting fucked right there at his desk. I shook my head at it all and finally reached my dear husband’s office and opened the door.

He looked up, and his face lit up in such a smile when he saw me that it made my heart skip a beat. And I hadn’t even dressed up for him, just an ordinary blouse and skirt-combo. Well, I had that one little secret but he didn’t know about that... yet. ”Hey sweetheart,” he said, as he got up and moved around the desk to hug me. ”Hey nae sarang,” I answered and hugged him back, “working hard?” ”Yeah, got a lot to do after the conference,” he explained, and I felt a sting - that whole conference had really messed with us. I was never letting him go on a work-trip again - and certainly not with Alice. ”I brought you some food,” I explained, pushing aside thoughts of that little trollop, and pulled a couple of burgers out of the bag for him. I should maybe have cooked for him, but I hadn’t had the energy when I got home from the gym. It’d have to be enough that I showed up. From the look of him, he hadn’t expected it. ”Thanks, babe,” he smiled and kissed me, and I eagerly kissed him back. We made out and hugged and loved one another for a while, and it didn’t take long before I felt his hard-on against my thigh. We hadn’t done anything... sexual... since Saturday when I’d blown him. But with my tattoo healed and me completely over Tom, I guessed it was time to get back up on that horse. Even if it filled me with trepidation. Not here though, even if he was willing.

”I better let you get back to it,” I said and stepped back. He let me go with a resigned nod. I turned to leave but at the door I stopped and looked back at him over my shoulder.

”Don’t stay too late, nae sarang...” I said in my most seductive voice and slowly, teasingly lifted my skirt up, revealing my butt in that porn-red thong I’d bought for Tom all those weeks ago - and which David had never even seen. ”Oh my God, Jia!” he exclaimed, his eyes fixed on my golden globes. ”I’ll be waiting...”

And with that I lowered my skirt and left his office without another backwards glance.---

David

I had to get this finished. I had to, had to, had to. I couldn’t just leave now. But holy mother of God, I wanted to. She was so hot! I’d never seen those panties before, but the way they disappeared between her sexy ass-cheeks was unbelievable. Come to think of it, I’d never seen Jia in a thong before.

Wait, were those the panties she’d bought for Tom?! Shit, they were, weren’t they? And now, they were for me.

First his blowjobs and now his sexy panties. It seemed I was taking Tom’s position, and I could really get to like that. I was still torn on the sudden way Jia had ended the relationship - on one hand, she was right and it was the healthier choice, on the other, I missed the excitement, the strange, life-affirming angst that came with being cucked. The thrilling aspect of submission that the tattoo had awoken in me and that I’d never gotten to explore - and now never would. Tom and I had more or less ignored each other since I returned to the office from Florida - I’d pretty much stayed out of his way these past few days. Neither of us acknowledged that he’d been staying in my house, drunk my whiskey, fucked my wife and even tattooed her pussy while I was away. It wasn’t that I was afraid of a confrontation or anything, I just found it easier to avoid him altogether.

I worked furiously for another hour and a half before I could finally shut down the computer with a clear conscience. I almost ran to the elevator - which took forever to get to the bottom-floor - and then hurried to my car, driving like a madman to get home to my sexy wife.

She was waiting for me in bed - and unlike so many times before, she was not wearing a boring bathrobe or every-day clothes. No, not at all. She wasn’t even wearing those... ordinary clothes she’d had on when I saw her in the office. Instead, she was wearing the most spectacular red matching set of bra and panties. She held her legs closed, reclining in bed with one leg pulled up under her. The base of the bra was filled with swirly patterns with thin, see-through fabric in-between, leaving her boobs more exposed than covered, while it was working overtime to try and contain them. She was even wearing heels! Tall ones that looked dangerous to walk in, if I had to be honest... but then again, my plans for the night didn’t involve her marching around.

Her make-up was heavy. Slutty even, with dark eye-shadow and mascara and dark red lip-stick.

She was as she’d been for Tom up until now - only it was all for me. ”Wow!” was all I could say when I’d had a second to take in the vision that was waiting for me. She was beautiful, she was gorgeous, and she was all mine. I loved this magnificent woman, and I was starting to realise that not sharing her with Tom might not be so bad. Not if this was what was waiting for me after a long day’s work. ”Oh, hey nae sarang,” she smiled, like it was any other day, like she wasn’t looking like a sex-goddess, “how was work?”

”Boring,” I said honestly and feverishly started undressing. The damn buttons were a menace to get opened! I needed to get them off NOW! I needed to get naked with my sexy wife.

”That’s too bad...” she purred low and sensually, “maybe I can... make the rest of the evening more... interesting.” She swung her legs out of the bed and stood up, almost as tall as me in her imposing heels. She pushed my hands away and her deft little fingers with the blood-red nails unbuttoned my shirt quickly and efficiently. Every movement sent little waves down her body and made her tits wobble invitingly. ”I bet you can!” I croaked, already breathing hard, trying to tear my eyes off her sexy forms. She smelled good too - this close to her, I could easily smell her perfume, and it was intoxicating. I couldn’t resist and put my hands on her hips, touching her soft skin. She stiffened for a moment then bit her lip and sent me an inviting look, as she got the last button undone and opened my shirt. Together we pulled it off, and then my t-shirt.

”Looking good, nae sarang,” she muttered and kissed my flat stomach. She looked up at me with a grin and opened my pants, obviously as eager as me. That did a lot of good to my confidence - to be honest, I had feared she’d be a lot less enthusiastic about sex after she and Tom were done... especially seeing how it was my fault they’d stopped seeing each other. Luckily my fears seemed to be unfounded. We quickly got my pants off and she could hardly avoid noticing how my dick was already hardening against my boxers. She finally pulled those down too, freeing my one-eyed friend and he burst onto the scene like he’d been waiting for his cue. ”There it is,” Jia sighed and carefully petted my attention-loving dick.

”Tell me, my love, what do you want now?” she asked while slowly stroking me. What did I want? Eh... sex? What else?

Wait, was this her trying to make me take control, like Tom apparently had done? I could do that. I could be the alpha, the leader... the dom. For her. ”Ehm, lay-lay down on your back,” I said, trying to put command into my voice. She obeyed and spread her legs for me, the tempting little fox. It worked! Pleased with myself, I moved after her, laying down next to her. ”You’re so sexy,” I sad and kissed her soft lips. She kissed me back, but remained passive, so I figured I should move on. With soft, passionate kisses, I moved down her chin, neck, collarbone until I made it to her gargantuan tits, struggling to break free of their sexy prison. I tried to take my time, though I wanted very much to hurry on and kissed her through the thin fabric. I could feel her nipple and squeezed it to make it hard.

I spent a lot of time on her twin peaks, kissing and licking and nibbling them, even pulling them out of the cups to really get to them, and Jia started to breathe harder, clearly enjoying my work. I lost track of time playing with her melons, but eventually I kissed my way downwards, down her ribcage, across her soft tummy, licked her bellybutton and at last made it to her tiny, red panties. I didn’t hurry, I took my time, making sure it was good for her, though I personally would want to jump to the main attraction under her new, red panties.

They were so sexy! I could easily see her through them, and see her new tattoo. Tom the stupid, pompous cat smirked at me, clearly letting me know I’d never be able to please my own wife as well as Tom could. His arrogant leer told me to keep trying by all means, as long as I understood that I’d always be second best. Determined to prove him wrong, I pulled her panties down with an almost angry movement, letting both her pussy and that stupid cat out into the light. She was beautiful, even with the tattoo marring her. Her golden skin gave way to her darker labia and within, the pinkness peeked out.

”God, you’re hot,” I mumbled and put my entire face into her pussy, breathing in her womanly smell. I stuck my tongue out and tasted her, licked up and down her delightful slit.



Jia

At last he got down to business. At last his tongue touched me and finally started to make some headway.

Not that I didn’t appreciate his attempt at foreplay, it was just... predictable, uninspired. Just the usual. Yes, my body reacted to a small degree but there was nothing of the spark, the thrill... the excitement of getting pushed down and absolutely fucked by my big lover. Ex-lover.

”Mhm...” I sighed when David began licking my clitoris, but mostly because it was what he expected. It felt... nice, sure. But it didn’t feel electric, not like it used to. What was wrong with me? Was I even turned on? What an odd question, but... was I? I felt like I should be, after all his hard work but I just wasn’t sure. I put my hands on his head to encourage him - I would definitely need more work if we both were to enjoy tonight, and he took my hint and kept licking. More and more, he teased my little rosebud, played with it, washed it.

To think that Tom turned me into a faucet just by having me suck his giant cock, but my own husband couldn’t do the same for me, no matter how hard he tried. Tragic, really.

Pathetic, even.

No, that was too harsh. He couldn’t help it. It wasn’t his fault I’d gotten addicted to Tom’s alpha cock. Oh dear, now even I was starting to think in his stupid terms. David was not a beta. He was a kind, warm man... that just wasn’t good at sex. Or at being assertive. Or at dominating a woman. Admittedly, that was what Tom would call a beta. But it was nonsense, of course.

Still, thinking about Tom dominating me, of him pushing me to my knees and putting that majestic dong in my mouth did have an effect on me. While David was labouring away, I did start to feel something. My arousal grew, my breathing got faster, and I even rewarded him with a moan - and that clearly spurred him on. He introduced a finger, slid it into me with some difficulty - where Tom’s much, much thicker cock went in easily, once he’d gotten me turned on, I might add - and it felt... nice. ”More, nae sarang,” I sighed, trying to be encouraging. I closed my eyes and imagined it was Tom, imagined I was spreading my legs for his monstrous cock. He’d take me, claim me, make me his. Maybe pull my hair, show me who was in control. ”Oooh...” I moaned, the image was so sharp in my mind, and David’s tongue felt better and better.

It was easy to imagine the harshness in Tom’s eyes. He didn’t care if I liked it, he just wanted to use my body, whether I wanted to or not. He’d slap my face and call me a racial slur, while his big cock plundered my little pussy.

”Yes... yes...” I gasped, my hands gripping David’s hair, pressing him into my groin. The image of me getting fucked long and hard while Tom called my beloved husband ‘Dinky-dicked Davy’ and maybe even made me do the same danced before my closed eyes and I felt an orgasm build. When had I become so evil? Craving humiliation, not just for myself but for my husband? It was sick. Tom smacking me with the wooden spoon, Tom making me suck his stupid finger just to prove his superiority, Tom spitting on my tits to make them slick enough to fuck, me asking to get spat on in my mouth... all the images aroused me, more and more. David’s tongue never left my clitoris, and the orgasm got closer and closer. It wasn’t a big one, but it’d have to do.

Tom slapping me, Tom making me call myself a rice-bunny while I was bouncing on his colossal cock...

And suddenly, despite my memory being somewhat fuzzy on the details from that night: Tom rubbing my pussy while he plundered my ass, ignoring my pleas to stop, making me orgasm against my will.

”Ooooh... YEEESSS!!” I moaned as my body finally, finally rewarded us with an explosion.

David kept licking and fingering me as I cried out in bliss. The pleasure rushed through me, making me shiver, before it died down as fast as it’d come. ”Oh, that was nice,” I said and sat up, smiling down at my husband. He had a very pleased grin on his face, clearly impressed with how he’d gotten me off... and never would he hear what I’d really been thinking about. His fragile mind couldn’t handle that truth - that I needed the memories of Tom to enjoy his tongue. Honestly, I didn’t want to dwell on it either. It was sick, quite frankly, sick and disturbing. Especially what had finally made me blow! I hadn’t had a choice, he’d forced me to endure that vile act... and now I was cumming while I remembered it? What was wrong with me?

It was definitely for the best that I was done with Tom. His sick and twisted influence had to stop.

”Thanks, nae sarang,” I said, pushing the strange thoughts aside, “that was really nice.”

”You’re more than welcome,” he answered and stretched his neck from side to side, like trying to get a cramp out. Yes, yes, I got it. It had taken a while. Then be more exciting next time.

”Your turn,” I said and gave me a long, inviting look and laid down again, spreading my legs in a clear invitation.

”Don’t need to tell me twice!” he grinned.



David

”Oh FUCK, Jia, you feel good,” I groaned as I sank into her. My dick disappeared into her tight, little pussy, and it was amazing.

”Mhm, yes,” she purred back at me. I wondered if I could get her off again, just with my dick, but I wasn’t holding out hope. It took a lot to get her to cum these days, if your name wasn’t Tom. Still, I’d managed in the end. A nice orgasm, a good one. It might not have stretched for as long as that one time I’d seen her with Tom, but it was still something. It just showed that my perseverance and love could get the job done as well as his big cock.

”You like that, don’t you?” I grunted as I began thrusting into her - not hard, of course, gentle, sweet.

”Mhm, you know I do,” she answered, her eyes half-way closed. Yeah, she was into it. Again, her body might be tuned in to Tom, but Jia was still all mine, and eventually, I would re-tune her sexy body, and we’d be stronger because of it. I took it slow, built a solid rhythm. It felt good, but I held the orgasm at bay. I’d been able to make her cum like this so many times, and I would again. I just had to keep calm and in control, not go overboard like some inexperienced teenager. I grunted and groaned as her velvety pussy gripped me on every instroke. She felt so good! But I had to keep going, had to prove I was worthy of her. I kissed her sweet lips, and her tongue immediately met mine and pushed into my mouth, and we made out while I kept grinding my iron-hard dick in and out of her. I changed position, stretched my arms out, which sadly meant that I had to leave her burning hot lips behind, but also meant that I could look down at my beautiful wife as I pleasured her.

She was a sight for the gods. So beautiful! Her long, black hair was tousled around her head, the golden skin on her cheeks had darkened as she blushed, and sweat was trickling down her slender neck. Her big, beautiful tits were bouncing with every thrust into her, trying to escape the ridiculously small bra she still wore, and I loved to watch them do so.

She made little pleasurable moans every now and then, and they kept hope alive within me. Could I make her cum again? It would mean the world if I could. How long did I make love to her? Hard to say. Time had lost all meaning long ago. I had no idea how long I’d licked her either.

She moaned again, louder. Harder. I kept my rhythm, pushing into her softness again and again, getting more moans and gasps as a reward.

”Oh! It’s so good!” she gasped, clearly loving my efforts. She was getting there! I just needed patience...

”You’re so sexy, babe,” I told her, though I wasn’t sure she heard me, as she interrupted me with her gasps and cries. Fuck, yes! It was working! Her hands moved up to my arms, groping me admiringly, and I flexed my bicep for her. She smiled wickedly up at me, and I felt like the king of the world.

”Yes! Oh nae sarang!” she sighed, “it’s so... it’s so good!” I kept going and going, bringing her closer and closer until finally... ”YES! Oh YES!” she shook and writhed and came in a massive orgasm. Her nails dug into my arm as she let loose - and the pain was well worth it! ”Ooooooh!” she sighed, “oh... David...”

Her moaning my name? Yeah, that feeling was priceless. I fucking RULED! I kept going with my slow and steady pace.

”Please, nae sarang,” she sighed and looked imploringly up at me, “please... fuck me...”

Oh wow. Okay. Okay, I could do that. I shifted around again, getting a grip of her shoulders to use a counter-balance and thrust into her hard. ”Mhm! Yesss...” she gasped.

That sounded good. So I did it again. And again, and it didn’t take long before calm and controlled had been exchanged with a mad dash for orgasm. I hammered into her, and it felt amazing! She moaned loudly, though that was more from a general good feeling. I seriously doubted I could make her cum again - especially as I was already on the verge myself. Fuck, it felt good to just... take her. To claim her, to fuck her for real, like Tom had.

”Jia...!” I gasped.

”Yes, do it. Cum... cum for me...” she gasped.

How could I resist? Not a full minute later, I hammered into her as hard as I could, making her groan, and I came. Hard. Deep within her.

And it felt so, so good. Like a volcano was going off within me and finally lifting a pressure that had been building for eons.

”JIIIIIAAAA...” I groaned.

She smiled up at me and I had to kiss her again. Long and hard, letting her know how much I loved her.

Life was so good right now. We didn’t need Tom. I’d made her cum twice, and the strength of the one from my dick was mind-blowing.

We were so back.



Jia

It was finally over. It had taken a while. Not that it had been unpleasant, but after a certain amount of time, it just became tiresome. The same again and again and again. His penis was decent, I’d never claim otherwise but after getting used to a real monster, it just... fell flat. It wasn’t the same.

I did feel bad for faking it. But we couldn’t lay here all night, and David needed the ego-boost, so what was a good wife to do? I needed to keep him happy - that was all that mattered. And he had managed to bring me off once - with a little help from my imagination.

I couldn’t suppress a shiver of disappointment. This was sex for me now. No more excitement, no more huge cock forcing its way into me. Just... adequate normalcy. Oh well. David was taking care of me in every other way, I thought as I settled down in his arms, so sex would just have be... what it was.
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