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There was nothing better than a vanilla mocha to start my day with. As I took a sip, I turned off my car and let out a quiet sigh, another eight hour day in the office. I didn’t mind working for my company at all, but I doubted I was the only person that would have rather been doing something else with their day. Bills had to get paid, though.

I got out of my car with my coffee in hand, but before I could even make it inside, the voice of someone I would have rather never heard from called out, “Hey, you’re one of my ITs, aren’t you? Khloe, yeah?”

I turned around to see my boss leaning against her cherry red Ferrari. Her blonde hair was put up in a bun and where a smile usually warmed her face was nothing but a blank expression. If she didn’t look so serious, I might have let myself enjoy the sight of her a little more. The suits she wore always clung to her a little more than they should have and my cock appreciated that a little more than it should have.

Maybe I was a little bit of a pervert…

“Yes, ma’am, that’s right,” I said as calmly as I could. She’d always been decent to me when we did talk, but speaking directly to someone that could fire you on a whim was never comfortable.

“Great, do you know how to fix personal computers?” she asked.

“I don’t know if you’d have hired me if I couldn’t do that, ma’am,” I said and chuckled nervously.

Mrs. Scott didn’t laugh. “My wife’s computer won’t turn on. I’m going to need you to head over there and fix that for her, she’s going to lose her mind if it’s not taken care of soon,” she said.

“Alright, is that after work or before?” I asked.

“Right now. Look, you get her computer fixed and you can have the rest of the day off. She’s a gamer and I don’t want to go through the damn phone book trying to find someone that can fix her computer before lunch,” Mrs. Scott said.

I nodded, “I can take care of it for you, ma’am. Is there anything else you need me to do?”

“Yeah, I need you to hurry the fuck up. She’s already in a mood, please don’t make it worse by standing around any longer,” she growled.

As cheerful as Mrs. Scott usually was, the change of attitude didn’t surprise me. She was known to be a bit firm in her dealings with people, but I was doing her a favor, wasn’t I? She could have at least said please or thank you…

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“It’s the first three-story on the left when you hit Adams street,” she said.

“Thanks, have a good day, ma’am,” I called out as I got back in my car. Mrs. Scott didn’t seem to even acknowledge me a second time as she bolted past to get into the building. Someone must have a busy day planned, that or her wife was really chewing her ass about not being able to get on her computer this morning.

It was a damn good thing I came in a few minutes early, otherwise, someone else might have gotten the opportunity to have the day pretty much off. If I had to guess, Mrs. Scott’s wife had managed to unplug her own computer and that was fine by me.

The trip over to the wealthier side of town wasn’t one I’d gone on often, but it wasn’t that far away. As beautiful as the other houses were, Mrs. Scott’s house was truly a modern marvel. The large fountain in the center of her circular driveway depicted a Greek Goddess spouting water in various directions from her fingertips. While I couldn’t say which Goddess it was off the top of my head, that detail didn’t make the decoration any less amazing.

Her driveway was lined with a neatly trimmed hedge and on either side of the hedge were flowers of multiple colors. A small part of me was jealous, but then I thought about how much money she spent to have these nice things and felt much more content with my cheap apartment. Maybe one day I could afford to have things like Mrs. Scott had, but until then, I had a job to do.

I parked my car in front of the fountain and grabbed my slowly cooling coffee before getting out again. One thing was for sure, I’d definitely enjoy working in my boss’s house much more than I’d enjoy working in my cubicle. As I approached the steps that led to her front door and raised my hand to knock, the door simply swung open.

Behind it, a beautiful brunette stood smiling warmly at me. Of all things she could have been wearing, she had on a matching black bra and panty set. I should have known better than let my eyes drift down the slender woman’s body, but the stockings she had on were too eye-catching and before I could even apologize for my wandering eyes, the woman’s soft voice asked, “Are you here to fix my computer?”

“Y-Yeah, uh, were you not expecting me?” I asked.

“Anna said someone would be here soon, but I didn’t expect you’d be so fast. I was on my way to get on a bathrobe, sorry if I’m a little underdressed,” she said, though her tone didn’t seem apologetic at all. If she did mind my eyes wandering her sexy body, she didn’t seem to want to say anything about it.

“Ah, yeah, well I’m Khloe, it’s nice to meet you. Where is the computer?” I asked as I offered her my hand to shake.

She smiled warmly and extended a hand as well, “It’s upstairs in my our bedroom. Bella, but I doubt you’d need to know my name.”

“Formalities are nice, helps separate us from the animals, Bella,” I said.

Bella pulled her hand away from me and turned around to lead the way further into the home. Her tight ass swayed from side to side so damn tantalizingly that I nearly lost my mind. As horrible as it was to already be fantasizing about my boss’s wife, I couldn’t help but think of the things they did together.

Anna was at least fifteen years older than Bella. Hell, Bella looked closer to my age, somewhere in her early twenties. Maybe it was the money that drew Bella to Anna, but I could already tell what Anna saw in her wife. That sexy body was certainly befitting of a trophy wife and while I hoped that they loved one another, I could imagine a world in which I’d be just fine with Bella riding my cock so she could take my credit card out for another trip to the mall…

“So, when I tried to turn it on this morning, nothing happened. The monitor didn’t even try to come on and I made sure all the cables were plugged in,” Bella said, disrupting my thoughts.

“Did it beep at all?” I asked.

“Not that I heard, but I wasn’t exactly listening for a beep, I didn’t know I was supposed to,” she grumbled.

I chuckled under my breath, content to listen to her ramble on about her computer problems for hours so long as that ass kept bouncing from side to side. As we reached the stairs, she put her hand on the rail and spoke softly, “Watch your step, the stairs were waxed yesterday, they might be a little slippery.”

It had to be my lucky day. Bella took each step carefully and with each one she took, I caught a damn good look at her slightly puffy pussy through her panties. By the time we reached the third floor, my cock was straining against my own panties, but luckily enough for me, the bulge in my pants was somewhat hidden by the white button-up shirt I had on.

This wasn’t my first rodeo, my sex drive was a little ridiculous and while that might be a bad thing at work, the right set of clothes could help hide my cock when I was off fantasizing about what I’d do to some of the people I had to help. Secretaries were the worst for turning me on!

“Thanks for the warning,” I mumbled as she kept walking.

She let out a soft giggle and opened the second door on the right, “You’re more than welcome. Come on in.”

I hoped she was referring to the show she gave me coming up the stairs. Fuck, if she was, I’d love to come in, just not so much in the room. Those lovely lower lips of hers did look pretty fucking inviting…

“Alright, I’ll see what I can do,” I said as I stepped into the room. The soft scent of lavender was welcoming and relaxing, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the decoration in the room. A massive bed was on a raised platform for seemingly no reason, but it looked nice. The wall-mounted TV must have been at least seventy inches, but I was only used to measuring ten by eye.

A smirk played along my lips as I wondered just how much Bella would enjoy those ten inches. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my panties and jeans and I quickly sat down. I put my coffee cup on the corner of the desk and started going through the basic troubleshooting steps.

The power button proved to be a failure and the cables were fine. About five seconds later I was on the floor checking the surge protector. Sure enough, when I flipped the switch on her surge protector, the power button suddenly worked again. Magic.

Before I could even get comfortable in the chair and make sure everything worked fine, Bella let out a frustrated groan and stormed over to the desk. “Are you serious? The power switch was off? That’s so fucking stupid, I’m so fucking stupid!” she yelled. “Where the hell is the cat, that little fucker was playing around behind my desk yesterday. No fucking wonder!”

“Hey, it’s alright, it happens. I’m just glad it was an easy fix,” I said.

Bella turned back to me and the back of her hand caught my coffee cup. As if in slow motion, the lid popped off and hit me in the chest, but the cup was the real aggressor here. The still-hot contents of the cup splashed in my lap and on my stomach and I let out a shocked gasp.

The good news was that the coffee was almost thirty minutes old which gave it time to cool down. The bad news, it was still fucking hot!

Bella shot off to what I assumed was a bathroom. Her voice trailed behind her, “I’m so sorry! Wait one second, I’ll help you clean it up!”

And so I sat in Bella’s comfortable chair with a lap full of burning coffee until she came back with a towel. Instead of handing it to me, she immediately started dabbing it across my thighs and crotch as she mumbled, “I’m so sorry, I really didn’t mean to do that. I was just frustrated and…”

The pause lingered in the air as she flattened her hand within the towel. That hand was right over my hip and under that hand was something I almost wished she’d stop touching. Almost.

“I-Is that a dick?” she asked.

I slowly nodded my head and muttered, “A very hot dick.”

“I-I mean, it’s nice, but—”

“The coffee,” I interrupted. “It’s hot because of the coffee.”

“And it’s hard because?” Bella asked as she ran the towel over it, slowly stroking me from base to tip again.

While it was a little tender from the heat, I wasn’t going to pretend that the slender hand playing with my cock wasn’t welcome. As desperately as I wanted to hope that this would turn into something more, I had to ground myself in reality and stop this before it got too far.

“Because you’re only wearing underwear and stockings that I assume your wife wanted you in?” I asked.

Warm hazel eyes met with mine for a moment as she smiled warmly, “I’m glad you noticed. So, you helped me with my problem. Would you be against me helping you with yours?”

“Mrs. Scott would kill us both,” I said as I pushed with my feet to send the computer chair rolling back across the hardwood floor. She wasn’t interested in taking the hint, apparently.

“Mm, I wouldn’t tell her. You fixed my problem and I spilled your coffee. The way I see it, I owe you a little favor,” Bella purred.

“You don’t owe me anything. Why the hell would you even cheat on a woman like Anna?” I asked.

Bella shrugged her shoulders and tossed the towel in my lap, “Why do you think a woman like me is with a woman like Anna?”

“The money,” I said without hesitation.

“Damn straight. She pretty much pays me to fuck her. I mean, you two have more in common than where you work, but your cock is so much bigger,” Bella said with a soft giggle.

The very thought of Anna having a cock would have never occurred to me. With as revealing as her outfits usually were, I thought I’d notice a bulge in her pants. Then again, maybe it was because I was a little distracted thinking about her ass. And yet, here I was with Mrs. Scott’s wife…

“I still don’t know if this is something I can let you do,” I mumbled as I wiped at my jeans with the towel.

“It’s your call. I kind of want to have a real cock in me, but if you’re worried that I’ll tell Anna, whatever. I’ll just use a dildo when you’re gone if you’re not going to give me what I want,” she said.

That last bit brought a smirk to my lips, “You’re used to getting what you want, huh?”

Bella giggled and brought her hands to her chest. She gave her perky chest a squeeze and purred, “If I didn’t get my way, who knows what would happen?”

“So if I didn’t fuck you, you’d get me in trouble, wouldn’t you?” I asked.

A wide grin spread across Bella’s lips as she caught on. As silly as it was, she seemed more than willing to play along with my game. Her hands slid from her breasts down to her slender waist where she toyed with the band of her panties, “If you don’t fuck me, I’ll have to tell Anna that you ruined my computer and tried to have your way with me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Alright, I guess you win. But, what’s in it for me?” I asked as I tossed the towel aside.

Bella strode across the room and sank to her knees between my legs and leaned in until her chin rested on the thick bulge running down my right thigh, “Well, first, we could get you out of these messy clothes. Second, I’d wash them for you like a good host. Third, I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me for about an hour or however long it takes to wash and dry your clothes.”

“Whatever I wanted, huh?”

“Anything except anal. A cock like that isn’t going in my ass,” she said without breaking eye contact.

As serious as she sounded for that split-second, I couldn’t help but laugh. It had crossed my mind, but then again, that was before I knew she would actually want to have sex.

In one last effort to try and get her to remain faithful to her wife, I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “And if I wanted to cum inside you?”

“Like, in my mouth or…”

“Your pussy, Bella,” I confirmed.

She hesitated for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, “Then you’d have to cuff me to the bed and make sure I couldn’t push you off me.”

“So it would look like I forced myself on you? No thanks,” I grumbled.

Bella tilted her head and then gently bit my cock before giggling again. She stood and turned around before putting her hands behind her back, “Not at all. If I get pregnant, it’s whatever, I’d just tell Anna it was hers and she’d keep showering me with gifts. I just want to make sure I have a good time if I’m going to take a chance like that. From what I hear, being pregnant makes you crave cock more than anything else.”

I reached forward and roughly grabbed her by her wrists and pulled her into my lap. The momentum sent the chair rolling back and we thudded softly into a wall as I reached around her waist to slide my fingers into her panties. Sure enough, her pussy was drenched and I rolled her clit between my fingers as I whispered in her ear, “Sounds like you should tell your wife how helpful I was today and make sure that your computer has a few problems every so often.”

“F-Fuck, that does sound like a good idea,” she groaned.

I let go of her wrists but kept playing with her clit, “That’s a good girl. So, just cuffs or did you want something else?”

“Cuffs are fine, but I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to pull my hair, Khloe,” Bella purred.

Her hips ground against my fingers for a moment as I let myself enjoy the simple things in life, like the weight of her body as it rested on top of my cock. I knew better than to think this would ever turn out well, but I also knew that I wouldn’t have a chance like this again in my life. Fucking a rich woman’s wife while getting to skip a work day? Fuck yeah…

I pulled my hand out of her panties and pushed two of my dampened fingers into Bella’s mouth. She didn’t hesitate to start sucking on them. “Get your cute ass off me so I can strip,” I said in a gruff tone.

Bella hopped off my lap and I reached down to untie my shoes before tossing them aside. After I unbuttoned my pants, I spoke softly, “Take them off while I take care of my shirt and bra, baby.”

She got back down on her knees for a second time and pulled my jeans and panties down to my ankles. Before I even finished unbuttoned my shirt, Bella’s warm lips took the head of my cock into her mouth. I let out a soft moan as I leaned forward so that I could take off my shirt.

Draping it over her shoulder, I sighed and put my hand on the back of her head, “We could always skip washing my clothes if you wanted to stay on your knees.”

Bella slid a hand up my leg and wrapped it around my cock and started quickly stroking me as she pulled her mouth away from my thick crown with a loud pop. “I don’t want to waste all morning on you, Khloe,” she said. Her hand twisted slightly as she stroked me, working my shaft so fucking wonderfully as she whispered, “So either cuff me to the bed and fuck me or let me swallow your cum. Either way, I want to get back to my computer soon.”

“What happened to letting me do whatever I wanted to you?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and mumbled, “I tasted your cock?”

“You know, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that.”

Bella didn’t say anything as she leaned back in and gave my cock a quick kiss. As desperately as I wanted her to keep blowing me, I’d much rather fuck her than cum down her throat. Possibly knocking up my boss’s wife wasn’t something I was going to miss out on.

“Get the cuffs, Bella.”

She shot off like an arrow. Bella’s upper half disappeared under the bed and a few seconds later, a heavy box slid out from underneath the bed’s frame and she wiggled her hips at me. “C-Cuff me and put me on the bed. A-And dirty names are a plus if you’re cool with that,” she called out.

For someone that seemed so confident just moments ago, she sure seemed like she’d lost her nerve. Maybe she really didn’t get what she wanted all that much. Maybe that was why she was letting her wife’s employee scratch some itches that she had. That line of thinking did make me feel a tiny bit better about what I was about to do to her.

I opened the unlocked toy box and ignored the impressive collection of dildos. While I certainly wouldn’t have minded stretching her ass so that she could take my cock, she’d already agreed to satisfy a craving of mine. Impregnation wasn’t a casual thing, having this stranger willing to take that risk was something I didn’t want to miss out on by testing my limits even further. I grabbed the heavy steel cuffs and the set of keys that went with them and shut the box.

Her hands were crossed behind her back again and I didn’t hesitate to cinch the cuffs around her wrists. I grabbed the chain that connected the cuffs and pulled her from underneath the bed. Bella let out a gasp and whimpered for a moment, but she didn’t ask me to stop the rough treatment. I figured she had to be something of a masochist, but I wasn’t going to get too abusive with her. As much fun as it could be, leaving marks on her would definitely let her wife know what we did.

After pulling her to her feet, Bella turned her blushing face away from me and mumbled, “T-Take my panties off.”

I was about to, but hearing her suggest that made me not want to. Fuck it, she wasn’t going to get her way with me. Or was this some kind of reverse psychology bullshit?

Either way, I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her over the side of the bed, “I don’t take orders from sluts.”

Instead of her trying to kick me in the balls, she let out a soft moan and nodded her head. “S-Sorry, Mistress!”

“Well, that was easy. I thought you’d need to be spanked before you started acting like a good whore for me,” I purred and let my hands run over her ass. Taking her panties off would have made things easier for me, but I didn’t really care about easy right now. I just wanted to get off…

Bella buried her face in the bed and let her hips grind against the bed as if that would help satiate the burning lust between her thighs. It wouldn’t. But I could help.

I let my left hand’s fingers slide into the gusset of her panties and I pulled them aside before speaking softly, “Tell me you want my cock, Bella. Tell me that your wife isn’t good enough for you.”

There was a moment of pause before Bella turned her head to the side and whispered, “P-Please fuck me, K-Khloe.”

“That isn’t all I asked you to do, slut,” I growled.

She balled her fists up and shook her head, “I-I can’t say it.”

I pulled my hand out of her panties and moved both of them to her lower back and gently rubbed, “Hey, you don’t have to. I was getting a little carried away, that was fucked up of me. If you want to stop, just say so, sweetie.”

“I don’t want to stop, please don’t stop, but leave Anna out of it, okay?” she asked.

As happy as I was to hear her say that, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt. Even though Bella was cheating on her wife, she still cared enough about the woman to not say things just for the sake of turning me on. I could respect that… hell, Bella was a better woman than I was.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of Bella’s panties and slid them down to her knees. Without so much as another word, I guided my cock to Bella’s soaked entrance and eased myself into her tight pussy. For all of my bravado, I couldn’t hold back the low moan that poured out of me as I pushed deeper into Bella. She was so damn tight, so perfect, and having sex with her on her wife’s bed felt so damn wrong. But that was what made her cunt feel so damn right around my cock.

Bella’s quiet moans turned into hissing gasps as I pushed further into her. She wasn’t joking, her wife wasn’t anywhere close to my size and while I couldn’t complain, Bella must have felt like she was being split in two. Still, she didn’t ask me to stop and I wasn’t going to until my balls nestled against her pussy.

I ran a hand through Bella’s hair and took a firm grip before pulling her toward me, “Is this what you wanted, slut?”

“F-Fuck yes!” she cried out. “D-Don’t go easy on me!”

I could hear the pain in her voice, but I didn’t deny her. With one vicious stroke, I bottomed out inside her and reveled in the high-pitched scream she let out. If she wanted me to be rough with her, I’d happily do that. Of all the women I fucked, I rarely got to go at a pace that I wanted. It was always dependent on how much they could handle and this little slut wanted it all.

My grip tightened and I forced her back to arch as I started pumping into her. Each stroke came harder than the last and Bella’s grunts turned into pleasured moans within moments. I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t enjoying the moans more than the groans. I hated hurting people, even if my cock’s size tended to do that more often than not.

As our hips clapped together in an ever-increasing pace, I found myself hoping that Bella was enjoying herself as much as I was. While she probably wanted me to ignore her pleasure, I couldn’t. I slid my free hand around to her chest and pulled her bra up to free her breasts. My fingers teased her nipple as I kept slamming my cock into her.

“Are you going to cum for me, slut?” I growled down at her.

“F-Fuck, I-I’m already c-close,” she managed to whimper out.

I pinched her nipple and forced my hips to work faster. I needed her to finish. If I was going to be the person she cheated on her wife with, I needed her to enjoy herself as much as possible. Especially if she was going to let me breed her tight cunt.

Bella’s pussy clenched around my cock just as she let out another ear-piercing scream, this one borne of pleasure rather than pain. And then came the gush of her juices onto my cock and the bed beneath her. A rich, flowery scent flooded the room as her orgasm burst out of her with an intensity I’d never experienced before.

I wished that I could have held out a little longer, that I could pretend that I wasn’t nearly as shocked by her body’s reaction as I was. But I couldn’t.

My balls tightened and I untangled my hand from her hair and reached around her torso to pull her tight against me as I bottomed out in her one last time. The ecstasy coursing through me was too much to take and with her pussy still quivering around my cock, the first of many ropes of my thick cum shot into her fertile depths. Her soft whimpering moans accompanied my own sounds of pleasure as I filled her with as much seed as I could.

I tried to be the tough woman she seemed to want, but I wasn’t that woman. Collapsing on top of her, I kissed her neck a few times before I whispered, “I-I don’t want to go.”

“T-Then stay for a bit. W-We can still wash your clothes and I wouldn’t mind if you ate me out while I played some games,” she purred.

“That sounds perfect, B-Bella,” I said.

She let out a weak giggle and shook her hips with my cock still inside her, “Maybe it was a good thing that you learned my name, Khloe.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I think we’re going to spend a lot more time together,” Bella whispered.

I ran my hand down her side and slowly pulled out of her, “I’d love that.”

“So would Anna,” Bella purred.

“W-What?” I asked, somewhat shocked.

“You thought this was random?” Bella asked. “What kind of woman would let her wife answer the door in lingerie? And why would Anna let someone like you into our home if she didn’t know what you’d end up doing?”

Here I was, thinking I’d had the day of my life and this little brat was telling me that it was all planned. Well, I wasn’t going to complain too much. I kissed Bella’s shoulder and mumbled, “And here I was thinking I was the slut…”

“You’ve got all day to be my slut,” Bella purred.

“Isn’t that backwards?”

“Is it?”
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