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Chapter One

The party was in full swing. Drinks had been flowing for a few hours and the dancefloor was a mess of heaving bodies. 

My husband had decided that trying to get his next promotion was more important than keeping me company. He’d left me alone and gone outside with his boss and the rest of the yes men he considered his friends. 

I sipped my prosecco and promised myself that it would be the last of Paul’s work parties that I would ever attend. Arse licking, back stabbing, and shit music was not my idea of a fun night out. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d had a fun night out, and I swallowed the last of my drink in one long gulp, in an attempt to lift my spirits just a little. 

“Would you like another?” 

I turned to my left and my heart fluttered. Bradley Taylor was standing next to me, towering over me and pointing at my empty glass. 

“Urm… yes, why not. Thank you, Bradley. I’ll have a prosecco please.” 

Bradley turned to the barman and ordered our drinks before turning his attention back to me. “Where’s Paul?” he asked, leaning on the bar next to me, raising his voice just enough to be heard over the eighties classic hits that had been assaulting my ears all night. Suddenly, the decade that I’d grown up in was cool again, and for some reason it made me mad. The eighties had been a nightmare for me, and knowing that people of Bradley’s age all thought it was a golden era, pissed me off. Maybe I was just a bitter forty-something. That was probably

nearer the truth. 

I pulled my fresh drink in front of me, and smiled my thanks. “Paul is outside smoking fat cigars with your boss, Bradley. A bad habit that he only partakes in when he’s in the company of Mister Hills.” 

Bradley sipped his beer and licked his lips. Christ he was good looking. Young and good looking. “Yeah,” he said, “Paul likes to be in with the in crowd.” 

“And you don’t?” 

Bradley laughed. “Emma,” he said, his eyes boring into mine, “I couldn’t give a fuck about working here. I couldn’t give a fuck about being promoted or any of that shit. I enjoy playing rugby on a weekend, getting drunk, and flirting with fit women like you.” 

I rolled my eyes. Bradley was a young man who’d drank too much. A very attractive young man, but I wasn’t going to take his compliments too seriously. 

“Come off it, Bradley,” I smiled, “I’m old enough to be your mother. You’re wearing your beer goggles.” 

Bradley moved closer to me, the muscles below his rolled up shirt sleeves tensing, and his deep spicy aftershave filling my nostrils, reminding me of Christmas for some strange subconscious reason. “I may be younger than you, Emma, but believe me when I say that you’re an attractive woman, a very attractive woman.” 

His hand brushed mine and I shuddered. The last time a man as young and handsome as Bradley had come onto me had been in the eighties. When I’d been around the same age as he was now. I moved my hand away slowly, aware of the goose bumps that had tracked along my forearm. I dropped my eyes briefly, breaking the intense stare we were locked in. “That’s enough, Bradley,” I said, returning my eyes to his. “I’m a happily married woman and you’re… what? 

Nineteen?” 

Bradley gave me a smile, a smile that hardened my nipples. “Twenty in two weeks’ time, actually. Anyway, Mrs. Happily Married Woman, where is your husband? Outside with the other idiots, while you’re in here alone. That’s not how a husband should treat his wife. I think you should let me show you a good time, Emma.” 

Normally I’d have made my excuses and left. Normally though, I wasn’t three quarters through a bottle of prosecco, and being chatted up by a young rugby playing hunk. “What sort of good time did you have in mind?” 

The second the words were past my lips, I knew I’d gone too far. I’d never flirted with another man in my ten-year marriage. Guilt flooded my stomach and my mouth dried up. 

His hand touched mine again and I let it stay where it was. “You know, Emma. 

The sort of good time that people have at an office party. I was thinking that I could take you to another room and fuck you senseless. Fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. While your husband carries on licking arse outside -- I could lick your cunt. How’s that sound?” 

I moistened my lips with a quick swipe of my tongue. “You’re very confident, Bradley. I’ll give you that.” 

His fingers traced a line along my wrist. “Let’s just say I can afford to be. I’m very well endowed, and women tell me that I know how to use it too.” 

I glanced across the room and through the window. Paul was tilting his head backwards mid laugh, with a large cigar between his fingers. The cigar was bigger than what he had in his trousers, and I felt my clit throb. Jesus. I was considering fucking Bradley, in my husband’s place of work. While my husband was there. 

“Really?” I said, the pulse between my legs growing stronger, and my nipples making shapes in my thin black dress. 

“Really. I could make you scream, Emma.” He swallowed the last of his beer and moved his face close to my head, his breath hot on my ear as he whispered. 

“I’m going to leave the room through the door to the stairs. I’ll wait for you on the first floor. Follow me if you want to be fucked the way you deserve to be.” 

He stroked my wrist once more and left my side, striding across the room, his formidable bulk carving a path through the crowd of drunken people. 

The door to the stairs swung closed behind him, and I looked around the room. 

No one was casting accusing glances in my direction, no one was running towards Paul to tell him I’d been flirting. No one had seen the interaction between Bradley and myself. I could just let Bradley go, and join my husband outside, and nobody would be any the wiser. 

My brain had ceased to be in control of my body though. Passion coursed through my veins as I crossed the room towards the door Bradley had used. My panties were wet against my skin, and my hard nipples begged to be released from their silky fabric prison. I was as horny as a teenager, and I was going to get fucked… and to hell with the consequences. Animal lust had replaced any morals or sense of right and wrong that I possessed. The urge to fuck a young stud was burning hot within me. 

I pushed through the swing door and made my way up the stairs, the chorus to Come on Eileen becoming quieter the higher I climbed. 

I reached the first floor landing and looked left and right. I’d never been there before. I’d never seen where my husband worked, and I felt like an intruder. 

A head appeared out of a doorway in the corridor to my right. “This way, Emma,” said Bradley in a low voice. “Come in here.” 

I should have turned around. I should have gone back downstairs and drank more prosecco, I should have demanded that Paul paid me attention. I should have done a lot of things, but the twist of pleasure that tingled between my legs led me down the corridor towards Bradley, and towards my first ever time of cheating on anyone. 

Bradley gazed down at me with a lustful smile. “Come on in,” he said, standing aside and checking the corridor for people before closing the door behind us. 

The room we were in was somebody’s office. A desk took up nearly the full length of one wall and a leather sofa and a seat completed the furnishings. A

plant stood in the corner, and photos dotted the walls. 

It was the framed photo on the desk that made me gasp though. It was a photo of me and Paul. I was in my husband’s office. 

“What the hell, Bradley?” I said, turning to face him. “This is Paul’s office.” 

Bradley crossed the space between us, and grabbed my wrist with a large hand. 

He pulled my hand towards his crotch and forced me to feel what bulged beneath his trousers. “You can leave if you want,” he said, moving his face towards mine, his lips parting and his eyes locked onto mine. 

Time passed slowly. The huge throbbing shape beneath the palm of my hand felt formidable and powerful, and it was hard to believe it was a cock. It was certainly like no cock I’d ever felt before, and it was definitely not like my husband’s little dick. 

Fears and doubts tumbled around my mind as Bradley’s mouth neared mine, and I filtered them one by one, always arriving at the same conclusion – you want this, Emma. Give yourself to him. 

The cock beneath my hand gave a powerful jerk, and my lust boiled over. I kissed the young stud, sighing as his tongue probed my mouth and his hands explored my back. The desperation of youth was evident in his movements as he moved a hand down my belly and between my legs, forcing it under the hem of my skirt. He was young, he was horny, and foreplay was definitely not on his mind. 

I gave myself to him, opening my legs just enough to allow him unhindered access. My fingers closed around his fat shaft, and he moaned into my mouth, pushing his cock hard against my hand. 

My pussy throbbed as he wriggled his hand up my thigh, forcing himself ever closer to my desperate sex. I sighed as his fingers brushed my panties and he moved them aside, pushing two thick fingers into my tight hole, making my cheating complete. I had been entered my another man while my husband smoked cigars a floor below me, and my cunt flooded with juice as my excitement grew. 

My hand slid along Bradley’s long shaft, and the young man slid his fingers from inside me and took a step backwards, fumbling with his belt and trousers. I watched with baited breath as he revealed his lower body, tossing his clothes onto my husband’s leather sofa. 

“Wow,” I said, as he removed his shirt and I could see him in all his beautiful glory. 

He was a true specimen of masculinity. Like the men I’d seen of the covers of magazines, like the men that women lust after and dream about. Not like the man whose office I was about to fuck the stud in, not like my pathetic husband. 

Every muscle in Bradley’s body was trained and prominent beneath his olive skin. His stomach rippled as he moved and his forearms bulged with tight strength. It was what reared between his legs that captured my total attention, and made me hoist up my dress and slide my panties down my legs in a state of pure sexual desire. I had to have it inside me. 

His cock was wide and long. As long as a tube of crisps, and as fat as a butternut squash. I’d never seen anything like it, and as it throbbed before him, I took a step closer to him, beginning to understand what worshipping cock really meant. 

I wanted to get on my knees before Bradley, and show him the respect he deserved. I wanted to worship his thick powerful dick. 

Bradley smiled as I knelt before him, and he groaned as I took his shaft in my hand and stroked it gently. My fingers had no chance of encircling him, and his huge size made my hand look tiny. 

I place my other hand above the first, and used both of them to make long slow strokes along his length. The shape of fat veins and the throbs of excitement beneath my skin caused juice to dribble from my eager hole and coat my thighs, and I could take no more. I needed him inside me, any hole would do at that moment in time. 

I opened my mouth as wide as I could, and took him inside. Pre-cum dribbled onto my tongue and I swallowed it greedily, allowing Bradley to push himself further into my face as he placed a big hand on the back of my head and held me in position. 

He grunted and groaned as I took him down my throat, struggling to breathe but enjoying the feeling of being overwhelmed by a cock. Thoughts of Paul’s little dick made me smile, and my lips stung as more of Bradley’s fat shaft forced them back into a wide O shape. 

The young man began fucking my face, with slow short movements at first until I grabbed his heavy balls in my hand and squeezed them. It was like controlling

a horse with reins. I used Bradley’s balls to tell him what I wanted him to do. I pulled them away from my face to make him withdraw from my mouth, and tugged them sharply towards me when I wanted him deep in my throat. 

Bradley obliged my demands. He fucked my face hard, torrents of saliva spilling from my mouth and landing on my husband’s thick woollen rug beneath me. His heavy balls battered my chin with strong slaps that made a loud thwacking sound, and the scent of his aftershave mixed with his musky manliness sent me over the edge. I needed him in my cunt, and I needed it right there and then. 

I slipped him from my mouth and stood up. I pulled the top of my dress down to meet the hem around my waist and tugged my bra off, casting it aside onto Paul’s desk. 

With a wink I turned to my husband’s desk and bent over it, turning the photo of my husband and I so I could study it as Bradley fucked me. “Fuck me with that beautiful cock,” I said, turning to glance over my shoulder. “Give it to me hard, you big bastard.” 

Bradley winked, but instead of feeding me his cock he knelt behind me, and I squealed as his tongue drilled into my arsehole. His hands gripped my buttocks firmly and he spread them wide as he burrowed further inside me, his tongue hot and his spit running down my crack. 

My legs trembled as he pushed two fingers into my cunt, and began finger fucking me. I clenched my teeth and scrunched up my face as he toyed with both of my holes, teasing and pleasuring me, and making me beg for his cock. 

“Please, Bradley,” I moaned, my tits squashed flat against the cold wood of Paul’s desk, “fuck me. Fuck me hard.” 

Bradley groaned, his warm breath spreading across my arse and his fingers digging deep into my wet cunt. I wriggled my arse and sighed as he pushed his tongue deeper. My fingers clasped the edge of the desk and I gazed at the photo as Paul’s young work colleague ate my tight hole. 

Orgasmic sensations began rising in my belly, and my pussy tightened on Bradley’s probing fingers. He must have sensed my impending climax and he stood up, leaving me frustrated and desperate to be filled. 

I spread my legs wider as he moved behind me, his cock brushing my arse and then the hot entrance to my cunt. My swollen lips spread as he pushed and I bit my bottom lip as his big head penetrated me. The first strange cock I’d had in over a decade was inside me and it was sublime. 

Bradley pushed into me slowly, allowing my juice to coat his cock as he began speeding up, his breathing loud and his hands gripping my arse tight. 

My pussy stung as he slipped further inside me, the fat shaft of his cock opening me wider than I’d ever been and the thick veins that throbbed with excited blood massaging the stretched walls of my cunt. 

“You’re tight,” he moaned as he pushed deeper. “Tight and wet.” 

“Yes,” I gasped, “and you’re fucking huge. Bigger than any man I’ve ever known.” 

Bradley slapped my arse and my flesh warmed. “Yes,” I gasped. 

He hit me again as his throbbing dick pushed further inside me than any man had been before, stimulating nerves that I never knew I had, bringing me increasingly closer to coming. 

He slapped me once more and I screamed, as with one powerful thrust, Bradley gave me all he had, his big balls slapping my tender clit and his cock jerking inside me. 

“Oh god,” I sighed, “I’m going to come soon, Bradley. Make me come on your big dick.” 

The big man pulled out almost all the way before ramming himself back in. Over and over he impaled me on his fat length, his hand slapping me and his balls striking my flesh with each stroke. 

I glanced at the photo, and my clit quivered as the first twists of an orgasm spread through my groin. My legs buckled and Bradley slipped a hand under my belly to hold my weight, lifting me onto tiptoe and pummelling me harder as I came. 

“Fuck!” I screamed, “fuck!” 

His hand struck my buttock again and my orgasm blossomed. I’d never come so hard and I moaned as juice gushed from my stretched hole and ran in a torrent of sticky warmth down my trembling legs. 

“A squirter!” said Bradley, his cock sliding in and out of me, fast and hard. 

I couldn’t reply. My whole body trembled and my words became moans. I wanted to scream that I’d never squirted before, that it was his gorgeous cock that had made it happen, that I never wanted the moment to end, but I couldn’t. I rode the wave of ecstasy and allowed orgasm after orgasm to turn me into a writhing, bucking whore. 

I knocked the photo over with a flailing arm, and listened to the squelches and sucking sounds that emanated from between my thighs. Bradley was fucking me properly. In my mid-forties I was finally feeling what it really felt like to be taken by a man. A real man, a man who would rather fuck a woman than stand in the cold outdoors smoking cigars with the rest of the yes men. A man who had made me squirt for the first time, a man whose seed I wanted deep inside me. 

“Dirty slut,” said Bradley, fucking me even harder. “Your husband’s downstairs and your fucking me on his desk. You cheating fucking whore.” 

My cunt exploded in twists of ecstasy and gushes of juice. My clit throbbed painfully and my legs gave way. Bradley held me up as the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced threatened to take my breath away. I gasped and moaned as my body shook and as Bradley pushed a finger into my arsehole, I clenched my jaw tight and screamed so loud that my throat hurt. 

He knew what he was doing and I wished that Paul had what Bradley had; a huge cock and the confidence to use it properly. 

My voice came back to me. “Promise me this won’t be the last time,” I whimpered. “promise me you’ll fuck me again, Bradley.” 

Bradley pushed deep inside me and held my waist tight. His thighs trembled on my arse checks and I knew what was coming next. “I’ll fuck you whenever you want, you dirty bitch,” he grunted as his cock erupted inside me and his balls jettisoned their load of hot virile seed. 

Sperm splattered my depths and I came again as the hot liquid coated my insides. I closed my eyes tight and concentrated on the boiling gushes that hit me deep, wanting his cum so far in me that it would never come out. My basic sexual instincts had taken over, and I knew that I would do anything to please the alpha male who had finally shown me what it was to be a woman. 

Finally, Bradley emptied his balls inside me, and with a long slow stroke withdrew himself from me, his cum spilling from my sore hole in a river that dripped to the floor below me. I moved a hand between my thighs and scooped up a handful of his sperm, greedily taking it to my mouth and devouring every last drop, licking my fingers clean and relishing the waves of delight that still spread their warm tendrils throughout me. 

Bradley collapsed on the sofa behind me, spent and satisfied, and I slumped next to him, his seed dribbling from me onto the leather. 

I placed a hand on his thigh and he shudder. “Thank you,” I said, kissing his bulging bicep. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had.” 

He put an arm around my shoulder and pulled me close. “You’d better get back downstairs,” he said, “Paul might come looking for you. I’ll clean up the mess here.” 

I dressed quickly, my arse cheeks stinging from the spanking and my clit too sensitive to touch. 

“Thank you, Bradley,” I said as I opened the door. 

“Until next time,” he said. 

I knew there would be a next time. I’d tasted the sweet honey of real sex and I wanted more. 


****

Paul was still standing outside as I weaved a path through the revellers. The music had progressed into the twenty first century and people were beginning to leave. 

“Emma!” he said as I approached. “I’m sorry, I got carried away talking to Mister H—” 

MR. Hills cut him off. “Paul…” he said in a jokey tone. 

Paul laughed. “Sorry! I got carried away speaking to… Clive.” 

I wanted to roll my eyes. My husband was really licking Clive’s arse. Instead, I slipped an arm through my husband’s. “That’s okay,” I said, “I’ve really enjoyed myself.” 

“Good,” said Paul. 

A large man joined us outside and my heart fluttered as Paul introduced him to me. “Emma, this is Bradley. If he keeps his nose down and his work output high, there’ll be a bright future for him here.” 

Bradley smiled and took my hand, kissing it with the lips that had recently tasted my arsehole. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Emma,” he said. 

The End
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