
        
            
                
            
        

    
Girls on Top

By Peter Speed


Welcome

Welcome to Girls on Top – three erotic short stories featuring women who know EXACTLY what they want.

The three stories are unrelated but they have a similar them – alpha women who call the shots rather than the transparent males who hanker after them.

The three books – MILF and the Old Man, The Bridesmaid Sex Bet and Seducing the Boss’s Daughter – were all released last year.

Sit back, relax and enjoy.

And let the women take control.


MILF and 

the Old Man


Chapter One: Setting the scene

My name is Chloe Jones. I'm 27 and a very happily married woman.

This is my world.

My husband James and I have been a couple since meeting in the first year of university, going back almost a decade. 

We have a wonderful little boy, two-year-old Harry, who is the apple of our eye.

Away from family life, I work as a senior sales manager for a digital marketing agency – a career that I love with a passion.

So, that's me in a nutshell. 

Oh, one other thing you should probably know too.

I'm obsessed with fucking old men. And I mean really old. 

My minimum age requirement for a one night stand is 75 years old. Forget youthful exuberance. You can’t beat the feel of real experience.

I can't get enough, it's like an addiction.

And you did read correctly earlier – I am happily married. 

Let me explain...


Chapter Two: Our story

James watched as I moved back up from underneath the covers to lay my head on the pillow next to him.

It was the third blow job I'd given him that week, swallowing his load each time.

Ever heard the old saying 'The perfect woman – slave on the kitchen, whore in the bedroom'? 

That's me to a tee.

But I'd like to pretend I'm a saint but life isn't that simple.

James is unwell. 

Wait, hold on. One of the main faults in my character is the uncanny ability to underplay absolutely any situation.

Let me rephrase. James is terminally ill. 

He has a rare breathing condition that is life-limiting. The disease is progressive, meaning his health only gets worse as time goes on. 

He has changed completely since we met almost ten years ago.

Back then, James was the life and soul of the party. 

He wasn't exactly handsome and his slim build belied his long-term health issues, which have been with him since birth.

But he had a cheeky smile and long, floppy blonde hair. Life was never dull with James, or JJ, as his less imaginative friends dubbed him.

Ill or not, he ticked all my boxes straight away.

Without being too big-headed, I chose James – not the other way round. Believe me, I wasn't short of offers.

I'm blonde with long curly hair, 5ft 7" tall and am pretty proud of my shapely figure. 

A deep-rooted love of horse-riding during my teenage years thankfully provided me with a nicely shaped backside, which looks great in a bikini. 

And my 34C chest has always been a hit with the opposite sex too.

Like I said, I had plenty of offers but had eyes only for James. As you can probably imagine, it didn't take me long to get him into bed.

We were at it like rabbits, day and night. James was insatiable for sex and, believe me, I tried to keep up.

I never had a huge sex drive and never even considered masturbating in those early days of my sexual journey.

But James definitely lit a fire in me, fanning a mixture of sexual desires that will never now be doused.

However, as time has gone on, James has been less and less able to make love to me. His breathing capacity has dwindled and, as a result, so has our love-making.

And since the arrival of our boy, our sex life is almost non-existent.

I still suck him off regularly but James can no longer repay the favour. 

He has no problem sustaining an erection himself but struggles for air almost all of the time. Even a small intimacy like French kissing can be difficult. 

And that makes foreplay for me near impossible.

I love him dearly and have never once considered taking a lover while he is still here with me.

I swear that's completely true. 

However, James had a proposal for me – a filthy but intriguing plan. 

And it was one that would change both of our lives forever.


Chapter Three: The proposal

I was busy wiping his spunk off my chin and placing my boobs back inside my purple vest top when James began to speak.

"Thanks, Beautiful."

He smiled at me, prompting me to grin back and gently kiss him on his forehead.

"I hate not been able to give you pleasure. It tears me apart."

His eyes were welling up with emotion and he was struggling to talk without choking on his tears. 

He rarely cried so to see my husband so emotional set alarm bells ringing in my head.

I opened my mouth to offer words of comfort but he raised his hand, indicating he wanted to continue the conversation without interruption. 

I kept quiet and waited. He was very particularly about manner.

He took a deep breath and continued looking deep into my eyes: "I've been thinking about this situation long and hard. 

“Unless I get lucky enough to have a transplant, then we're never going to have full sex again."

James had been on the waiting list for a lung transplant for more than a year. 

Apart from a couple of false alarms that had done nothing but fleetingly raise our hopes, there had been no sign of the life-saving operation.

James' time was running out. 

If the transplant didn't materialise soon, James would no longer be strong enough to undergo the operation.

"Don't say that," I replied, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice.

"I’m just being honest, Lo." 

He had called me Lo from the first night we met. 

My husband was the only person I knew who felt compelled by the need to shorten a five letter name like Chloe.

"We need to face facts. I've been thinking a great deal about this so hear me out."

Concerned at the seriousness of his tone, I slipped my hand into his and waited patiently. 

"I love you, Lo, and, for that reason, I don't want you missing out on anything... and certainly not because of me.”

He looked at me with those beautiful blue eyes. "We've always had a great sex life. I still do, to be fair."

He shot me his trademark grin, knowing only too well that it was a weak spot for me.

I poked him in the ribs playfully, urging him to continue.

"But I can't satisfy you anymore. I know that. 

“As a result, I'm happy for you to take someone else into our bed. 

"You don't deserve to be celibate before you’re 30 simply because I struggle to breathe."

My reaction was split. 

My heart was breaking – I realised the enormous sacrifice that my beloved husband was willing to make to keep my happy.

He really was everything to me. 

However I couldn’t ignore the other sensations in my body. 

My stomach had butterflies as he spoke. I had never considered cheating on James but I admit that recently I had begun to crave sexual attention.  

I missed the closeness that a lover provides.

My mind immediately flashed to Gareth, my boss with his expensive aftershave and designer suits. 

I'd turned him down flat at last year's Christmas party but I was certain he'd jump at the chance of a quick roll in the hay with me on a regular basis. 

I stopped myself as the naughty thoughts began to swirl. 

Not once had I ever seriously considered Gareth as a potential fuck buddy, despite his suggestive banter and attempts to get me drunk every chance he got. 

Now I was already beginning to plan an affair with him – only seconds after my sick husband had planted the seeds of extramarital sex in my mind.

Was I really that desperate for a one-off mindless fuck?

James, however, had his own specific thoughts on the type of man who should be sharing my bed in the future.

"I'm happy for you to bed another man, or woman if you wish,” he continued.

"However I'm not looking to become a full cuckold or anything like that. 

“I don't want to be belittled or integrally involved in your sexual relationship. 

“I'm happy to meet whoever you choose and I'm sure there will be times when I'll want to know the saucy details but, essentially, this can be your game, your play."

He looked at me to see if I had any questions. 

I nodded at him, encouraging him to finish. 

"My second and final request is non-negotiable. I love you and don't want to lose you. 

“I will find this whole situation much easier if it's purely about sex. Romantic entanglements will only make things more difficult for us.

"I'd hate you to meet someone and fall in love with them underneath my nose, while I'm sitting here helpless.

"As a result, I think we should have an age limit on potential partners. 

“Basically, you can sleep with anyone you like, Lo, as long as they're 75 or older. 

“Does that sound fair?"


Chapter Four: The decision

I struggled to sleep after James' indecent proposal. 

He, of course, slept like a log, falling asleep the moment his head hit the pillow.

My head was spinning with the possibilities facing me.

Could I really break my wedding vows even with James' permission?

Did I really find grey-haired old wrinklies remotely sexy? 

And how would I even go about finding one, apart from lurking around tea dances, bingo halls or wherever else those golden oldies spent their time?

As I lay in bed running through the possibilities, I realised my pyjama shorts were wet. I was excited simply thinking about sleeping with another man. 

James was right, I realised.

I was a highly sexed woman, who has certain needs. 

I couldn’t continue with this life of near celibacy, turning only to masturbation on a regular basis to quench my desires.

It was clear that, in some ways, I was already beginning to resent James for being unable to fulfil my personal needs. 

At one time, I couldn’t wait to get my lips around his six-inch cock. 

I took pride in making him orgasm almost as soon as I got my head bobbing on his penis, my fellatio technique being honed to near perfection.

Nowadays, it was more of a chore – and James knew it. 

I still pleasured him, of course, but the excitement had been absent for some time.

I’m sorry for being selfish. I guess that’s the way I’m wired. 

Without getting any sexual gratification back, sucking off my husband every week was becoming a drag.

It was fairly obvious that I needed a long, hard pounding. 

My pussy began to throb at the very thought of becoming sexually active once more. 

As my mind wandered, I slipped a finger inside my silk pyjama bottoms and lazily stroked my clit. 

My folds were already dripping wet simply thinking about the idea of taking a lover.

James and Harry were by far the most important things in my life. I knew I’d never ever leave James, particularly as his health worsened.

However I was still a young woman. 

Playful banter at the office had seen me christened as “The Office Milf” by some of the more playful writers in the agency. 

Being a career focused professional, I’d shrugged it off with a laugh. 

Deep down though, I was thrilled that men still found me sexy. 

James’ idea of taking an old man as a lover had ignited something inside of me. I agreed with him – I didn’t want to find a replacement for him.

I just wanted to get laid. 

If James insisted it had to be an older man, someone who was almost my grandfather’s age, then so be it.

As long as he had the stamina to keep up with me and my sexual appetite, then some pensioner was about to get lucky. 

Real lucky.

I shuddered as I reached a swift orgasm, my fingers caressing the sweet spot with expert efficiency. 

I drifted off to sleep thinking about grey hair and big firm hands gripping my sex-starved body.


Chapter Five: The search

The following morning, James and I did not mention the conversation that we’d had the previous evening.

It was my day-off from the office (I worked a four-day week after the company agreed to allow me to spend extra time with James due to his worsening condition). 

I dropped Harry at nursery and returned home, full of excitement.

I found James at the computer. 

He’d been busy already, looking at websites that specialise in matching old men with younger women for discreet liaisons.

And he hadn’t stopped there. 

He’d set up an account and even published some of the private, racy pictures that he had taken of me a couple of months ago.

They were anonymous – as far as you could not see my face or identify me – but they revealed almost all of my hidden bumps and curves.

I was wearing a pink bra and G-string, snapped in all manner of poses – bending over to give a full view of my ass, pushing my boobs together in a close up and crawling on the bed without the bra on, erect nipples on full show.

I gasped in surprise when I saw them onscreen and gave him a playful thump on the arm. I did look pretty hot in them though.

This mad proposal really was going to happen.

James had not been messing around.

He laughed but his tone was stern when he spoke. 

“I was serious, Lo. This is where we’ll find what we’re looking for. 

“I think it will be best if we choose a selection of candidates rather than just relying on one. 

“It’ll be better for everyone if there’s no relationship building, just pure sex.

“If you pick one person and keep going back to them for more, that’s when bonds begin to form – and we’ll be in trouble before you know it.”

I was stunned. 

“So you want me to sleep around with multiple partners? Like some teenage slut going out looking for a good time on a Friday and Saturday night?”

James turned away from the screen to look at me. “I just want to see you sexually satisfied. I think you deserve that.”

“Do I?” I reached out and began massage his cock through his trousers. It was rock hard before I had even touched it. 

He was getting off on this, almost as much as I was.

“I’ve written a description for you. Change it if you like, but I think it ticks all of the boxes for us.”

I looked at the text box beneath the pictures, the one that featured the close-up of my ass being selected as the profile picture for everyone to see. 

If only the office boys could see me know, I thought to myself, as I began reading the description that James had typed out for me.

“Extra horny 20-something MILF seeks an older man for no-strings discreet times. Husband understands situation. I love giving and receiving oral and would ideally like to meet a well-hung individual for a one-night stand. However, please note, I am only interested in men aged 75 and older. If you are younger than this, then I’m not interested. Am willing to travel or accommodate.”

“Oh. My. God.” 

I was appalled. I sounded like a gutter whore. 

“You can’t seriously expect us to meet anyone who I’d want to sleep with from an advert like this?”

James smirked, expecting my reaction. 

“You watch. The replies will come streaming in. All we have to do is still back and wait. Then we’ll sift through the potentials and decide which one is going to get lucky.”

I slipped my hand inside his pants. My husband appeared to love the whole situation, judging by the state of his penis.

“OK,” I said reluctantly. “Let’s give it a try and see what turns up. 

“No-one else can know about this, James. I mean it. My career would never recover.”

The smile instantly faded from his face. 

“You think I want to tell anyone that I’m encouraging my gorgeous wife to sleep with pensioners?!” 

His tone was incredulous.

I retreated immediately, realising I’d overstepped the mark and had managed to upset him with such clumsy wording.

“Sorry, Baby, of course not. I just want us to be careful. Let’s make the account live and see who is interested in becoming my sex toy.”

James grinned again. He always loved me talking dirty. 

I felt my hand become covered in warm fluid as he calmly ejaculated from my casual hand job.

It seemed we were both up for this as much as each other.


Chapter Six: Picking the right person

Later that evening, we’d put Harry to bed and had enjoyed a stir fry dinner before deciding to sit on the sofa together to look at potential responses.

It was beyond doubt that the whole process had been a massive turn-on for my husband. 

He had been continually aroused, breaking away from his strict regime of medication and physiotherapy to press his hard cock in my direction.

He’d pleaded with me to wear some sexy underwear for tonight’s activity, which he’d kindly dubbed “Picking the Perfect Pensioner” evening. 

I’d obliged, being the obedient little wife I am. 

I was wearing a black push-up bra and a black and white striped G-string. 

I’d trimmed my pubic hair into a neat landing strip and put on my killer six-inch black heels that I only wore for important work meetings.

A black hair-band finished off my look, pushing my curly blonde locks out of my eyes and down my back.

James whistled as I walked in and snuggled next to him on the couch. 

It had been a long time since I’d dressed sexily for him.

Tonight was special though.

“Wow. Some old fella is about to get so lucky,” he said, as he gave me a welcoming peck on the lips.

He returned back to the screen and pointed at our account’s inbox. 

It had an icon displaying unread messages – a staggering 29 of them.

My vagina tingled just looking at the number of replies on the screen. 

How could there be so many responses with such an awful – not to mention tacky – description about me and my needs?

Perhaps people are right. 

Pictures do speak louder than words. 

Whatever the reasoning, there were a lot of people who wanted to get into my knickers.

Now we just needed to find the right one – or plural, if James had his way.

First impressions didn’t look too promising. 

My advert obviously screamed “desperate” because men of all ages, shapes and sizes had got in touch.

Some were easy to discard. Just over half of the responses were under the age of 50, trying their luck to see how picky I was. 

Time-wasters, as James decreed.

A further six wannabes were either aged in their sixties or declined to send a picture of themselves so they got the boot too. 

Two more sent charming pictures of their genitals and nothing else. 

They got dumped onto the reject pile too, at my insistence. 

Did that brainless approach actually work for any of them?

That left six men to choose from. Each of the replies were aged in their mid-seventies and sent sensible responses. 

Two were married but were missing an active sex life. 

The rest were either widowers or divorcees, looking for ways to fulfil their own sexual urges. 

James was quick to point out that it was only the first day and we didn’t have to rush anything, particularly as we had very specific criteria.

One had caught my eye though. 

A man named Charles, aged 77. 

Before he retired seven years ago, he had owned a landscape gardening business.

Years of hard graft had left in him great shape physically, despite his advancing years. 

He obviously loved the sun, his body tanned brown in the holiday photos that he had sent over.

And his smile spoke volumes to me. 

He had a real twinkle in his eye – not too dissimilar from the magnet that pulled me towards James.

Charles seemed like a larger-than-life character. In other words, he was my type.

My husband watched as I clicked on Charles’ array of pictures and carefully scrolled through his message to me.

He was married but his wife had lost interest in sex. 

He had lived a celibate lifestyle for years until last year, when she finally agreed to have an open marriage – and allow him to find a sexual partner.

Charles, who boasted a full head of white hair and obviously had a passion for tacky gold jewellery, had become a regular on dating websites but had yet to find anyone to help relieve his sexual needs.

Most women his age were interested in companionship and little else. 

Charles had befriended a few of these women in the vain hope that it might lead to some action under the duvet.

Of course, it hadn’t worked, leaving Charles frustrated and back to square one.

It was then that he saw my advert and sent a message in hope rather than expectation. 

His offer to me was simple: he would take me to dinner – and my ‘special spot’ (as Charles rather craftily put it) would be the final course. 

I realised that I was breathing heavily and my nipples had become visibly erect poking through the skimpy sex undies that James had requested.

My hubbie was staring at me with a curious look upon his face, intrigued that I had become engrossed in a strange man so quickly. 

Feeling flushed and highly aroused, I didn’t mess around with my words.

“Him. He’s the man I want to fuck.”


Chapter Seven: Preparing for the date

Did I actually fancy Charles?

No, not exactly. He was fifty years older than me to start with. 

He was not unattractive. He was a big strapping man, had retained all his hair and time had definitely been kind.

But he had saggy love handles as you might expect for someone nearing the 80 mark. He also wore socks with his sandals, which made me cringe.

However, he looked powerful – a man who knew how to handle a woman like me. 

It was no good picking a wimpy, small man. They’d never the last the distance.

I needed a man with muscles. James was right – I wasn’t going online to fall in love. I just needed a good hard screwing.

And Charles was the man to do it.

James took my choice in stoic fashion. He knew that once my mind is made up, there’s very little chance of changing it.

He agreed to leave me to start chatting online with Charles while he monitored the other incoming responses. 

It turned out that I was pretty popular – there seemed to be a huge amount of interest coming in, more and more every day.

James agreed to weed out the unsuitable replies; the wrong age range, the time-wasters and the no-hopers.

Even after our stringent vetting, there were still more than 30 males who were suitable for my consideration.

Our advert, as tacky as it was, was having the desired effect.

But I had shelved all thoughts of anyone else for the time being. 

James understood – I was focused on Charles for now. 

I needed to get laid badly, and I had my eyes purely set on him.

I assured James that, as we’d agreed, it would be a one-time thing and my next conquest would be selected as soon as I’d got Charles between my legs.

I wasted no time and began messaging Charles immediately. 

We had exchanged flirty emails numerous times in the past few days. 

What he lacked in grammatical skills and witty email banter, he made up for with complimentary remarks and lavish praise.

He made me feel special.

We exchanged family pictures and got to know each other a little better. 

He was a grandfather of four and was excited about becoming a great grandfather by the turn of the year.

He enjoyed cycling and swimming – the fairly obvious reasons behind the surprisingly toned body for a man of his age – and spent his evenings either listening to folk music or down his local pub with his wife.

After listening to mine and James’ situation, he’d quizzed me at length over my sexual preferences, which I answered as honestly and as accurately as I could.

I could tell that he particularly enjoyed this part.

Did I do anal?

Was I keen on lesbian sex?

How many facials had I received?

Did I enjoy golden showers?

Which celebrity would be my ideal sexual partner?

What was more important to me – length or girth?

I have to admit I enjoyed the naughty, sexy talk immensely. 

Charles emailed me a pic – he didn’t understand how to use apps – of his manhood and it looked fine. 

It was a little smaller than I’d hoped for (probably four inches if I’m being kind) and the aged foreskin had become wrinkly over the years. 

However it looked clean and well-groomed, which were the important things. 

As long as it worked, that was all important to me.

In return I sent him a sneaky pic of my pussy, complete with an up-close image of my pierced clitoris. 

Judging by his response, this sent Charles wild. 

He was gagging to meet up already… and I wasn’t going to disappoint him.

We agreed to meet for dinner on Friday at a country pub 20 miles from where I lived. 

I assumed that was far enough away from home to bump into someone I knew and avoid any embarrassing questions that might arise.

However, I was a bit naughty too. 

I also asked Charles to meet me for a coffee one day after work – just so I could give him the once over in the flesh.

I didn’t tell James about this one. 

It was already breaking his one-time only rule but I didn’t care. I just needed to make sure Charles was not the ultimate time-waster.

We met for half-an-hour at a coffee shop near my office. 

It was Tuesday, three days before our big date.

Charles was a real gentleman, standing up from his seat when I arrived, kissing my hand gently and insisting on paying for the drinks.

He had obviously made a real effort. His white hair was slick back and he absolutely stank of cheap, unbranded aftershave. 

He was wearing a brown checked shirt and cords, very smart indeed.

Charles may have been a gentleman but he still had the old male instinct as well. 

More than once, I caught his eyes drifting over my breasts, which could be partly seen straining through the tight, white blouse I’d picked this morning.

I smiled when I caught his ogling and he looked away embarrassed. I gently put my hand on his to reassure him that I wasn’t offended.

The informal meeting was friendly and polite. 

It contained none of the smut that had been pinging back and forth over email in the past few days but it did serve to confirm to me that Charles would be the next bloke I fucked.

Despite my reservations about meeting in public, no-one gave us a second glance. 

Why should they? 

They probably thought it was a daughter buying her old pops a nice coffee. If only they knew the full story.

As we left, I went to kiss Charles goodbye on the cheek. He turned and caught me full on the lips, catching me off-guard.

His strong hands pulled me closer and his tongue delved deep into my mouth. 

Despite being in public, I gave into the kiss, sucking his tongue greedily.

He grabbed my backside through the suit trousers, rubbing his fingers along the now visible line of my black French panties.

As the kiss ended, I felt weak at the knees from desire. 

I was having trouble to stand, I wanted this old man right here and now.

Charles, seemingly ever the gentleman, held me close to allow me to recover my composure. 

I could feel his excitement against my hip. He was a randy old goat, that’s for sure.

Once I had recovered from the moment of passion, he bade me farewell, gave a sly wink and marched off in the opposite direction.

I watched him stride into the distance. 

One thing was for certain. 

I couldn’t wait to become a dirty little grandpa fucker. 


Chapter Eight: What to wear

The big date arrived and I’d agreed that James could help me decide on what to wear.

Charles had booked the table at the restaurant and had also taken the liberty of reserving a room at a nearby budget hotel.

Classy.

James and I discussed how I should play it out.

Should I drive and come back the same evening? 

Was it worth getting a cab and seeing where the night took us?

Or should I stay the whole night away, getting Charles to drop me home in the morning? 

This was alien territory for me, and it was making me nervous.

James came up with the answer. 

He would arrange for his parents to look after Harry for evening.

My boys would drop me off at the restaurant, making sure I got there safely before driving on to James' parents’ house for them to take care of our boy. 

James would then return home and be on hand to pick me up if needed. 

He was adamant though that I could stay out all night if I so wished.

I started crying as he was talking. 

My husband was such a wonderful man; I couldn't quite believe that I was going through with this.

He was everything to me but fate was cruel. 

Despite everything, my husband couldn't give me the one thing I craved.

It dawned on me how hard this must be for him, deeply wounding that sense of pride that tends to be part of the male psyche.

I held his hand and looked deeply into those big blue eyes. 

I loved him more than ever, even with the lustful thoughts about Charles continuously swirling around my mind. 

I was, in the matter of a few hours, about to break my wedding vows for the first time ever – and it was my husband's doing. 

I leant forward and planted a tender kiss on James' lips. 

As he struggles with breathing so much, our kisses are short and sharp, usually touching tongues so he can still get air in at the same time.

By the time we pulled apart, he was desperately trying to catch his breath.

"Baby, I need to get ready. Will you help me?"

James nodded. I knew he loved watching me pull on my sexy lingerie.

I'd already had a long relaxing bath, shaving and moisturising my entire body. 

I kept a small triangle of pubic hair just above my clit, making sure my love buttons would be easy for Charles to find.

I walked over to my drawer crammed full of saucy underwear. It rarely got used these days. 

Looking at James, I asked: "Which naughty little panties should I wear tonight then? 

“Which one will get his old cock standing to attention?"

These were pointless questions. I knew the set he'd pick.

"Where’s the light turquoise thong? That's the ticket. Wear that."

James had always loved that bra and G-string set, partly because it was see-through.

"Good idea. I was thinking exactly the same thing."

I pulled the tiny material from my drawer and slipped it on. The material fitted snugly between my bum cheeks.

I snapped the matching bra into place, pleased at the way it pushed my breasts together. Charles would be putty in my hands.

James whistled his appreciation. 

I winked at him, and moved towards my wardrobe on the other side of the room. I'd already decided what I was going to wear.

I picked out a white vest top that was low-cut and would show my cleavage off to the maximum.

On the bottom half, I’d elected for a pair of black, tight-fitting trousers with small white spots on them. 

They clung nicely to my curves, displaying my pert bottom, and were three-quarters in length.

I finished the look with a pair of six-inch black high heels – or my CFMs (Come Fuck Me shoes) as James called them.

Remembering something Charles mentioned in an email, I opted to put my hair up for the evening, my blonde curly locks being pushed into a high pony tail. 

My hair-band, earrings and necklace all had turquoise elements to them – matching nicely with my underwear. 

I was paying as much attention to my near-naked appearance as I was to the actual outfit, although I didn’t see the need to tell James this.

“What do you think, Baby? Will I meet his expectations?” 

I twirled around for him slowly, playfully wiggling my hips in James’ direction.

“Beautiful.” He looked wistful, almost sad.

I sank to my knees, licked my lips and undid his jeans. 

My make-up would have to wait a few minutes longer.


Chapter Nine: The dinner date

James dropped me off at the country pub restaurant ten minutes early and Charles was already there.

James had been quiet, although the nursery rhymes CD that was playing to keep Harry amused had successfully managed to stop any awkward silence from forming.

My heart was racing. I felt like an excited teenager with a crush. 

I couldn’t wait to be held by those manly hands again.

Charles waved as he saw me emerge from the car. 

He began to walk over but stopped halfway to the car – probably when he spotted who was driving the vehicle.

“Is that him?” 

James could not keep the jealousy out of his voice, despite the obvious effort to be casual. 

It wasn’t a natural situation so I decided not to prolong it.

“Yes, Sweetie. That’s Charles.” 

I was now standing just outside the car so leant over the seat and gave his a big kiss on the lips. 

I whispered: “I love you. Don’t wait up.”

I pulled back as he replied: “I love you too. Enjoy yourself.”

Closing the door, I walked away from the car without looking back. 

I could hear the car beginning to pull off, the engine soon beginning to fade away.

When everything was finally quiet, I approached Charles, who had retreated to the restaurant’s entrance way.

He was smiling but also looked a tad apprehensive. 

It dawned on me that this date must have been awkward for him too.

“Chloe, my goodness. You look absolutely stunning.”

He took my hand and kissed me without warning on the lips. 

Shocked, I could feel his eagerness already. His tongue probed my mouth deeply before abruptly pulling away.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist. You’re so beautiful.” 

He looked sheepish, embarrassed by his rather over-exuberant welcome.

“Don’t worry. I enjoyed it.” 

I wanted to put him at ease, even if I didn’t particularly relish being man-handled in public.

Charles smiled, looking relieved. 

“Ladies, first.” 

He held open the door to the restaurant, allowing me to enter ahead of him. 

And the old gentleman with the wandering hands couldn’t resist on giving my backside a little gentle pat as I went past.

As we’d hoped, the restaurant was busy but not packed. 

No-one would be close enough to overhear our conversation but there was enough people in the room to provide a welcome hum of noise too.

Charles’ choice of outfit amused me. 

He had chosen to wear a beige corduroy suit with a crisp white shirt. 

It was rounded off, though, with a truly awful purple neckerchief cravat. 

He made several references to cravat in the first few minutes of the date so, as he was obviously proud of it, I decided to keep my fashion-related opinions to myself.

Mainly though, for his age, he looked great. 

He had really gone to town on the aftershave – again – and his silver hair was immaculate.

After ordering our food and going through the usual standard opening pleasantries, the conversation soon moved to the real reason for our meeting – sex.

“So will you be spending the whole night with me in the hotel, Chloe?” Charles was always direct with his questioning.

“That depends.” 

I was enjoying toying with him, although I had already decided to spend the night with him unless my chosen partner turned out to be a spectacular flop in the bedroom.

“Depends on what?”

“You. If I can still walk after we’ve been together, then I’ll go home.”

Charles spluttered on his pint. 

His face flushed, he was not used to women being so forthright over their sexual expectations.

“Well….” He stammered for the right words, looking around the restaurant to make sure no-one was listening.

I slipped my hand into his giant palm on the table and laughed. “Relax, Charles. I can’t wait to see your moves.”

I glugged back another glass of the expensive wine that had been placed on our table and asked Charles to refill my glass while I nipped to the toilet. 

As requested, my glass was full to the brim when I returned. 

As I passed Charles to return to my seat, I dropped a little present on the table in front of him.

He gasped. 

My damp turquoise G-string was now sitting on the table for everyone to see. 

He snatched at the underwear and quickly hid it under the table as the waiter returned with our starters.

When he was gone, Charles pulled the tiny piece of fabric from beneath the table and put it into his suit jacket pocket. 

I noticed him take a little sniff the thong as he did so – the little pervert.

Charles hadn’t spoken since my underwear had unexpectedly appeared. 

When he did, his words were rushed: “Does this mean….”

“....that I’m not wearing any panties?” 

I finished her sentence for him, knowing the words sounded far filthier coming from a female’s mouth. 

“Yes, that’s right. Those knickers were getting too wet. That’s how horny you make me.”

Charles jaw dropped. I enjoyed the power I held over him. 

My pussy ached for the real action to begin.

Charles signalled to the waiter and asked for the bill. 

We hadn’t even started on the first course, let alone the main course.

I began to protest but was completely overruled by my date.

He looked at me intently and said: “I was starving when I arrived but I’m not interested in food any more.

“I’m hungry though… for you.”


Chapter Ten: Dessert

We fell through the hotel room door, our lips locked in a kiss that had been ongoing almost ever since leaving the restaurant in such a hurry.

Charles’ intense craving for sex seemed to have temporarily taken over his other senses.

The decision to casually present my wet thong to the randy pensioner in the restaurant seemed to have awoken the old man’s sexual appetite with a rage.

We had given the taxi driver quite a show on the short trip to the hotel.

Charles, it seemed, was beyond caring about other people’s opinions as his hands delved under my shirt to rub my nipples on the back seat.

He held me close, alternating between deep French kissing and nibbling away at the sensitive areas of my neck and collarbone.

I was enjoying the attention. 

However, I did draw a line when Charles began to unzip my trousers in a bid to finger me. I did have some standards.

The cabbie – who I’m sure thought we were father and daughter until all the sexiness began – was looking more at the action in the rear of his vehicle than on the road. 

In his mirror, I could see his eyebrows raised as he spied on the amorous couple in the back.

As horny as I was, I whispered to Charles that we needed to tone it down until we got somewhere a little more private. 

I was a married woman, after all.

Despite the pumping blood, the sex starved old man listened to my advice and held off until we were outside our hotel room.

It was nothing fancy but it didn’t matter. It had a big bed and that was all we needed.

Charles slammed the door close and turned to me.

Buttons flew through the air as he ripped off my shirt, his lips falling hungrily on my inviting chest.

I was stunned. Charles was like a man possessed. 

His large fingers struggled to undo the zipper on my trousers, forcing him to yank them down too.

I stood in front of my lover – a man 50 years older than me. 

He stood back for a moment and admired the view, soaking in every curve of my 27-year-old body with delight.

Wearing only my push-up bra and high-heels, I moved towards Charles in a bid to undo his trousers.

He pushed me away, gesturing for me to lie down. I didn’t need to be asked twice. 

I laid back on the bed and spread my legs wide, completely opening up myself to my one-night stand.

Charles climbed onto the bed and went straight down on me, lapping my vagina with rock hard tongue muscles. 

I’d never felt a sensation like it – his oral technique was relentless and all-consuming. He left no area unattended. 

My opening orgasm was fast and furious. I screamed as my body frantically bucked beneath his large frame.

As I came down from that earth-shattering ejaculation, Charles showed no signs of stopping the attention he was giving my pussy.

In fact, he continued licking, fingering and nibbling away for the next hour. 

It was after my second orgasm that I noticed something unusual was happening.

Charles had removed my G-string from his jacket and was gradually pushing the thin material deep into my vagina.

“Um…” I was a little unsure of what was happening.

He looked up, a twinkle in his eye. 

“Relax, my little whore. If you’re going to give a man a souvenir, at least get the panties properly wet for him.”

He returned his attention to my crotch. 

I lost count of the amount of orgasms that I had as I laid there. He was a machine. 

His jaw and tongue should have been screaming to be given a break but he did not let up. 

Finally, as I whimpered yet again, he pulled the now sopping thong from my pussy, stood up and began to undress. 

His body was a little flabby with the skin hanging loosely from his once-powerful frame. A thick gold chain was hanging from his neck.

Obviously embarrassed by the appearance of his elderly body, Charles turned off the light and began to pull on a condom – a specific demand I had made in our email exchanges.

We didn’t last long in the missionary position. 

Charles was functional but lacked any sort of zest that a younger man could provide.

“I want to ride this old cock to orgasm.” I told him, using my most authoritarian tone.

Charles looked at me, still thrusting away slowly. 

“I’m sorry. If I go any faster than this, I’ll cum and that’ll be the end for this evening. 

“I’m not a young man anymore, sadly. It’s once a day – if I’m lucky.”

I kissed him on the lips. 

“I don’t care. You’re a very, very generous lover. 

“This has been the best sex I’ve had in years. 

“Let me make you cum, Baby.”

Charles nodded his acceptance and rolled off me before moving to a sitting position, leaning against the headboard.

I scooted off the bed and moved astride him, facing him to look into his eyes as he finally got the sexual release he had been desperate for.

As I lowered myself onto him, Charles gently removed my breasts from my bra. 

He began sucking my nipples as I began sliding up and down his small cock.

It was a disappointment but, after his sensational oral performance, it mattered little.

Almost immediately, Charles began breathing heavily – his penis enjoying the feel of a tight pussy wrapped around it.

I leaned closer to him and whispered: “You’re the best granddad I’ve ever fucked. 

“You make me so horny. 

“Older men make me go weak at the knees. 

“But you make me cum… right into your face.”

I had surprised myself. 

I had never talked dirty to James anymore – he gave up asking me years ago, appalled at my pathetic attempts in the early days of our romance.

Not so with Charles. 

In fact, it appeared to do the trick.

With a grunt, I felt him spurt his semen into the condom, his cock twitching as it was finally satisfied by another person.

I held him to my breasts, allowing the orgasm subside fully. 

He looked at me bashfully. 

“I’m sorry. I really can’t go again.”

I smiled. 

“Never mind, Charles. 

“You can lick me out in the morning again to make up for it, you randy old devil.”


Chapter Eleven: Farewell

It was almost 8am the next morning when Charles dropped me off outside my house.

There was no parting kiss – the neighbours may have been watching. 

Instead, we had a simple handshake and I left the car.

As I walked to the house, I could feel Charles cum sticking to my bra - he’d blasted spunk all over my chest after a quick foreplay session this morning. 

And, yes, he had licked me out again. 

He was a good boy, really.

He had asked for my mobile number but I’d refused.

I had James to think about. No second dates – that was the deal.

As I walked into the house, I heard Charles drive away. 

My mind had already moved on. I could only think of two things.

Firstly, how much James was going to love hearing about my multiple orgasms with a man fifty years my senior.

And secondly, looking through my ever-growing list of online admirers and finding the next old man to take into my bed.

***


The 

Bridesmaid

Sex Bet


Chapter One: Late arrivals

Danny Buck checked his watch.

He was late for the wedding, but not seriously so. Rather fashionably late, as his dear old dad would call it.

He swung his silver sports car in the cramped car park in front of the village's medieval church.

Danny pulled on the handbrake, switched off the ignition and jumped out. 

He was blocking at least three people in, he estimated. 

However, in Danny's world, that was purely one of the benefits of being a late arrival. 

A potent combination of the best parking and enduring only a little time waiting ensured Danny was never early for anything. 

He gave his appearance a quick, appraising look in reflection from the driver's window. His grey designer suit looked the part, matched by his expensive loafers.

Danny had even gone to the effort of wearing a thin, grey and black tie, borrowed from his flatmate back in London.

As usual, his dark hair was immaculate. 

Blow dried to give some volume to his side-parting, Danny often told gullible females about his imaginary reality TV career during drunken nights out.

A corny chat-up line, perhaps, but one that reaped impressive rewards. 

At 30, Danny considered himself to be at his zenith of his looks. 

The odd grey hair flecked his hair and a hint of stubble gave him a look of maturity, without suggesting that middle-age was upon him.

Danny knew his traditional good looks appealed to the opposite sex, reflection or not. He worked far too hard not to be eye candy for the ladies.

He smiled at himself, his giant ego unnecessarily reassured. 

He looked at the vintage car slowly pulling up to the kerbside, finally ferrying the blushing bride to the church for her big day.

Ah, the beautiful Francesca Rose. Funny, intelligent and insatiable in the bedroom – Fran was the one that got away.

Danny's heart skipped as he watched the only woman he'd ever truly loved step out of the car, all set to marry another man.

The beautiful brunette looked radiant as she straightened her simple, yet undeniably classy, dress as she waited for her bridesmaid to disembark the vehicle.

Danny's smile faltered as Fran's best friend Tiffany Jeyes joined her side.

For every positive he could name for Fran, Danny could find a negative for her bestie. 

She may have looked an innocent little thing but men bewitched by her beauty soon learned the hard way. 

She was a bitch.

Still, Tiff was the very reason he'd decided to endure today's celebrations. 

Revenge was a powerful incentive and bedding her had become an obsession in recent months – it dominated Danny’s thoughts ever since that awful moment when he’d discovered that Fran was getting married. 

Ten years was a long time to hold a grudge, Danny knew.

But Tiff was an exception. Tonight would be fun. 

Danny casually strolled past the wedding party, cheekily winking at a blushing Fran and sauntered into the church with seconds to spare.


Chapter Two: Breaking the ice

Danny was waiting to be greeted by the wedding party to the reception, trying to extricate himself from a polite, but somewhat awkward, discussion over parking etiquette with an older couple that his car had blocked in back at the church.

Thankfully, they had nearly reached the start of the line – where Tiffany was happily welcoming the long line of guests.

With her perfect make-up and not a single blonde hair out of place, Danny was impressed. 

She was a looker, that’s for sure. 

Being a dancer on a cruise ship had helped her keep a lovely, toned figured – one that made men turn in the street to ogle her.

The petite blonde was smiling and animatedly talking to a group of people in front of Danny, thoroughly enjoying her best friend’s big day.

Still laughing at the ongoing good-natured conversation, Tiff turned to greet the next person in the line – Danny.

Her smile faltered a touch but remained fixed. 

Her eyes narrowed slightly, the only real outward indication of the hostility between them.

When she spoke, her words were polite but lacking any resemblance of warmth.

“Hello, Daniel. Fran pointed you out when you were late at the church. It’s really nice to meet you.”

The pair had never actually met in person until today. 

A decade ago, Danny had been Fran’s wild fling at university while Tiff had been the disapproving old school friend from home. 

After many months of persuasion, she had convinced Fran to remain with her childhood sweetheart Oliver – and ditch the sexy wide-boy that was leading her astray in the big city. 

Unfortunately, Fran had listened to Tiff and had gone back to the safe and boring arms of Ollie, a career accountant.

That was ten years ago now. 

Some wounds though refused to ever fully heal, Danny bitterly reminded himself as his plan began to move into action. 

Danny had never forgotten Tiff’s pivotal role in the whole saga – despite being involved with countless women since.

Fran was the girl for him, and he’d lost her. 

It was all thanks to the evil bitch standing in front of him now.

Tiff held her hand out to him, her fingernails delicately painted to match her deep blue-coloured dress.

Danny took her small palm into his, bringing it up to his lips to kiss it gently. 

He enjoyed the fleeting look of surprise on her pretty face before she hastily withdrew from the clinch, squirming uncomfortably with the unexpected gesture.

He looked at her, trying to use his big brown eyes to full effect. 

Experience had taught him that girls could never resist his piercing stare.

“It’s lovely to meet you too, Tiff. Let’s have a proper catch up later. I would love to get to know you better.”

He winked and went to move on down the line, noticing that Tiff’s cheeks blushed slightly at his words.

Danny continued his charm offensive as he worked down the line, his mind already pondering the best way to approach Tiff later in the day – and get her into his bed.


Chapter Three: The bet

Danny leaned against the bar, watching the usual chaotic scenes of wedding drunkenness and merriment unfold before him.

So far, the day had held no surprises.

It ran like clockwork and involved almost every tradition going. Oliver Bennison was an accountant, after all.

To be fair, he seemed like a genuine guy. Like Tiff, it must have been awkward having Danny part of his big day.

Unlike the bridesmaid though, Oliver couldn’t have been more welcoming. 

He was polite, friendly and had even gone out of his way to speak to Danny.

Danny had only spoken to Fran once – during the line-up. 

He had been sweet, wishing her all the happiness in the world and kissing her tenderly on the cheek before breezing away from her.

He’d meant it, too.

Despite the messy break-up all those years ago, they’d remained firm friends. 

They still saw one other occasionally and, although the sizzling sexual chemistry threatened to boil over at times, they genuinely enjoyed each other’s company.

Being an old flame though, he was still surprised to get an invite to the wedding. 

He looked around the room, wondering how many other guests had fucked the bride. 

No-one else, he thought to himself smugly. 

Fran was no slut.

Apart from a few long-forgotten acquaintances from his uni days, Danny didn’t know anyone else at the wedding. 

And, with all the history between them, he knew Fran must have fought to have got him there – perhaps a sign of how highly she regarded his friendship.

Gazing out into the room, he could see Fran and her new husband hugging and smiling together. 

He smiled ruefully. 

Francesca should have been his bride. 

He was ashamed his competitive nature compelled him to such jealously.

But he could not help himself. 

Danny loosened his tie a little and downed the double-whiskey sitting on the bar next to him in one. 

He ordered another drink from the friendly barman, and considered his options about approaching Tiffany again.

She had studiously avoided him since the wedding line-up kiss, not once glancing in his direction.

The little bridesmaid clearly adored being the centre of attention, laughing and flirting with the fawning males around her.

He knew she was divorced, her unhappy three-year marriage officially crumbling sometime last year. 

Fran had told him last time they’d met.

Since the wedding invite had arrived, Danny had prepared to get Tiffany into the sack anticipating getting between her toned legs for a night of torrid sex. 

She was going to get Buck-ed, Danny’s less-than-imaginative tag for his sexual conquests.

It wasn’t just revenge though.

Danny had spent an evening last week talking through his cynical plan of bridesmaid seduction with his flatmate, Bag.

Harry Baggot had been Danny’s wingman now for almost a year. 

Working as analysts for a big-name City bank, they were fiercely competitive in both the worlds of work and romance.

The banter was good-natured though – they were two of a kind. 

Flashy, charismatic and shameless about the flaunting the cash, they were a formidable double-act and neither liked to lose. 

Indeed it had been Bag who had suggested the wonderfully over-the-top gesture of kissing Tiff’s hand in the line-up to throw her off-guard.

But the discussion had provided Danny with another incentive to fuck Tiff – the pair had a £1,000 wager on whether he could pull off Mission Impossible or not.

Bag, who had quickly regretted his hand kissing suggestion, was adamant that even a lady-killer like Danny couldn’t pull off such a conquest.

Naturally, his flatmate would never turn down such a challenge. 

The pair enjoyed egging each other on. 

In this case, the bet rose from a measly £50 to £1,000 in a matter of minutes.

Such a situation was not uncommon. 

Both of them earned too much money to be concerned about losing idiotic bets. 

Apart from their trendy flat in the London suburbs, the pair had few responsibilities, generally frittering cash like confetti.

Neither of them cared about the cash. 

As usual with alpha males, it was all about the need to put one over on the other.

Danny was already planning Tiff’s seduction before Bag had laid down the challenge. 

Now his incentive to make the bridesmaid another notch on his bedpost had just been doubled in importance.

He scanned the room looking for the girl that loathed him so much. 

It was time to make his move – and take that cash from the Bag Man.


Chapter Four: The chat-up

Tiff was standing at the bar ordering a glass of wine, looking for the cash in her small purse.

“I’ll buy that,” a voice from her left hand side piped up.

“Awww, thank you…..” Tiff’s grateful voice tailed off as she saw the identity of her charming knight-in-shining armour.

Danny paid the barman for the drink and picked up his own double whiskey from the bar, offering a toast.

“To Fran and Oliver. The happy couple.”

Saying nothing, Tiff raised her own glass and completed the toast. 

She took a large swig – draining half the glass – and placed it back on the bar.

Danny noted she was swaying a little and placed a hand gently on her hip to keep her steady on her feet.

She made no comment but did not pull away either.

“So Tiff, how’s things? Fran tells me you’re off on a cruise next week for six months? It all sounds exciting.”

She looked him up and down warily, finding his accurate knowledge of her personal life a little disconcerting. 

Fran really did have trouble keeping secrets.

She could see what her best friend had found so attractive – his eyes were drawing her in and his smell of aftershave was already making her heart flutter.

She felt like a teenage schoolgirl but with alcohol added into the mix too. 

However, she also knew what an absolute arsehole he was – he had never been right for Fran.

“Um, yes, I’m going to the Caribbean for the next few months. 

“I’m leading the show so can’t wait. You’re a banker, right?”

Danny smiled. “

Yeah, but my work is so boring, let’s not get into it. I’ll send myself to sleep even before the first sentence ended.”

Despite herself, Tiff grinned. 

“Ha ha ha, so how’s the famous love life, Daniel Buck?”

“Okay. I can’t complain. I’ve not found anyone to marry yet though. That position is still fully vacant.”

He cast a mischievous look in her direction. 

“Fancy applying?”

She shot him a warning. 

“Er, no. I’ve had quite enough of marriage for the time being. And what would Fran say if I hooked up with her golden boy?”

I looked over at the gorgeous bride, dancing happily only ten metres away. 

“That was ten years ago now, Tiff. Fran’s married now and good luck to her, I can’t wait around forever.”

Tiff grabbed her wine again and took another swig. 

She was still unsteady on her feet – showing all the classic hallmarks of all-day drinking – and he grabbed her tightly, pulling her closer to him.

Danny’s voice dropped to a whisper and he stooped to speak into Tiff’s diamond clad ear: “If you won’t volunteer to be my wife, how about a dance later? 

“I would love to see some of those sexy moves that you spend so long practicing.”

He gave the top part of her backside a gentle squeeze as he spoke.

She smiled sexily, enjoying the attention.

“Perhaps, if you’re lucky, Daniel Buck.”

And with that, she stepped out of Danny’s clasp, picked up the remainder of her drink from the bar, turned and walked into the crowd, making sure she swayed her petite hips as she disappeared into the mass of people.


Chapter Five: Sealing the deal

Danny had bided his time before approaching Tiff again.

There were two reasons for such a cautious approach.

Firstly, he didn’t want to seem overly keen. 

Needy men were a big no-no for women and Danny would rather lose the bet – and his chance for revenge – than look like a pathetic loser in the romance stakes.

Secondly, he needed to keep this whole sordid plan from Fran. 

He realised bedding Tiff would probably finish their friendship and he was taking painstaking care for that not to happen.

Danny was aware of the delicate situation. 

Fran was broody and wanted babies right away. 

Oliver would have no say – Danny knew – and the clan would be arriving soon. 

Inevitably, that would mean even less time for him – and probably the end of their relationship in any form.

There would be no fallout, no drama or excitement. 

Just a simple parting of the ways as the pressing needs of children ate up all of Fran’s time.

Having two older sisters with children, Danny had seen the impact that a young family has on the parents.

It was a fact of life. Time moves on. 

He accepted this and was ready for the situation to play out with Fran. 

However he did not want to hurt her by shamelessly cavorting with her best mate on her wedding day.

No, he needed to play it cool. 

Subtly was the aim of the game if Danny was going to keep his friendship with Fran alive – and get into Tiff’s skimpy little knickers.

The thought of putting Tiff through a night of degrading and humiliating sex stirred his groin.

Looking around to make sure no-one was watching him, he casually repositioned his semi-erect cock into a more comfortable position.

Tiff was busy gyrating on the dance-floor, loving the attention provided by some of the desperate males surrounding her.

Several times, he’d caught her looking in his direction, her eyes gazing to see if he was watching her or not.

She was keen. 

Danny could read the obvious signs, understanding the blatant signals. 

He was a little surprised though. 

From such a cold fish, it seemed out of character for her to be so keen.

Fran had always told him that she was prudish in bed, never wanting sex with her soon-to-be-ex-husband unless the lights were out. 

Even then, it was missionary position only. 

No wonder the marriage didn’t last.

Now she’s finally met me perhaps she can now see what Fran couldn’t resist, Danny thought arrogantly.

Or perhaps she just needs a good fucking before going away for such a long time on a ship and he was simply the best of a bad bunch on offer?

Either way, he didn’t care. 

She would be his little sex slave tonight. 

He just needed to play it cool and not upset anyone in the meantime.

As he stood considering the options, the music ended and the lights came on. It was midnight and the wedding party was over.

It was time to make a move.

Danny loitered at the bar, nursing his final whiskey of the evening waiting for his opportunity.

Despite the earlier signs, he was still happily surprised when Tiff came looking for him.

The chief bridesmaid still looked amazing, although her hair had been let down and she carried her diamond-encrusted shoes in her hands. 

Her toenails – like her fingernails – had been coloured to match her deep blue dress.

Tiff held out her hand in a formal manner. 

“Night, Daniel Buck. It was lovely to meet you.”

He playfully grabbed the manicured fingers, noting the softness of her touch before gently pulling her closer. 

He cast his eye around the rest of the room to ensure they were not being watched. 

The coast, it appeared, was clear.

“Er, no, you still owe me two things, Tiffany Jane Jeyes. When are you paying up?”

Alcohol had obviously begun to slow Tiffany’s thought process and he realised she could not focus properly on him.

His arms kept her upright as she responded. 

“What things?”

He leaned into her ear again, his lips deliberately flicking her skin as he spoke: “Firstly, you owe me a drink. 

“It’s only midnight – we can’t stop drinking yet as the night’s only just started.

“Secondly, you promised me a dance. I’m not missing out on that treat.”

He patted her rock-hard bottom as he whispered the words that he’d been carefully planning all evening. 

Her dancer body seemed to be perfect in almost every way; he could feel the outline of her G-string through the fabric of her glamorous dress. 

It made him want her even more. 

Danny's mind flashed to the bedroom, planning to spank Tiff's peachy backside until she whimpered, begging for him to stop.

His focus returned to the present as she cuddled into him slightly, no doubt enjoying the scent of his expensive aftershave. 

“But the bar is closed and the party is over. You’re too late.”

He grinned. 

“Er no, we can do both back in your room.” 

He raised his eyebrows cheekily, egging her on.

She bit her lip deep in thought, smiled back at him and put her hand on his leg. 

“I’m in room 423. 

“Give me 20 minutes and knock quietly. Bring a bottle.”

She gently groped Danny’s cock through his suit trousers before turning and heading off to bid farewell to other departing guests.

He smiled, the boat was almost home. 

He pulled his smartphone from his pocket and opened his messenger.

Selecting ‘Bag’ at the contact, he typed out a quick message – barely able to contain his triumphant smile. 

He loved beating Bag.

“The Buck is about to fuck. Get your money ready.”


Chapter Six: The waiting game

Danny stayed at the bar for another ten minutes, finishing the whiskey he'd requested at final orders.

Bag was initially sceptical that Danny was about to get lucky with the woman he only ever referred to as 'the bitch'.

His flatmate’s response had been predictable if understandable: he wanted evidence and was being extremely specific in his requirements.

Danny smiled. 

This type of thing was typical of his mate, the one person who hated losing more than he did.

Either Danny needed to film the act in doggy style with Tiff shouting his name in the height of passion, or he required side-on footage showing the pair being intimate.

Danny assumed the footage was more for Bag's personal pleasure but he had no hesitation in indulging him. 

Bag was on a loser regardless of his demands – £1,000 was a high price to pay for a couple of minutes of ropey, homemade porn shot on a smartphone.

More important than the money though was the volume of gloating Danny could do when he got home. 

Beating Bag was his favourite pastime – apart from bedding desperate sluts, of course.

He messaged his pal with a grin on his face, downing the remainder of his drink as he did so.

"I'll get her to shout your name out in the throes of passion if you like. At least one woman will have done it then."

Pleased with his insult, Danny checked the time on his phone before slipping it into his suit trouser pocket and leaving the bar. 

It was practically deserted already, most of the wedding having turned in after a long day of good food, free booze and awful dancing.

Tiff would be expecting him in five minutes. 

He would keep her waiting, longing for his knock on the door to arrive. 

Instead of heading towards the arm of the hotel that housed the guest rooms, Danny made his way out into the car park. 

He never bothered to book hotel rooms at weddings anymore.

When he was younger, he would do but found it to be a waste of time and money. 

His success rate was so high with the opposite sex that Danny stopped reserving a room, always certain to be sleeping between someone else's sheets at the end of a night.

A bit like that desperate little slag Tiff, he thought. 

He couldn't wait to do all sorts to that prudish little babe.

There had been two occasions when The Buck – as he marketed himself shamelessly to anyone who would listen – had come away empty handed.

It had meant a cold and uncomfortable night in his car – a situation Danny was determined would not be happen again.

He produced the car key fob, and unlocked the boot.

Danny felt his phone vibrate in his pocket as he rummaged through his man bag in the small boot of the vehicle.

He sprayed on deodorant over his sweaty body and splashed on some aftershave before picking up a bottle of champagne that he kept especially for this type of rendezvous. 

He opened his phone as he closed and locked the car, seeing a text from an unknown number. 

It read: "Hurry. Tiff xx"

Casually flipping the bottle in the air, Danny smiled. 

Tonight was working out perfectly.

His phone buzzed again. 

The little dirtbag, she really was desperate, he thought.

No, the message this time was from Bag.

"Wanker."

Danny laughed loudly in the deserted car park and began heading back towards the hotel, where a certain blonde divorcee waited for him.


Chapter Seven: Some welcome

"Wow."

"What took you so long, Buck?"

"Wow."

It was rare for Danny to be lost for words but this was one of those times. 

"Like what you see, Romeo?"

His rehearsed pre-sex patter had been fully prepared as he knocked on the door of room 423 – precisely ten minutes late as planned. 

He'd managed to sweet talk the departing bar staff into lending him two wine glasses to go with his unopened bottle. 

Certain he had a winning combination, he was ready to go into full flattery mode to seduce the ice-cold bitch.

Then Tiff had opened the door.

She was almost naked, wearing only a white bra neatly displaying her small but perky breasts, a matching, and almost transparent, G-string with delicate bows on the front and white hold-up stockings. 

Danny had spent a large part of the day checking out her figure so he knew the stockings were a new completely addition to the outfit – especially for him. 

Slut.

The look was completed with her expensive diamond wedding shoes. 

She’d binned them earlier on the dance-floor but were back on her small feet now, the finishing touch to the perfect look of sluttiness before him.

Was this really the prudish married-too-young housewife that Fran had always described when they were together? 

She certainly had come a long way since her divorce, Danny thought to himself.

He felt his cock move involuntarily, a natural red-blooded instinct with such a minx standing a foot away from him.

He held up the bottle of wine and the glasses. 

“Fancy keeping the party going?”

Tiff moved towards him quickly, grabbing a handful of his shirt and pulling him closer to her.

“I fancy a lot more than that.”

Standing on tiptoes and retaining a strong grip on his shirt, she reached up and stuck her tongue straight down his throat, a kiss laced with desire.

He kissed back sloppily, his technique blunted due to the amount of alcohol he had consumed in the past few hours.

He knew that it mattered not. 

Tiffany Jeyes was desperate for his cock already. 

As long as he managed to avoid vomiting on her, the boat was already home.

Tiff’s tight grip did not lessen. 

Lips still locked in the passionate clinch she tugged Danny into the room and dragged him onto the bed.

Danny heard the door slam behind them as they fell as one onto the inviting king-sized bed, a writhing mass of tongues and wandering hands.

Tiff’s body was hard, honed from years of dancing and training. She was not muscly but defined, toned with barely an ounce of fat on her.

Danny was busy gripping her tight ass as she rolled on top of him, her hand eager to delve into his flies.

She swiftly mastered the zipper and sunk her hand straight into his boxers, causing Danny to groan with pleasure.

With such strong arm muscles, Tiff had a sturdy, no-nonsense wanking technique - and soon had The Buck standing fully to attention. 

He wasn't the biggest, that's for sure. 

Danny never had any complaints from his conquests but he'd had plenty of occasions where his average size had raised a sceptical eyebrow from his latest bed-mate.

It was a weak point in the Buck armoury – and Danny had privately spent many hours fretting over his manhood. 

Tiff, however, made no reference to it, which suited him down to the ground.

Since they’d moved into the room, she had not given him a single second to view his surroundings. 

As a result, the bottle and glasses had been dropped onto the bed, forgotten altogether.

Our uptight bitch bridesmaid is making things pretty easy for me, Danny thought, as Tiff continued to pleasure him with a determined focus.

He was attempting to unhook her delicate bra when he felt Tiff pull away from him, ending their kiss and slipping her hand out of his boxers.

Danny sighed loudly with disappointment as Tiff climbed off the bed, moving to her small travel bag perched on a nearby chair.

Rummaging in her bag, she noted his frustration but remained silent. 

Danny sat up and perched himself on the edge of the mattress, eager to get his hands back on her as soon as possible. 

This teasing shit definitely wasn't for him, he thought, as Tiff turned back to face him.

She was holding several pairs of handcuffs. Danny raised his eyebrows expectantly with a half-smile on his face. 

Tiff moved closer to him, gently stroking his face as she spoke. 

"A good friend of mine tells me you're a wild one, Daniel Buck. 

“I've never tied anyone up before and rode them to orgasm. Fancy being my first?"

Danny didn't need a second invitation after such a forthright request, although he was happy to barter with her a little. 

"My pleasure, but only if you return the favour afterwards."

Tiff chewed her lip thoughtfully as she considered his proposal. 

Obviously the thought of being completely under Danny's control made her nervous.

Finally she spoke again. "You trust me and I'll trust you. Okay, let's do it.

"I need to go to the loo. 

“Do the honours with your ankles and I'll be back to tie up your hands."

She tossed the sets of cuffs on the bed and leant in to give him another quick smooch. 

Damn, she tasted fine, Danny mused as he watched her peachy thong-clad ass walk towards the bathroom.

It was the opportunity he had been waiting for. 

He pulled out his smartphone from his trouser pocket assessing the room for the ideal vantage point to film the scene.

He chose the window sill adjacent to the bed, using a nondescript vase to prop the phone up – giving the camera a full scope of the room.

It was perfect and would supply the evidence that Bag demanded. 

Danny stripped naked and jumped onto the bed. 

The tap in the bathroom had stopped running, indicating Tiff was nearly ready for him.

As requested, he handcuffed both of his ankles to the bed before laying back and plotting his next move.

He would fake an orgasm, allowing the desperate blonde to believe she'd satisfied him fully.

And when it was her turn to be submissive, he was going to pound her delicious asshole. 

Being such a prude, he doubted she had ever endured the wonders of anal sex.

She wanted a wild time – exactly what he'd give her.

A combination of long-awaited revenge, winning the bet by seducing the bridesmaid and a night of kinky sex were swirling through his mind as he watched Tiff emerge from the bathroom.

Picking up the spare handcuffs, she began fastening Danny's wrists to the iron headboard. 

Satisfied that he was secure and unable to free himself, she bent down and whispered in his ear, her natural scent clouding his booze-addled brain.

"Daniel Buck. Get ready for a night you'll never forget."


Chapter Eight: Who’s the boss?

Tiff tantalisingly pulled away from Danny as he attempted to kiss her again.

She moved out of range as he fought the restraints instantly frustrated at his lack of control over the situation.

Danny began to complain but his words trailed off as Tiff nimbly leapt onto the bed, standing over him.

"Okay Buck. It’s time to put your tongue to good use – instead of spouting all that usual bullshit."

Her words now seemed to have a different tone to them; colder, harsher and less receptive.

She didn't wait for a response. 

Danny was powerless as Tiff span around and sat down on his face, resisting her natural instinct for caution.

He choked. 

Despite her slight frame, Tiff was covering his mouth and nose – and his hands were no longer free to help him.

He shook his head, moving his face side to side in a bid to encourage Tiff to open her legs a little more. 

It didn't happen.

Instead, she began teasing him.

"What's wrong, Buck Boy? A little hot down there for you? Get licking my sweet spot, you little bitch."

The blonde pushed down on his face even harder, decreasing his air supply further still.

Unimpressed by the lack of action underneath her, Tiff grabbed Danny's right nipple and twisted it with relish.

Danny let out a muffled scream – out of shock as much as pain.

“Getting licking my hole, Buck the Fuck.”

There could be no doubt over the person in charge now. 

Danny knew he had to grin and bear it, safe in the knowledge that his turn would come. 

And, when it did, he would own her tight little ass.

Danny began trying to probe her holes with his tongue, finding the tiny slither of her thong a hindrance. 

He was surprised she’d left it on, face-sitting with panties on made little sense. Still, she was inexperienced in this kind of thing.

Obviously, his initial efforts did not impress the boss. 

He felt a sharp pain in his other nipple along with shouts to go deeper and quicker.

The pain in his nipple was not pleasant and Danny had no wish to anger the crazy bitch even further.

He lifted his neck, using his fat tongue to push the thong to one side and finally dip into Tiff’s sweet folds. 

Her natural scent was intoxicating, a delicate aroma that made him hard again.

“Enjoying yourself down there, Big Boy?” Tiff mocked.

Using a pristine manicured finger she flicked his cock hard, making it shrink again. 

Danny gasped again and allowed his tongue to drop away from her pussy.

It was a mistake. Tiff jumped up and down on his face, continuing to viciously slap his rapidly wilting penis. 

“What the fuck is  this chick on?” Danny dare not speak his thoughts as he meekly raised his neck to allow him to pleasure her once more.

She was completely hairless, he noted gratefully. 

Her puckered asshole was resting on the bridge of his nose as he worked her vagina relentlessly with his tongue.

He could feel her hips gyrating in time with his strokes, enjoying the sensation of being in full control, no doubt. 

Her juices were flowing and, thankfully, the pain – along with the trash-talking – had ended.

She was close. Then it really was party time. 

Danny made a mental note to edit this part of the footage before letting Bag see it. 

Getting his cock ridiculed isn’t the type of thing Danny wanted anyone to ever see, let alone his best mate.

He increased his pace to match her demands. 

He could hear quiet groaning. 

Tiff was obviously not a screamer.

He heard a noise and her body became rigid, the rhythm of her thrusting stopping immediately.

The noise was a door opening – someone else had come into their room. 

Danny stopped licking, perturbed by the unusual state of affairs.

Tiff’s pert backside blocked his view but the newcomer would have a full view on his manhood.

“Hi. Welcome to the party” Tiff giggled.

The door closed. 

Danny tried to talk but his voice could not carry. 

He still had no idea of the person who had joined them.

“Well, well, well. You really are a little shit-bag, aren’t you, Danny Buck?”

Danny froze. He knew that voice.

It was Fran.


Chapter nine: Time for truth

Tiff scrambled off the bed leaving Danny panting and red-faced. 

He looked at the two girls incredulously as they hugged.

“What the fuck is going on? Fran, this is your wedding night! 

“Why on earth are you in here? Is this some sick fucking joke? 

“If it is, it’s not fucking funny.”

Danny fought against the restraints that kept him pinned to the bed but they held comfortably. 

By now he had forgotten his smartphone was still recording, his usual calm and slick public persona temporarily abandoned.

The girls whispered to each other and then turned to face the man who lay helpless before them.

Fran was wearing a white dressing gown, and slippers. 

Her brown hair, which had been perfect all day, had been taken down.

“Why aren’t you with Oliver?” Danny demanded, still battling the handcuffs.

Fran smiled and walked over to the bed, lightly running her fingers over Danny’s hairy chest as she spoke.

“Poor old Ollie couldn’t keep up with me. 

“Never has been able to – either in the bar or the bedroom. You know that, Buck.”

Danny nodded his understanding.

Oliver may have earned big bucks but he was a wet fish. 

He’d never understood what Fran saw in him.

“I love you, Danny. I always have. 

“When Oliver asked me to marry him, I was unsure even after all these years. That was because of you. 

“All the stories I’ve heard about you – the cheating, the lying, the manipulation, the scheming, the ruthlessness of it all. 

“I never believed it, until I walked into this room.”

She looked across at Tiff, who had perched herself on the opposite side of the bed taking delight in poking Danny’s flaccid dick while the conversation continued.

“Fran, I love you too. You know that. Leave him, come back to me.” 

Danny voiced cracked with emotion. 

He wished his hands were free to hold her in his arms once more.

Fran through her head back and laughed. 

“You expect me to believe that after the scene that I’ve just walked in on?

“Tiff told me that you’d try to bed her if she gave you the signals but I insisted you weren’t like that. 

“We were too close; our friendship meant too much; you weren’t a completely heartless bastard.

“What the fuck did I know? She was right. 

“I’m just glad I listened to her all those years ago. If I hadn’t, I might have wasted my life with a loser like you.”

Danny had tears in his eyes. “Fran, please…..”

Tiff giggled. 

“I definitely saved you. Not only from the biggest jerk in the world but also living life with a little scrawny cock! 

“Look at it, it’s embarrassing. 

“Buck the Fuck? Give him a few years and he’ll be Buck the Cuck – his woman needing a real length.”

“Fuck you, bitch,” Danny snarled as his long standing hatred for the semi-naked blonde in front of him came rushing back with a vengeance. 

He should have known she’d pull something like this. 

How could he have been so stupid?

Fran watched as Tiff began to pump Danny’s penis, which reluctantly responded to her touch.

“Yes, he is a tad small. He’s good with his hands though and his tongue – but you’d already know that, wouldn’t you?”

Tiff flushed. 

“Yes, he was a good little bitch beneath me. A couple of minutes longer and I’d have orgasmed right on his pretty little face."

Danny ignored the petty taunts, acutely aware of the growing tension in his pulsing cock.

He turned to look directly at Fran, the handcuffs rattling with his change of position.

He winced as the sudden change of direction caused Tiff's hand-job to nip his sensitive head. 

She deftly altered her grip, ensuring the pain was merely passing and the pleasure continued to build.

"Why are you here, Franny?" Danny asked in his softest voice. 

"Even after all these years, Danny Buck, I loved you. 

She paused. 

"I craved this," pointing at Danny's twitching cock, "for some reason that I cannot even begin to remember."

Fran's subtly painted fingernails reached out along the bed towards his testicles, flicking the edge of his sack.

Completely at the girls' mercy, he screamed loudly at the searing pain in his scrotum. 

Tiff laughed. 

At some point, she had removed her expensive delicate thong from her waist. 

It was sopping wet after the excitement that Danny had provided her earlier. 

Rolling the used panties into a small ball, Tiff whispered into Danny's ear. "Shut up, you little fucking pussy."

Danny had his eyes closed, his mind blurred by the searing pain in his testicles after Fran’s flick.

His eyes sprang open at Tiff's words though, his mouth preparing to launch into another tirade at the evil bridesmaid.

It was exactly the response the nubile blonde had been hoping for. 

He gagged as the wet material filled his mouth without warning causing him to choke as he wrestled pathetically against his restraints.

Tiff's hand-job continued throughout the entire process, her hand rhythmically making his penis throb with desire – regardless of the pain.

The girls shared a look and burst out laughing at the pathetic man lying before them.

Fran flicked his balls again lazily, repeating the act more aggressively when he failed to squeal in pain. 

That did the trick. 

Satisfied she had inflicted a substantial amount of pain on her former lover, Fran spoke again.

"Oh, Daniel. What a pathetic little sight you are. 

“Tiff warned me about you so many times, but it has taken this entire scene to realise how pathetic you actually are."

Fran stood up and undid her luxurious white dressing gown, allowing the fluffy garment to fall to the floor.

She was still wearing her classy wedding night lingerie. 

Her loosely curled brown hair nestled on the top of her D-cup breasts. 

Her white basque was cut to give maximum exposure to her chest, threatening to reveal her small, bullet-like nipples that Danny had spent months getting to know intimately. 

Like Tiff, she wore white hold-up stocking and swish-looking jewel-encrusted shoes.

She stood four inches taller than her petite best friend though, giving Danny an unexpected eyeful on her completely naked, immaculately trimmed pubic hair and vagina.

"Fran! You little slut!" 

Tiff couldn't keep the shock out of her voice as she gazed admiringly at her friend's flawless curves. "Where has your thong gone?"

Fran smiled, moving even closer to Danny's bright red face.

"Poor little Ollie managed to perform on our wedding night, bless him. He even managed to last more than 90 seconds, which has not happened in a while. 

“I'm happy to accept three minute jumps nowadays. I've left my dirty panties with him as a keepsake. I don't need them here."

Fran blushed at her new husband's failings in the bedroom as she stroked her ex-lover's chest, deep in thought. 

"I think someone is getting a little too excited, Tiff." 

Tiff promptly stopped wanking Danny and delivered a stern slap, right on his helmet. 

He groaned, hopelessly trying to move his erect penis away from the stinging blows coming in his direction. 

Tiff leaned in close to Danny once more.

"You'll come only if we allow it, our little bitch. But first, Fran has a little surprise for you."


Chapter Ten: It's good to share

Danny could barely believe what was happening. 

Tiff was simply a crazy bitch – he was sure of that now – but Fran? 

He'd fucked this up big time.

Tiffany's thong was still stuffed in his mouth, making breathing awkward.

If only he could push it out, he still might be able sweet talk his way out of this one. 

His tongue was working overtime trying to remove the panties while the girls had concentrated on humiliating his cock.

To say they'd surprised him would be an understatement. 

Danny had pleasured himself to plenty of CFNM (Clothed Female Naked Male) humiliation video clips over the years. 

However he never thought for one moment that he would be the star of a private CFNM show.

He was in pain too. 

Although unpleasant, the slapping of his penis was not too bad but the flicking of his testicles was leaving an uncomfortable pain in the very base of his stomach. 

Every flick made him want to vomit.

Fuck this fem-dom humiliation shit, he thought. 

Tiff was mocking him again: "Aw, the little tiddler is going down in size. 

“How small does it go, Daniel? I bet even Ollie beats this for size?"

She was laughing as she spoke, using one hand to roughly twist Danny's exposed nipples and the other to repeatedly slap his rapidly shrinking cock.

Fran nodded in agreement, joining her friend in punishing Danny's penis with firm slaps. 

"Oh yes. Ollie is far bigger. 

“Such a pity he doesn't know how to use it."

Tiff was quick to bring the attention back to Danny, keen not to switch the discussion towards Ollie and his flaws.

"I've never seen a smaller cock than this. He's almost a little girl. 

“What a disappointment. I bet he showered with his shorts on at school." 

Danny bucked his hips in protest, causing the girls to laugh at his impotency. 

"Ok, beautiful bride. Fancy giving Mr Tiny his big surprise?"

Danny watched stunned as his ex-lover climbed onto the bed, roughly planting her pantie-free pussy onto his face with little regard for his comfort. 

As Fran settled on his face, Tiff began the wanking him once more. 

His cock – despite feeling delicate from the harsh treatment – sprang back to life.

Inwardly delighted at the power she held over her nemesis, the bridesmaid upped the stakes.

"Wow. Danny Boy likes that, Franny. Why not reward him and tell him exactly what that funny taste is?"

Danny knew the answer before Fran spoke. 

She stunk of sex, an odour that repelled and excited him equally.

"He knows already, I'm sure. Ollie's spunk has been oozing out of me since I got here. 

“He thinks I'm helping you out of your dress, instead of giving my pathetic, small-cocked ex-boyfriend a creampie on my wedding night."

Danny had never heard Fran use such words before. 

It sent him over the edge, shooting his load over Tiff's hand and onto his stomach.

The girls laughed cruelly at his ejaculation, Tiff swiftly withdrawing her hand despite the orgasm continuing. 

The mocking soon began again. 

"Is that it, you pathetic loser?"

"That's more than usual, if my memory serves correctly."

"Oh my God. He can't even fill a thimble! 

“All that work for so little. You are a complete pussy, Buck."

Danny had ignored the predictable catcalls, using his tongue to finally push the obstructive G-string out of his mouth.

His face was already covered in fluid, although he was unsure whether it was Ollie or Fran that had been the provider of that particular treat. 

Smothered by Fran's luscious thighs, he tried to speak but produced no more than a low muffle. 

He was left with no other alternative – he began licking the cum-soaked folds resting on his lips.

Above him, Fran wriggled at the intense sensation of Danny’s tongue now lapping at her vagina. 

"Someone has found his tongue at last. 

“Oooh, I remember now the one thing he was good at."

"Francesca! You're a married woman! It’s time for the main event, I think."

Fran nodded. 

She prised herself a few inches away from Danny's face, providing enough vision for him to see Tiff scramble off the bed and out of sight.

A sixth sense told him what was coming.

He closed his eyes and twisted his head as the first steaming hot droplets of urine landed on his face, his groans of discomfort drowned out by the high-pitched cackles of his tormentors.


Chapter Eleven: The final insult

Tiff and Fran stood outside the hotel’s honeymoon suite, talking in low whispers.

"Did you get it?" Fran asked, peering along the empty corridor.

"Yes," Tiff replied. 

"As you did your party trick, I slipped off the bed and grabbed the little weasel's phone. It was exactly where Bag said it would be, he'd filmed the whole thing."

Fran blushed: "He won't actually show anyone, will he?"

Tiff's response was unequivocal. 

"Of course he won’t! When he discovers I've uploaded the footage to my cloud account so we've got our own copy, he'll come begging. 

“You wait and see. He'll do whatever we want, exactly as we planned."

Biting her lip, Fran considered her friend's confident words. 

"I hope you're right, T. I want a baby so bad." 

Tiff tenderly stroked her friend's arm, aiming to reassure her. "You know I'm right. It's all going perfectly to plan."

She yawned and stepped away from her friend. 

"I'm off to bed in my real room. It’s late. 

“I'll check out the room with Mr Buck first thing tomorrow. He should be quite a surprise for the cleaning staff."

She winked at Fran and began to walk away.

"You didn't unlock him?!"

Tiff turned her head. 

"No. This is a night that Daniel Buck will never, ever forget."


Seducing the

Boss’s

Daughter


Chapter One: Everything cums to he who waits

The nubile blonde pulled me closer to her quivering lips, gasping in anticipation. 

Her rasping voice was low but determined.

"Fuck me, Splash. I want it hard and I want it now."

Charlie may only have been 19 but she was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. 

And she craved me. 

Badly. 

I liked the fact she was using my work nickname. 

Being called Splash had always been far more interesting than using my actual name – James Haywood. 

It's just a shame that it hadn't been used much lately. 

I slipped the condom out of my wallet and ripped open the packet.

Charlie was thrusting her hips excitedly underneath me, urging me to hurry.

She peeled off her white slutty bra – which had been partly torn during our passionate clinch earlier – and threw it to the floor. 

She was now fully naked. It was a truly wonderful sight.

Her tone was becoming more frantic as her patience became strained. 

"Do it, Splash. I want to cum again."

I smiled at her, savouring the moment.

Charlie had not been kidding when she had previously warned me that she was a real handful, and not just in the breast area.

A moment later and the condom had been slipped on.

Happy that the latex was sitting comfortably, my gaze returned to the gorgeous babe willing me to enter her so vigorously.

This was it. 

I'd been waiting for an opportunity for months and last week the fates had finally dealt me a winning hand.

Charlie continued spouting the filthy stuff directly into my ear but I was no longer listening.

Although I knew I could not possibly feel it, my mind was trying to detect the small hole that I'd pricked into the condom with a pin earlier.

I smiled as I eased myself into my eager partner, thinking purely about unleashing my potent swimmers inside her fertile body.

She groaned as my rock hard penis slipped deep into her shaven pussy. 

The talking had temporarily stopped, her mind distracted by the pleasure elsewhere in her body.

Perhaps I should have been thinking about betraying my dutiful partner, Penny, stuck at her parents’ house with our two kids?

Or focusing on the sexy female lying beneath me, urging me to ram her hard?

However my mind was solely fixed upon one person.

The single thought swirling around my mind?

Fuck you, Chris Shaw. 

I'm about to breed your beautiful daughter. 


Chapter Two: Hell in a newsroom

What a bastard.

Chris Shaw was one of the world’s biggest assholes. 

And, unfortunately I worked for the smug fucker.

To make things worse, he knew that I loathed him with a passion – and took real delight in making my life miserable.

Until recently, my career as an up-and-coming news reporter was soaring into orbit. 

I was destined to reach the nationals, or so everyone told me. 

It had always been my ambition to work for one on the big tabloids, breaking life-changing news to the masses.

To my unspoken delight, I'd been bestowed the nickname 'Splash' in the newsroom due to my exclusives repeatedly landing on the front page.

I was widely regarded as the top journalist in the place – the person who always found a story with an eye-catching headline when needed.

Then everything changed.

That bastard Shaw had landed the job as my news editor and, as a result, my working world turned to shit.

Our working relationship started badly and, before I knew it, things had soon plummeted completely out of control.

Shaw was in his mid-thirties, overweight with short thinning hair that was beginning to turn grey around his temples.

He considered himself to a heavyweight journalist with a news sense that was never wrong – but only in his own inflated opinion. 

He was, in fact, a journeyman reporter who had turned to management after his own aspirations to reach Fleet Street failed to materialise.

Our editor, an approachable and likeable white-haired hack called David McCartney, decided to draft Shaw into the key position "to give the paper some much-needed bite".

In other words, print sales were sinking too quickly – much faster than our company forecasts had anticipated – and the digital revenues couldn't mask the deficit.

This left McCartney with a straight choice; find some way of bringing back those lost readers or face the axe.

The world of local newspapers has never been tougher than the arrival of the digital age.

Unfortunately, McCartney did not have the digital understanding needed for a brave new approach – so he simply stuck to what he knew and shuffled his editorial pack. 

He had seen Shaw as the answer to his problems – a no-nonsense ball-breaker who could inspire the editorial team to new heights, bringing in the scoops that would keep our readership with us. 

He was, quite simply, an old-fashioned tough guy.

McCartney had given Shaw free reign to shake the newsroom up – an open invitation that the new recruit accepted with relish.

As a result, what had previously been a happy and welcoming office simply turned into a hotbed of blame and back-biting. 

And I was one of his main targets.

Shaw was a fucking tyrant, he hated my guts and he was here to stay.


Chapter Three: Stuck

Why don’t I leave my job? It’s not quite that simple and Shaw knows this. 

I have two children aged under two and can’t simply go swanning off to another city for the sake of my career.

The paper has always been good to me, providing me with flexible hours to ensure I could help out my girlfriend Penny with our young family.

As a 25-year-old, I still can’t believe that I actually have a live-in partner and two children when I should still be out partying with friends. 

I still feel 16 but have now managed to acquire the 'frayed around the edges' appearance like so many other parents with young children.

The recent stress of my job was not helping either – primarily because of Shaw and his constant bullshit.

I spend hours staring at my computer screen pointlessly fantasizing over fresh ways to inflict some misery on the colossal prick.

So much had changed. 

Only a few months ago I would have been deeply involved in the day's breaking news agenda, I now sat around like an outsider.

The dye had been cast on Shaw's fourth day when he had ruthlessly fired my mate, Steven Cawkes.

To be fair, Ste had dropped the ball in a bad way.

From our very first days as cub reporters, it's continually drilled into you: double check the spelling of names and ages, and always, always ask for the name of any pets.

So Ste spelling the name of a pet wrong on page three of our biggest selling Thursday edition was a serious error.

Ste, who had been a reporter for almost ten years, should have known better. 

He had been slap dash and unprofessional, but it was a mistake that deserved a real bollocking, perhaps an official verbal warning at most. 

Shaw, though, had not seen it that way.

He seized on Ste's mistake, determined to make an example of him. 

It was an obvious way of trying to stamp his authority on the team. 

Shaw lambasted my friend in front of the entire office, calling him "a useless amateur" and stressing that this type of "carelessness was a cancer at the paper that needed to be eradicated if we all wanted to keep our jobs".

What a shithouse. 

He had belittled Ste in front of his colleagues without mercy, spewing out pointless bile that served little purpose other than to inflate Shaw's already swollen ego.

Ste, fully aware that his mistake was one that only a rookie should make, bore the tirade with a dignified silence.

And that, we had thought innocently, was that. 

Only Shaw hadn't finished there. 

An hour later, Shaw called Ste into his office – and promptly fired him. 

He cited "gross incompetence" as the reason for his dismissal and told him to clear his desk immediately.

I was livid. 

Ste was a solid journalist and a great character to have around the place. 

As the editorial team's talisman, I decided that I couldn't let such an injustice ride. 

It was a massive over-reaction, one that was putting a good journalist's career at stake for little more than a blatant display of power.

Ignoring the pressing request from the newsdesk for extra background on the front page I'd lined up for tomorrow about a council rent row, I compiled a carefully worded email to the senior leadership team, which, of course, included Shaw.

Pointing out my concerns over company culture and the possibility of the creation of a blame atmosphere, I insisted Ste should be retained and our approach to dealing with complaints should be far less heavy-handed, in-keeping with a modern working environment. 

The emailed response I received back almost immediately was positive.

McCartney had responded personally, thanking me for my feedback and stating that the management team would be reviewing Ste's position again later in the week.

He accepted the dismissal "may have been a little rash" and acknowledged my "valid concerns" over the possible negative impact that such a dismissal may have on the team.

I was elated. 

Being a naturally diplomatic kind of guy, it takes a lot to get me worked up. 

Believe me, for James Haywood to take a stand, you have to seriously piss me off.

But it had paid off. 

The powers-that-be had listened to my concerns and had even conceded that my points were legitimate. 

I might have even saved Ste from the dole queue. 

My joy, however, was short lived.

My attention had returned to the council story that I'd been working on for the past month when I felt a rasping voice in my right ear. 

It was Shaw.

"Haywood, you may think you're Mr Big Shot in here but, let me tell you, you're not. 

“You ever pull something like that again, you cowardly little shit bag, and you'll be joining your old pal Ste at the Jobcentre. 

“Don't even think about crossing me again. 

“I’ve got your number, sunshine."

I turned as the news editor straightened up and ambled back towards his office, whistling cheerfully as he went.


Chapter Four: A battle of wills

That had been months ago and Shaw had been true to his word.

Ste never got reinstated and the management's pledge to act on my perfectly rational concerns failed to materialise.

The situation had changed in other ways though.

For starters, my star had certainly dwindled. 

Crossing Shaw may have been the morally correct thing to do at the time but it was beginning to look like career suicide.

I had not had a front page story in more than two months, denting my previously sky-high confidence. 

My hard-earned office nickname 'Splash' was now used rarely, and if it was, it was usually as some form of mockery.

The tip offs and important emails alerts had stopped coming to my desk leaving me to fend for myself in terms of finding stories.

Apart from leaving me isolated from the rest of the tight knit reporting team, I was not overly bothered.

Experience and editorial know-how would see me continue to bring in the front page headlines. 

However, no matter what scoop I seemed to put in front of them, the newsdesk would nowadays always find some reason to demote it inside the paper or, worse still, ditch it altogether. 

Even when I could tell they were genuinely excited about one of my stories, they would now return to my desk 30 minutes later with a lame excuse of some sort. 

My complaints over unfair treatment had been met with a metaphorical brick wall; a deafening silence from people who I used to trust.

But there were other issues surrounding my work too and these were becoming serious. 

I'd begun dropping the ball – at least so it appeared.

The first error was the wrong age attributed to a woman in a court story. It was a sloppy mistake, one that I would never dream of making usually. 

I apologised profusely and took the verbal warning with my hands held up. 

In truth, I was kicking myself. I never made mistakes like that.

But alarm bells began to go off when a second mistake appeared with my by-line attached to it. 

This was a basic grammatical error – the incorrect use of 'they're' – on a supremely dull Neighbourhood Watch story towards the back end of the paper.

Without trying to sound big headed, my writing is completely solid. 

Of course, anyone can make a mistake – we are all only human, after all. 

But I knew immediately that this one was not me. 

Someone else on the team had either dropped the ball or amended my wording, further down the process. 

Unfortunately, the original copy I had filed for print included the grammatical error so any argument I put forward would be pointless. 

But I knew how easily those documents could be amended at source – it only took a limited amount of skill if someone had the inclination.

As a result, I began uploading all the copy that I filed for print to a personal cloud-based account.

This enabled me to double check whether my journalistic standards really were dropping – or whether I was being stitched up.

Shaw was behind it, I knew.

And confirmation did not take long to arrive. 


Chapter Five: Reaching the end of the line

I was sitting in Shaw's office, fighting the urge to ram my fist down his pathetic fat throat.

He had summoned me to discuss my “disappointing” performance but had yet to speak a word to me. 

His eyes were glued to the paperwork in his hands, the silence only punctured by his own occasional sighs.

What a prick.

Two more mistakes had been attributed to me in the past week.

Both were basic errors that not even trainees would make – and complete fabrications. 

Reviewing my original copy saved safely in my personal cloud account, my wording had been absolutely spotless when filed.

However errors still kept cropping up in print. 

It was mischief-making in the extreme and no prizes for guessing who was behind it.

Sadly, it was now seriously damaging my reputation inside the paper.

No longer the hot shot journalist, I was beginning to be considered a liability by many of my colleagues.

Whispered about behind closed doors and mocked openly in the open plan office, I finally understood Shaw's intentions.

He didn't just want me to quit my job. 

He wanted to finish my entire newspaper career. 

Why? Simply because I had challenged his authority?

Yes, his ego really was that fragile.

What could I do? 

My circle of trusted colleagues had shrunk dramatically in recent months.

And, more importantly, I did not have the evidence to show I was being set up. 

If I tried to show my cloud account to the others, they would be justified in believing I had amended my copy after the errors had been spotted. 

It revealed to me that I was being set up but could not be used as solid evidence.

I looked at Shaw, waiting for the moron to start talking.

He could barely contain the glee in his voice, his eyes glimmering with malice as he broke away from the paperwork to look at me.

"James. This is becoming very serious now. 

“The mistakes you're making are alarming in their regularity and the level of sheer incompetence is quite frightening. 

"As a senior journalist, this level of performance is not good enough. In fact, your recent behaviour has prompted concern from the highest level."

So McCartney, my biggest fan until only a few months ago, was beginning to have doubts about me now? 

The continual whispers in his ear were obviously making a difference.

Shaw was looking at me with a half-smile on his lips. 

He was obviously enjoying the moment.

I kept quiet, waiting for the bullshit to continue.

I didn't have to wait for long.

"This is now your fourth serious error in recent weeks, Jamie."

I bristled, no-one ever called me by that name. 

I hated it.

Through gritted teeth, I whispered: "James."

Bemused by my barely hidden anger, Shaw held his palms up in a gesture oozing of mockery.

"I'm so sorry, James. I meant no offence, of course.”

He continued, his voice dropping to a deadly whisper: “As I was saying, this situation is becoming increasingly problematic. 

"It's clear this whole thing isn’t going away. I have fought your corner, James, I really have. 

“I’ve pleaded with the boss that our star man – the man that people call ‘Splash’ no less – was just going through a difficult time and, if we gave you some space, you’d come good. 

“It appears I was gravely mistaken.”

I snorted at the absurdity of the situation as fabrication and fact tumbled out of his mouth without distinction.

Shaw leaned over the desk, closer to me. 

His neck muscles were twitching. 

“Do you find this fucking funny? You little piece of shit. 

“I’m trying to save your neck here and all you can do is laugh?”

I said nothing, just looked blankly back to my tormentor. 

I wouldn’t allow him to engineer an argument, which would probably spell the end of my career.

So I sat there trying to look calm, wondering if I would be clearing my desk in five minutes regardless of an argument or not.

“Let me spell it out to you, Jamie.” 

He glared at me as he repeated the name that irked me so much, challenging me to dare to interrupt him again. 

I kept quiet.

“I’ll keep this simple, dickhead. You think you’re a big shot. You’re not. 

“This is my newsroom now. 

“If you want to work in my office, then you play by my rules. 

“If you don’t, then you know what happens. You remember what happened to Ste.”

The mention of Ste’s treatment made me fume. 

I turned away from Shaw’s malevolent eyes but could not stop myself from responding.

“You’re a joke. I know you’re changing my copy, you fucking wanker. 

“You’re a no-body. You fired Ste to try and look like a hard man. 

“Now you’re trying to force me out – simply because I stuck up for him.

“You make me sick. I’m the best reporter out there and you know it. 

“And, when sales go through the floor, who do you think will get the blame?”

Immediately, I knew I’d gone too far, fallen straight into Shaw’s glaringly obvious trap.

The news editor’s face had broken into a half-crazed grin. 

He stood up from his chair and walked around the desk, holding the paper he had been repeatedly glancing at throughout our conversation.

He perched himself on the edge of the desk, the distance between us less than a metre. 

I was overpowered by the stench of coffee and cheap aftershave.

Looking at down at me, he did not mince his words. 

“Blame? Who is the person making all these mistakes?

“The top bosses are already aware about the horrific impact you’re having on this paper’s reputation. 

“Luckily, I’ve promised McCartney and the rest of the leadership team that I’ll personally take you under my wing in the vain hope that I can rehabilitate you.”

I shook my head, marvelling at the absurd situation I had managed to fall into.

Shaw ignored my reaction and continued: “I’m giving you a chance, Jamie. 

“This is your last chance before the big heave-ho. 

“Now here’s the plan I’m proposing for your future working arrangements. 

“Now sign it, and get the fuck out of my office.”


Chapter Six: An unexpected opportunity

As I returned to my desk, the awful realisation washed over me. 

I was finished at this newspaper, the damage had already been done.

Shaw’s action plan to “save me” from unemployment was humiliating in the extreme. 

Effectively, I was being demoted. 

However the terms were insulting; excessive lengths to try and undermine my position and standing in the office at every opportunity.

The word “senior” had been removed from my job title – placing me alongside the newbies straight out of university. 

This meant I was back on the weekend working rota and having to endure the dull drudgery of village fetes and cheque presentation stories – if I was lucky. 

They were the exciting parts of my new ‘role’ which also included the endless joy of typing out/cutting and pasting letters as well as polishing content sent in from our readership.

Worse still, I had been moved to a desk within spitting distance of Shaw – one that had no phone. 

A reporter without a direct line won’t last long at any paper. 

I guessed that was the point.

Later that day, Shaw had sent a patronising email to the entire newsroom, informing them of my switch of position. 

He indicated subtly that “personal problems” were behind my recent issues – and claimed the change of role would help “ease the burden” on my “talented but over-stretched” shoulders. 

Gallingly, he asked everyone in the office to give me space and time to try and adapt.

You can’t be weak in the media. It just doesn’t work. 

I realised I would be seen as even more of a pariah in the newsroom going forward. 

I missed Ste, I was sure that he wouldn’t have turned his back on me at least.

Shaw’s plan had nearly come to fruition. 

Both of us knew that he was now waiting for a golden opportunity to get rid of me. 

The groundwork had been carefully laid down and my reputation was already in shreds.

If I walked out, I’d gain nothing. 

Penny would be absolutely furious – particularly with my income being the only wage coming into the house – and the chances of finding another job in the media in this area was almost zero.

It left us with few options. 

It meant retraining (which we couldn’t afford), commuting to London and missing out seeing the kids grow up, or moving the whole family to another area – something Penny had ruled out altogether.

But I knew I was finished here. 

Even if – by some miracle – Shaw was sacked, the damage to my reputation had already been done.

I would never be ‘Splash’ again, not really, at least not at this paper. 

I spent the rest of the day fantasising over ways of ensuring that I took Shaw down when I got the inevitable sack. 

He had become an obsession for me, and not in a healthy way. 

I struggled to accept that my time at the paper was nearly over – all because of some power-crazy knob head.

It had been the longest day of my working life when an unexpected opportunity arose via global email.

Usually, I hit the delete button straight away for mass circular emails but the surname of the subject caught my eye: “Work experience – Charlie Shaw”.

Intrigued, I opened it, glancing around the office to ensure no-one was looking over my shoulder. 

The newsroom was nearly empty and I couldn’t resist a laugh at my paranoia – it was global email after all.

It read:

Dear all,

For the next two weeks, Charlie Shaw – a second-year under-graduate Journalism student – will be joining us, starting on Monday.

She can’t wait to join the media industry and follow in her old man’s footsteps – so please take some time out of your busy days to help show her the ropes.

Thanks in advance,

Chris.

My mind began to whirl. 

Charlie Shaw? 

Is this his saint-like teenage daughter that he was always bragging about? 

Working here with us?

As my mind raced, a devious and cold-hearted plan began to form. 

Revenge comes in all shapes and sizes. 

Chris Shaw’s weak point had just been exposed – and I was going to exploit it. 

After all, my job was as good as lost already. 

What did I have to lose?


Chapter Seven: The groundwork

Charlie was a lovely looking girl. She must have got her looks from her mother.

Aged 19, she was blonde with shoulder length hair and tall, around 6ft with her black high heels on.

She was slim, had lovely long legs that I imagined would wrap right around me. 

Her breasts were not too big but were wonderfully pert. 

She dressed demurely, usually a v-neck top just providing a tantalising hint of her boobs and tight black trousers that showed her peachy arse off, but no flesh.

I smiled as I watched Shaw flap around his pride and joy, making sure she was okay and being overly jovial whenever she was close by.

What an asshole, I thought.

I kept my distance allowing Shaw to be in the daily news conference before making an introduction to the girl I was planning to bed.

Plenty of the other guys in the office had already made their intentions fairly clear – attractive girls in male-dominated offices always tend to have plenty of suitors.

I bided my time, waiting for the right moment. 

It was nearly lunchtime when that small window of opportunity finally arrived.

Charlie was struggling at the photocopier, trying to resolve a paper jam with little success.

It was a common, everyday problem in our office and I wasted no time in playing the cheesy role of knight in shining armour.

I slipped out of my chair and moved over to the copier. 

Charlie was bending over the machine’s trays, looking puzzled.

I could see the top part of a delicate pink thong peeping out of her trousers. 

I paused behind her, unable to break my gaze away from the sexy lingerie being displayed just a metre or so away from me.

The combination of the slutty underwear and her ultra-firm backside made my mouth go dry. 

I realised I wanted to bed this girl regardless of her family connections.

I cleared my throat.

“Can I help? It can be a bit tricky,” I said in what I knew was my smoothest and most helpful voice.

“Oh yes, please.” 

Charlie replied, standing up right and looking brightly at the friendly face that had come to her aid.

“I’ve had some right battles with this little bugger in my time,” I said, bending down and fiddling with the paper tray in an overly dramatic way. 

A rogue piece of screwed up paper was the root of the problem and I sorted it within only a few seconds. 

But there was no way that I was going to let our first conversation end before it had barely even begun.

Charlie laughed: “I’m glad it’s not just me then. I was beginning to think I’d broken it on my first day.”

I looked at her. 

Well, we’re on first term names with the repairman and we haven’t seen him for about ten days so I suppose it’s about time he made an appearance.” 

I winked and flashed my winning smile, the one which saw me get inside so many women’s knickers.

Penny may have been the mother of his babies, but she certainly wasn’t the love of my life. 

I played the field, and everyone knew it. Even Penny – probably.

Charlie giggled again. 

“I was pretty close to giving it a kick, I must admit.” 

She smiled warmly, which made my cock harden a tad. 

It surprised me.

I finished my performance and stood up alongside the copier.

“Good plan. I kick it if nothing else works. Anyway, that should just about do the trick. Press the button.”

Charlie did as requested and the dilapidated machine sprang into life. 

I slyly dropped the offending piece of paper into the bin before volunteering my hand as an introduction.

“Hi, I’m James, one of the journalists. 

“Some people call me ‘Splash’ but, as long as it’s not a swear word, I’m too not fussed what you call me.” 

My devilish grin twinkled again.

“Oh…. hi.” 

Charlie’s smile faltered for a split second, making it obvious she’d had been forewarned about me. 

She’d probably been advised to give me a wide berth by her father.

No surprise there – and, considering my dishonourable intentions towards her, fairly sensible advice.

Being a well-mannered young woman, Charlie recovered her composure quickly though. 

“I’m Charlie. It’s really nice to meet you, Splash. Thanks for the help.”

She hastily took her photocopies and retreated away from me, looking around the newsroom – obviously hoping no prying eyes had seen us talking.

I had expected no less from Shaw. 

He was a complete control freak and would never allow his beloved daughter to get close to a sworn enemy.

Luckily, I was something of a master at the dark arts of seduction – particularly with hot university girls. 

I looked over at Charlie and caught her looking straight at me biting her lip nervously.

I smiled casually, winked once more and pretended to give the photocopier a good old kick. 

She giggled again before breaking away, a guilty expression falling over her face.

I grinned. 

She’d be in my bed and around my little finger before her work experience stint was over. 


Chapter Eight: Making my move

With Shaw prowling the newsroom floor like a guard dog with toothache, my opportunities to charm his daughter were limited.

At least her presence had seemed to distract his attention away from me. 

There had been no more errors pinned on me in the week that Charlie had been working with us.

Obviously keeping his eye on his daughter and running the editorial team took up too much of his time for him to worry about me.

I knew the reprieve would only be temporary but being out of the firing line made a refreshing change.

Shaw, however, had been breaking balls – just not mine.

Walking into the canteen, he’d heard a group of the younger male reporters, rating Charlie’s body out of ten.

He hit the roof. 

They told me later that they were hauled into the tyrant’s office and given both barrels for a good ten minutes. 

He finished the session by declaring very calmly that “anyone who touches her would lose a bollock” – crumpling a bit of paper in his fist as a demonstration.

I was delighted. 

Here was my big plan to bed his beautiful daughter and I wasn’t even on Shaw’s fabled radar as a threat. 

What a dumb fucker.

Perhaps it was because I was six years older than her with a live-in partner and two kids?

Or perhaps it was simply because he thought I was a loser?

Who cared? 

He’d underestimated me and that was a mistake, particularly considering our recent history.

Unfortunately, after our initial meeting, I’d only been able to grab the odd word here and there with Charlie – trying to be charming and helpful, the type of approach that young women seem to love.

Charlie was always a little guarded with me but her manners and friendly nature ensured she was never rude. 

Still, it wasn’t enough. 

I needed to get her away from under her father’s watchful eye to be able to turn the charm on fully.

Luckily, a work social night provided the perfect opportunity. 

The paper’s social committee had organised a bowling evening, which was little more than a big mid-week piss up for the journalists.

Shaw and his cronies would be going so I declined the invite. 

However, the lads were planning to go clubbing afterwards – once the paper’s oldies had retired for the evening.

I had turned that down too, until I heard Charlie was going. 

It was perfect. 

Shaw would surely see my absence from bowling and would assume that I wouldn’t be going to the later events – meaning he could vent his warnings to the other male reporters, safe in the knowledge that I was not involved.

However, it was too good an opportunity to miss out. 

One of the lads told me the club they were planning to head to after the bowling and I knew I had to be there.

Getting a pass out for the evening wasn’t difficult. 

I had helped Penny put the kids to bed and told her that I was working on a big story and needed to return to the office.

She didn’t complain. 

Her interest in me had evaporated after the arrival of our youngest – she was probably feeling as trapped as I was in the loveless relationship we found ourselves in.

I should have felt guilty for plotting to cheat on the mother of my children, but I never did. 

I played away often, simply to meet my rampant sexual needs. 

Penny either ignored my blatant infidelity or simply did not care.

Either way, I had the freedom to pursue Charlie. 

Once Penny had gone to bed, I’d showered, slipped on a casual T-shirt, splashed on some aftershave and grabbed a pair of jeans. 

I was mid-twenties and not the most fashionable bloke in the world but I scrubbed up okay. 

My wavy brown hair and trimmed facial hair always seemed to attract the women, no matter how clothes I wore.

I drove and arrived at the nightclub at 11.30pm, expecting to find the usual group of party animals propping up the bar.

It was a Wednesday evening and the place was half-empty. 

About ten or so people from the newsroom had gone to the club and, by the time I arrived, they were completely smashed.

My arrival was greeted like a celebrity had arrived in the place, screams and big cuddles for me – a far cry from the reception I received in the newsroom each morning. 

Alcohol does funny things to people.

My eyes scanned the room seeking the person I had made the effort for. 

I couldn’t see her – but I was unwilling to ask the others and perhaps reveal my true intentions for the evening.

I didn’t want to draw any attention to my real reason for being there.

Disappointed and a little crest-fallen, I went to the bar and ordered a pint. 

I figured I’d have a quick drink with the guys before heading off to bed.

Lost in my thoughts, I felt a gentle tap on the elbow.

Charlie stood before me. 

She was wearing a short black dress, with her long legs on full show. 

Her make-up had been plastered on, making her look much older, and her blonde hair had been carefully put up.

She was an absolute knockout. 

How did that cunt Shaw manage to have a daughter who looked like this?

“Hi, Splash!” 

She was obviously drunk and the booze had lowered her inhibitions. Any nervousness had been long since discarded.

I smiled, my stomach feeling butterflies – not something I was particularly used to. 

“Hi, Gorgeous. Fancy a drink?”

“Yes, please. Gin and Tonic. What are you doing here?”

I ordered the drink. 

“Why? Do you think I’m too old?”

She flushed, believing she’d offended me. 

“What? No, of course, not. I’m glad you’re here. You’re so lovely to me.”

Glancing around us, I made sure no-one was watching. 

She touched my arm affectionately.

Most of the group were moving badly in the middle of the dance-floor. No-one gave us a second glance.

I passed Charlie her drink and slipped an arm casually around her waist, pulling her a little closer to me.

“I can’t believe you think I’m too old to be here. 

“Here I was thinking you were so nice. Obviously, I was mistaken.”

She opened her mouth in shock and playfully punched my arm. 

“I am nice! I can’t believe you said that!”

The gentle teasing was the icebreaker that I needed. 

Gin had lowered her guard and soon she was busy telling my about her university course, her thoughts on working in our newsroom and life as a student.

But I soon directed the conversation towards where I wanted it to go: the topic of her love life.

“So do you have a boyfriend?” I ventured.

“Not at the moment. We split up a couple of months ago.”

“Ah sorry. Was it because you are really bad in bed?” 

I could tell she was the sort of girl who responded to teasing – mixing banter with flattery always seemed to do the trick.

“No! He couldn’t make me cum actually! You are sooo cheeky!” 

She pulled a face at me but still moved a little closer.

My hand was permanently on her waist. 

My fingertips could feel the G-string through the flimsy material of her dress. 

It was tiny. My cock twitched, just thinking about it.

Our conversation of banter and insults continued for another 30 minutes or so. 

It was obvious that Charlie was now completely wasted, slurring her words and requiring my support to even stand.

I offered to take her home. 

She hesitated though, alarm bells obviously sounding somewhere in her subconscious. 

Before she could reply, I told her that she could go to my car while I saw the others, telling them that she’d gone home in a taxi earlier.

That way, no-one will see us leave together – and I’d even drop her at the top of her road so no window-twitchers could see her taxi driver. 

We both knew I meant her dad.

This seemed to win her round and she took my keys, listening to where I’d parked carefully while I trotted off to tell the others about my own departure.

I met her in my car five minutes later and began driving her home slowly, turning the conversation back to sex again.

“So, which one of the boys in the office has caught your eye then?” I asked casually, eyes fixed firmly on the road ahead.

Charlie was adamant in response. 

“What? In your office? None of them! Not my type.” 

“What’s your type then? Female?” I flashed my grin at her again.

She laughed at my cheekiness. “You are such a bugger! No, I am not a lesbian! I can’t believe you just said that!”

I could tell she was enjoying the banter. 

“Sorry, you were just giving off those kind of signals…..”

She giggled again. “I have not!”

“So, what kind of man is your type then?” 

We were nearly at her house. 

I pulled over in the street as she pointed out a space, about 50 metres from her driveway.

“I don’t have a type per-se but I do have a weakness for older men with dark hair and a little stubble.” 

She looked at me and put her hand on top of mine on the gearstick.

“Really? All the best men look like that.” 

I smiled and she laughed again. 

Our hands stayed locked together.

I needed no more signals. I leaned over and kiss her full on her plump lips. 

She kissed me back gently, allowing my tongue to fully probe her mouth.

Her hand came straight up to my face, her fingers tracing my features as the kiss began to end.

She opened the door and swung her legs out onto the pavement to leave. 

“Thanks Splash. No one can ever know.”

I smiled again as I watched her pert backside leave my car. 

“Believe me, they’ll never hear from me. See you tomorrow.”


Chapter Nine: Making plans

Bingo.

Sucking my face on a boozy night out seemed to have opened the floodgates as far as Charlie was concerned with regard to our relationship.

Gone was the nervous and hesitant work experience girl that I’d first encountered.

True, she still gave me a wide berth in the office, where her prick father remained ever vigilant for over-friendly colleagues.

But, over email, the flirting between had gone into over-drive. 

I was beginning to feel a little like the hunted rather than the hunter. 

Although, to be fair, that suited me just fine. 

If my plan followed its script, Shaw’s daughter would soon have my baby growing in her beautiful stomach. 

She just didn’t know we were going to be playing happy families yet.

I took amusement in changing her wording in emails, and responding to the imaginary questions that I’d made up instead of her actual requests.

She loved this, the type of female who obviously enjoying being teased rather than fawned over when flirting. 

Kisses were appearing more and more on her return emails, and she was soon emailing me – taking up the initiative rather than let me do all the chasing.

After several days of fun but ultimately pointless banter, I decided the groundwork had been laid.

It was time to seal the deal.

I sent her an email in the early afternoon marked ‘URGENT’ in the subject line, proposing a date.

“Dinner?”

She replied in less than two minutes. 

She was really keen, I knew it. 

“No thanks, I’ve just eaten x”

“Ha ha. You’re funny. Fine, my supreme culinary talents will have to be used to impress someone else then.”

“I was joking! When? xx”

“7pm tomorrow – at my place.”

“OK. Can we keep it quiet please? I’d hate to be subject of office gossip while I’m here.”

It was fairly obvious she didn’t want her father knowing. That was fine by me.

“Of course, C. Not a word from me. Pasta and meatballs sound OK?”

“Thanks. That sounds yum. Should I bring anything? Xx”

I thought for a second before hitting reply button.

I knew she would be in my bed tomorrow evening. 

However, I decided to spell it out too, so we both exactly what was on the menu at mine. 

"You're bringing dessert."

"Ok. What do you fancy?"

I glanced at Shaw as I typed out the reply. 

He was laughing with several of his cronies at something on his computer screen. 

His smile froze as he saw me looking in his direction, a frown quickly falling over his jowly face.

I turned back to my screen, not wanting to raise any suspicion. 

I was well drilled in feeling miserable, the look of despair a familiar companion and adopted my usual frown, looking at my screen.

I hit send on my message.

"You xx"

The reply was almost instant, only confirming her eagerness.

“Ha ha. Ok, I'll make sure dessert is wrapped up real nice.  One more thing. Where do you live?”

I risked another look at Shaw, who was now circling the office trying to find a splash for tomorrow's edition. 

He wouldn't bother asking me, I knew.

However, soon Shaw would be unable to ignore me – whether I still worked for him or not.

Soon I'd be family a member of the family.


Chapter Ten: The date

Penny and the kids always spent Thursday nights at her parents' house some 15 miles away, giving her a much-needed break.

And it gave me the perfect chance to plan my seduction of Charlie.

I’d gone for cheap and tacky, certain my well-honed sales patter should be enough to get the shapely blonde into my bed without too much effort.

I’d put candles on the dinner table and on the bedside cabinets, scattering a few rose petals on the freshly made bed.

It was almost a routine. 

I’d slept with so many women since I began dating Penny that I didn’t even feel guilt anymore.

Penny was the mother of my children but little more. 

I felt like a single man for the majority of the time, apart from spending time with the kids. 

I paused, looking at the bed. 

I could not remember the last time the pair of us had even had sex – let alone having rose petals spread on the bed. 

I shrugged – my dysfunctional relationship was not my priority tonight.

No, I was going to deliver the ultimate two-finger salute to my nemesis – impregnating his pride-and-joy and becoming a full-time member of the Shaw clan. 

The thought made me grin as I jogged down the stairs.

The chicken casserole was in the oven and a bottle of wine was sitting on the kitchen table, waiting to be opened.

I threw on some easy listening background soul music and dimmed the lighting to make it more romantic.

I’d gone casual in my outfit – a black buttoned-up polo shirt and jeans – but had made the effort to splash on my very best aftershave. 

She’d be putty in my hands after a single sniff. 

The doorbell rang. 6.55pm. Damn, she was keen.

I opened the door, flashing my winning smile.

Charlie was like a vision.

Her hair was down, carefully styled to look unkempt and sweeping across her face.

She wore a figure-hugging white shirt, unbuttoned almost to her belly button. 

Her breasts were almost fully on display, her chest undoubtedly enhanced by the push-up effect of the plain white bra. 

Charlie topped the look with a long, pearl necklace.

She wore an ultra-tight black pencil skirt that showed off her firm backside, black stockings and finishing the look at six-inch high heels. 

“Hi.” For once, I was nearly lost for words.

She smiled, blushing faintly. 

“Hi, you.”

I regained my swagger quickly enough. 

“Your dinner is ready to be served. Hurry up because I can’t wait for dessert.”

She laughed and produced two small pots of strawberry ice-cream. 

She walked in the house, turning as she passed me to push the desserts into my hands. 

Confused, I looked down at the ice-cream and then back to Charlie.

She smiled, leaned closer to me and whispered: “Here’s dessert as you requested. I’ll be the plate.”

Bingo. I could barely get her into the house fast enough.

The meal was a mixture of average food and sizzling chemistry. 

We laughed, joked and discussed our way through the casserole and two bottles of wine. 

It was difficult to believe I was six years older than my dinner date. 

We were compatible, a good fit together.

I realised I would like to see Miss Shaw again – even when she returned to university later in the year.

We operated in different worlds but we had some sort of connection. 

It was just a shame that her father was such a complete dickhead.

“Can I borrow your toilet please?” 

Charlie stood up, obviously feeling the effects of drinking two bottles of wine so quickly.

I stood and pushed opened the hallway door. 

“Of course. Up the stairs, second door on the left. Try not to get bitten by the crocodiles in the bath.”

She tilted her head at me, questioningly.

“The kids’ baths toys are in there.”

Charlie smiled. 

“Ah, I’ll be fine. I’m hoping to be bitten by something far more dangerous this evening.”

She swept out of the room, leaving me to stare at her tight butt as she went.

I had no idea what she meant by the last remark. 

She was probably trying to be amusing but the combination of sexual tension and alcohol had resulted in a confused delivery.

I took a deep breath. 

The time was nearing. 

My swimmers were desperate to reach the hallowed land of Charlie’s body. 

My extra-fertile semen were undoubtedly the reason that I had two kids already – and I was convinced that a single jump with this beautiful blonde would result in another Haywood junior in nine months’ time.

Did I feel guilty? No. 

All is fair in love and war. 

And her twat of a father had started this particular battle, not me. 

“Splash? Can you come and help me please?”

Charlie’s voice rang out clearly down the stairs, the note of urgency snapping me out of my daydream.

I bounded up the stairs and opened the toilet door. It was empty.

“In here.” 

Her voice rang out. It was coming from my bedroom.

I opened the door to find her lying on my bed, rose petals either side of her slender frame. 

She’s discarded most of her clothes, now wearing only the white bra, a lacy thong with a small pink bow on the front, and the pearl necklace.

She looked perfect. My mouth went dry.

Her hands were holding the tubs of ice-cream, which she had pilfered from the kitchen without me knowing. 

“So, where exactly are you going to eat these, Splash?”

I loved the fact she kept calling me ‘Splash’. 

Charlie was a little minx, that’s for sure.

I decided it was time to seize the initiative. 

Placing one of the tubs on the bedside table, I took the other in my hand.

Without saying a word, I pushed her firmly onto her back – and pushed her long legs apart with a thrust.

She yelped, surprised by my physical approach, but spread her legs wide in expectation.

Her G-string gusset was now almost see-through, saturated by juices that betrayed her excitement.

I ripped off the panties roughly, tossing them to one side before plunging the full tub on ice-cream straight onto her pussy lips.

Charlie gasped as the cold dessert engulfed her sensitive folds, her body shaking with the unexpected change in temperature.

I emptied the pot, using my fingers to push the ice-cream deep inside her. 

Charlie groaned and shivered, her first orgasm had arrived in less than 30 seconds. Even for me, that was some kind of record.

Once the ice-cream had warmed suitably, I went down on her – lapping up the sweet substance that coated her genitals.

Charlie was a real screamer, her hands trying to forcibly push my tongue deeper into her pussy as she whimpered above me.

It was like she’d never received proper oral before. 

Who knows? Perhaps she hadn’t.

After ten minutes, I was bored. 

I’d lost count of the number of times that she’d reached orgasm – her body appeared to be in a constant state of excitement.

She was talking non-stop, filthy stuff that girls think turn men on. 

I can tell you that it doesn’t. 

Well, not for me at least. Still, I found it amusing.

I grabbed the second ice-cream tub and ripped off the lid. 

I stood up from the bed and removed my clothes before plunging my cock straight into the half-melted sugary treat.

Fuck me, it was cold. My old boy shrunk to about half its usual size.

I said nothing but pointed at it, encouraging the little dirt bag to eat her portion of the after-dinner treat.

Charlie did not need a second invitation. 

She was on her knees and slobbering on my cock within seconds, pumping her head up and down like a veteran porn star. 

She even kept eye contact with me as she licked my shaft. 

Her oral technique may not have been too refined but she certainly had enthusiasm.

After five minutes, I realised I was close to ejaculating. 

As tempting as it was to blow my load all over the face of my nemesis’s daughter, my potent spunk had a greater importance this evening.

I pulled away from Charlie’s willing mouth, grabbing her roughly by the bra and throwing her back onto the bed.

She gasped, looking down at her partly torn bra in shock.

“Charlie Shaw. You’re going to get fucked tonight like you’ve never been fucked before.”

She looked at me, panting. 

She held her arms out wide, welcoming me in towards her.

“God, I can’t wait for this.” 

She moaned with glee as I moved above her, preparing to enter her.


Chapter Eleven: The deed

I was close to ejaculating. 

We had been shagging for the best part of twenty minutes and my cock was beginning to become over-sensitive.

I could feel the familiar – and glorious – build-up in my sack, my spunk gathering to explode into the world.

Or deep into Charlie.

She had been wild indeed. 

She had ridden my rock hard penis for ten minutes at least, bringing herself to orgasm twice through a combination of enthusiasm and, surprisingly, a solid technique. 

Her intercourse performance certainly made up for her obvious lack of know-how in the oral department.

This girl had obviously been through a few men in her time. 

What would old Chris say about that?

I was fucking her doggy style now, ploughing deep into her – knowing my sperm would travel further in this position. 

She was still talking dirty – so I thought I’d add in a little spice into the mix as I dumped my seed in her.

“Charlie, you’re a dirty whore.”

“What?!” 

She seemed shocked that I was talking now.

“You’re a whore. Say it.”

“No!” 

She seemed thrown off by this. 

Obviously the dirty talk was a ploy to make me cum quicker – she wasn’t really up for a foul-mouthed discussion.

Too bad, I thought. You’re mine now.

“Say. It.”

I smashed into her folds extra hard, causing her to groan with enjoyment.

“Okay, okay. I am a whore.”

“Actually, you’re my whore now.”

She turned her head sharply to look at me. 

I ignored her, increasing the pace of my strokes. My breathing was becoming ragged, it was close.

She turned away and nodded. “Yes, I am.”

It was time to up the ante. “What would your dad say about this?”

“He….” she was struggling to get her words out as my cock pumped in and out of her at top speed. 

“He wouldn’t like it. He told me to stay away from you.”

I smiled. I knew it.

“And you decided to fuck me instead. You are a naughty little bitch, aren’t you?”

“I think he’s wrong. You’re lush.”

I grinned again. 

She was wrapped around my finger. I barked out my next words – an order rather than a question. 

“I’m cumming. Say you want to have my baby. 

“Beg me for it. And call me ‘Splash’ as I really like that.”

She was struggling to think straight, taking her time to catch her breath as her vagina was being destroyed by the older man behind her.

“Splash, you’re the best fuck I’ve ever had. I want your baby. Give me your spunk. Please. 

“I’ll do anything for you and that lovely cock. 

“I want to fuck me every morning and every night. Let’s get married. Say we can get married, Baby.”

The words seemed to open the floodgates as I began to feel my spunk sliding into her. 

As I came deep inside Charlie, I grunted: “I want to marry you, Charlie Shaw. 

“I want us to have a family and lots of kids. This will be the first of many.”

I groaned as my orgasm reached its peak, feeling my semen escape through the tiny hole in the condom, straight into Charlie’s fertile body.

Chris Shaw, my kid would soon be part of your immediate family. 

Fuck you.


Chapter Twelve: The aftermath

Charlie Shaw sat in her car outside her parents’ house, rubbing her stomach and thinking about the evening’s events.

She couldn’t stop smiling. 

She had never orgasmed so many times in her life. 

Judging by the spunk oozing out of pussy when she went to the toilet after sex, she guessed the condom had ripped or was faulty.

Either way, she cared not.

She wanted Splash. 

She desperately wanted his babies and she knew she had to be his wife. 

In fact, Charlie had known the first moment they had spoken at the photocopier.

Her dad loathed him – and vice versa – but why should that concern her? Indeed, that simply added to the appeal.

James, bless him, actually thought he was seducing her.

She laughed at his naivety, pulling out her mobile phone.               

The voice recording app had been running for the past hour, catching all the sounds from their filthy love-making.

It was another piece of the jigsaw. 

Splash wouldn’t be with his live-in girlfriend for much longer, kids or no kids, particularly when that stupid Penny bitch heard this recording.

James Haywood was her man now. 

He just didn’t know it yet.
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