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 Chapter One



 



I’d just pulled away from my apartment when Ron called. I tapped the ANSWER button on the dash screen and said hello.



“Hannah’s here,” he said. “Thought you might wanna know.”



Hannah. My district manager. Making an unscheduled visit, which couldn’t be a great thing.



“I’m on my way in,” I told him. “I wasn’t expecting her for another week or so.”



“I know,” he replied. “She seems… upset.”



I didn’t like the sound of that. She’d been my boss for more than a year now and I’d never seen her upset. Well, I had. Just not with my store or me.



“What’s she mad about?” I asked.



“I don’t know,” Ron said. “She’s snapping at the cashiers. Seemed bugged that you weren’t here yet.”



“She knows my schedule,” I said. “At least, she has access to it. She should know I’m closing tonight.”



“I don’t know,” he said. “I’m not good at dealing with this kind of pressure.”



This again. Things like this made me wonder why I even promoted Ron in the first place. He was a hell of a salesperson, but he left much to be desired when it came to performing everyday managerial duties.



“For God’s sake, Ron,” I snapped. “You’re my Assistant Manager. You can handle a DM visit. But I’ll be there in just a few. I’m on my way now.”



“Good,” he said. “I’ll see if I can do anything to make her happy.”



Little did I know, Hannah was going to need some unorthodox help for that.



 



---



 



Twenty minutes later, I parked in my usual spot in the parking lot of Electronics Express, my home away from home. I’d been Store Manager of the area’s third-largest home electronics superstore for almost four years, after working my way up over the previous ten. I’d had my fair share of bosses -- store managers before I was promoted and district managers afterward -- that made me not even want to walk into the building. I’d never felt that way about Hannah. We’d had a great relationship since she joined the company and became my boss.



This day would forever redefine our relationship in entirely unexpected ways. I had no way of knowing that as I got out of my car and walked toward the building, feeling that hollowness in the pit of my stomach that I used to get with many previous bosses but never with her. An unannounced DM visit was seldom a good thing, however. Given my store’s remote location, which was over three hours from Hannah’s office in Cincinnati, it’s not like she ever just popped in.



Regular audit visits were planned at least a week in advance, so it was almost unheard of for her to just show up with no warning. It could mean anything from poor performance to a serious HR issue to a store closure. My store’s performance was good and I think I would’ve been aware of any significant HR issues. I didn’t want to even think about the store shutting down, but this wasn’t exactly the golden age of the company. Stores across the country were closing every few months.



I walked into the store and saw Hannah pretty quickly. With her long, bright blond hair, it was hard not to notice her. She was standing in front of an aisle of printers and looked like she was giving poor Ron the fifth degree. I approached cautiously, but she must have seen me out of the corner of her eye. She turned in my direction and flashed me a big, beautiful smile.



“Hi, Michael,” she said, teeth gleaming white. “I’m so glad you’re here.”



Ron raised both eyebrows in surprise. I hadn’t heard what they’d been discussing before I interrupted, but whatever it was, her whole demeanor had suddenly changed. I felt relief wash over me as I took in her smile, thinking whatever brought her here had nothing to do with me.



I could not have been more wrong.



“Let’s go to your office,” she said. “I really need to talk to you.”



 










 Chapter Two



 



Hannah plopped down into the chair at my desk and sighed, dropping her laptop bag onto the floor. Although it was, as I said, my desk, whenever she came for an audit visit, I always let her have the main desk, and I sat at the desk Ron used. Despite her initial reaction upon seeing me on the sales floor, I could tell she was frustrated. At this point, I was only slightly worried it had anything to do with me. My numbers were going great so far this year, and we'd gotten along very well since she became my boss the year before.



I don’t know why, but I sensed her frustrations had something to do with things we’d discussed before. It turns out I was right about that. I was wrong about which “things,” though.



She'd frequently confided in me she felt undue pressure from constantly having to prove she deserved to be where she was and didn't get there because of her looks. Some of the other store managers -- all male, of course  -- in my district had been pretty upset when she'd been hired from outside the company for the district manager role over which they'd been salivating since our former DM announced his retirement. They felt like they'd been robbed and that this younger (late 20s if I had to guess), unbelievably attractive woman only got the job because she was younger and/or incredibly attractive.



Her naysayers somehow overlooked the fact that she had already been performing at the district manager level for another company for more than five years and had nearly single-handedly saved several of that company's stores from shutting down due to poor sales. She was truly a gifted leader with solid business acumen and, more importantly in my book, phenomenal people skills. Granted, her experience had been in women's clothing stores and not electronics and home entertainment like our company, but still. Leadership is leadership, and she knew that like the back of her hand.



All that being said, it was impossible not to recognize how attractive she is. Hannah is your stereotypical blond bombshell. Long hair you could see yourself grabbing during an incredibly frenetic lovemaking session, beautiful face with pale blue eyes and perfect teeth, big boobs, slim waist, firm ass. There really isn’t anything about her --  looks, personality, intelligence --  with which you can find fault.



We got to be really close really quickly. She knew I didn't believe any of that stuff about her sleeping her way to her position. She knew I felt she was way more than a pair of tits and a nice ass. She confided in me about all sorts of things, like how she knew the other male store managers either didn't respect her or just wanted to fuck her  -- or both. Her reception among the female store managers wasn't much better; they seemed to always talk about her behind her back and were obviously jealous (she'd been accidentally cc'd on an email between several of them that resulted in an uncomfortable conversation).



And she also confided in me about her sex life, although circumstances forced this. I happened to walk into my office one day a few months ago when she was on the phone with her husband. I overheard some things no employee should hear about their boss. I listened to her husband --  on speakerphone  -- tell her they needed to end their polyamorous relationship because it would be bad for both of their careers.



After she threw her phone across the room, she insisted on taking me to lunch to clear the air and make sure I knew she trusted me with what I'd just heard. Her husband, who hadn't had much luck in finding extramarital partners while Hannah, of course, couldn't walk down a street or into a bar without attracting several candidates, was tired of the one-sided nature of their open marriage. His excuse over it potentially harming their careers was just that --  an excuse.



I was blown away by her willingness to trust me with all of this, and I swore to her I'd never breathe a word of it to anyone. She told me she liked having various sexual partners and wasn't ashamed of it, but that she'd never used sex to get ahead in the working world. She didn't want the other store managers in the district to find out about her lifestyle and assume they'd been right all along about how she got her position.



I had no idea how much the trust and confidence she had in me was going to be tested when, after plopping down in my chair during this latest visit, she said: “Michael, I am so frustrated.”



“About what?” I asked.



“I haven’t slept with anyone other than my husband since that phone call you overheard. Not that I’ve slept much with him since then, either. Going from having my pick of men -- and the occasional woman -- to as close to nothing as you can imagine without it being nothing has been hard.”



I didn’t mean to, but I laughed, thinking she must be joking. Surely this couldn’t be what she wanted to talk to me about. The look on her face immediately told me she wasn’t kidding.



"I'm serious," she said. "I just really want to fuck someone right now, and I want your help."



I was aware of my own trembling and my own ill-thought fantasies when I asked her, "What can I possibly do to help with that?"



"I want you to hypnotize me," she said.



I blinked hard. "I'm sorry?"



"I found your YouTube channel," she said. "I know you can hypnotize people. I've seen your show, where you convince people just to let go and be themselves. You make them do pretty crazy stuff online."



"It's just an act," I said. In fact, the hypnosis schtick was one small part of a stupid magic show I infrequently did with some buddies of mine, usually after a few beers. I was almost embarrassed by it at this point. I’m not sure most people in my life knew I did it. It certainly never came up while I was at work. "None of that is real, and my viewers are aware of that, for the most part. The people I say I hypnotize are my friends, playing a role."



She shook her head. "I don't buy it. It looks so real."



"But it's not. I wish I could help you  -- although I'm not sure exactly what it is hypnosis would do in this case  -- but I just can't."



"I want to be hypnotized, so I can do what I really want to do without feeling bad about it."



I leaned forward in my chair, facing her. We were sitting dangerously close, and I had an urge to put my hand on her knee. Her flowery perfume suddenly became the best thing I'd ever smelled.



“Again, my ‘hypnosis’ is an act,” I said. “But even if it weren’t, I don’t know that I would do what you’re asking. Shouldn’t you just talk to your husband and let him know what you want? Maybe he’ll listen to reason.”



She laughed. “That’s funny. Blake won’t listen to anything I have to say about this. Or a lot of other things, really.”



“Still, cheating is a big step,” I said. “It’s not something you can undo. And I have to think the fact that you’re asking to be hypnotized shows you know it’s wrong.”



“I know it’s wrong,” she said. “And I’d feel worse about it if I wasn’t already planning on leaving Blake. The sex isn’t the only reason -- it’s not even the main one -- and the only reason I haven’t left him is because of our financial situation. It’d be tough for either of us to make it on our own with all the debt we have. I can’t wait until that’s sorted out -- if it ever is -- to do this. I’m going to explode.”



“Okay, then,” I said. “I just don’t get why you need my help. Or anyone’s permission. If you feel so strongly about it, just do it.”



As her eyes met mine, I thought she was going to cry. I’ve never seen her look so vulnerable, so unsure of herself. I would’ve hugged anyone else who was in such apparent anguish, but at that point, I was still telling myself she was just my boss, and I was just her employee. As much as I wanted to put my arms around her, I just didn’t think it was appropriate.



“I just need to believe I’m not some dumb slut,” she said. “Even if I am.”



Hearing her berate herself for a perfectly understandable need pushed me past my reservations. I touched her then, just barely, holding her chin to make sure she didn’t look away from my face.



“Hannah, you’re not dumb. And ‘slut’ is just a needlessly derogatory word people use for women -- never men -- who like sex more than those people think they should.”



"Thank you, Michael," she said, leaning toward me so we were even closer. It would have been so easy to kiss her right then and there  -- and I even suspected she wanted me to  -- despite how inappropriate it was. As friendly as we'd always been, the thought never crossed my mind that we would even be this physically close --  every breath taken in originating from the other's mouth  -- much less dare to imagine anything more significant.



"Please," she said, and now she had her hand on my knee, gently squeezing. "And I’m not asking as your boss. If you say no, there will absolutely be no repercussions. We’ll move on as if none of this came up.”



“That’s good,” I said and was about to tell her it’d be a good idea if we could just forget the whole thing.



“I’m asking as your friend. Will you try?" Moving her hand farther up my leg, she said, "I'll be very grateful."



I decided I couldn't say no to that. After all, it wasn’t going to work anyway. What harm could it do?







 Chapter Three



 



I'd instructed Ron that we were not to be disturbed and locked the office door. Then I started my routine. I felt a bit ridiculous, even though I'd performed more or less the same act several times for however many YouTube subscribers I have.



I turned down the lights and made sure Hannah was comfortable. I instructed her to breathe slowly and steadily and to focus on my voice while staring me straight in the eyes. I walked her through relaxing every body part, from head to toe.



I did all this, and all the other things I make a big show of for my viewers, the whole time wondering what the point even was.



And then her eyes changed. I can't describe it even now, and it took me by surprise so much at the moment I didn't realize what had happened. But those pale blue eyes of hers suddenly became brighter -- a subtle change, but noticeable nonetheless. They became those of a different woman or, as I came to understand, another version of this same woman that had been buried deep inside.



The transformation shook me so much I broke out of my routine before I was finished. I hadn’t even had a chance to suggest anything to her. I’d given her no commands or code words, which wouldn’t have meant anything anyway but still. I asked her if she was okay. She smiled. I've never really seen something you'd call a "wicked smile" in person before, but her lips formed something that had to be the textbook definition.



"I'm okay," she said, giving me a shove. “I’ve never been better.”



The chair I was in rolled away from her, and she stood up. I watched helplessly as she unbuttoned her blouse and let it slip off of her shoulders. As she reached behind her to unsnap her pink lace bra, I had a stupid thought about the security camera overhead getting quite a show.



If I had known the live camera footage was being watched by someone at the regional office at that moment during a completely random but routine monitoring period, I would’ve tried harder to stop what happened next.



Probably.



I tried to protest; I really did. Okay, probably not as much as I should have, but I just couldn't make my mouth form words. Seconds after she freed her large but firm breasts, adorned with the most kissable, soft, and puffy nipples I've ever seen, she dropped her slacks and pink lace panties in one fell swoop. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair and the glistening spot just below it.



Before I knew it, she was kneeling before me. As she reached for my zipper, I knew I had to put an end to this before there was no turning back.



The hardest words I have ever spoken were, "Hannah, you need to stop, now."



Hannah’s mouth formed the biggest mock frown I’d ever seen, and she said, “Now, Michael, do you really mean that?”



I had meant it, really I had, but the more I thought about it, the more I questioned myself. I don’t think Hannah would’ve forced herself on me if I’d put my foot down -- at least, I’d like to believe she wouldn’t be awful like that. But suddenly, over a year’s worth of physical attraction to this beautiful woman flooded my mind, and my inhibitions dropped as quickly as Hannah’s eye color had changed intensity.



“No,” I said. “I don’t mean that. I’m sorry, but I want this.”



She laughed. “No need to be sorry. I want it, too. Though I guess that’s obvious at this point.”



She had my dick in her hand before I even knew she'd unzipped me. And she smiled as she looked it over, moving her fingers ever so gently along the skin of it. This incredible woman, who I'd worked so hard to please with sales and a really good P&L, had my dick in her hand.



She wrapped her lips around the tip and started stroking my shaft. I forgot all my former reservations as I watched her greedily engulf my dick, her nose making it all the way to my pubic hair as the tip of my cock entered her throat.



I'm not exactly an expert, but her enthusiasm at sucking my dick was something I had previously feared could only be found in porn. It was like it was the first cock she'd had in her mouth --  she seemed to be giddy with wonder as she explored every inch of it with her tongue, lips, and even teeth --  but of course, I knew that not to be the case. Besides, no amateur could be so talented. The teeth alone would've been problematic with someone less skilled.



I couldn't take much more, and she must have sensed it. She started slowing down and removed her hand, barely touching me even as she moved her head up and down. I figured I'd get the typical treatment I was used to on the rare occasions I've gotten head  -- the ol' handjob finish. But that's not what Hannah had in mind.



She disengaged, leaving my cock twitching around, inches from her face. "I'm going to give you a choice, which is not something I give to most men in your… position." Whether she meant my role as her employee or my physical position, sitting there with my cock at the mercy of her mouth, I couldn't say.



She went on: "After I come, do you want to come in my mouth or my pussy?" She probably didn't realize --  or maybe she did  -- that the very question was so exciting it almost rendered itself moot. “Either way is fine by me, as long as I come first.”



Even after the blowjob, properly fucking her seemed to be yet another line I shouldn't cross. But it’s not like I didn’t want to, and it was obvious what she was after.



"I'm waiting," she said, tapping my knee.



"Pussy," I said so quietly, I wasn’t sure I’d made an actual sound until she responded.



“Okay. If you change your mind once I’m done, let me know.” She got up and promptly bent over Ron's desk.



Shakily, I got to my feet and grabbed my dick. My greatest fear at this point was I'd come at the mere sight of her cunt and the wetness seeping out of her as she used a couple of fingers to present it to me for the taking. I moved closer, trying to think of the angry customer with whom I'd dealt the day before or something else equally horrible. Anything to stave off the relentless urge to come.



She was hot, wet, and welcoming. I slid in as if I'd been there a thousand times before.



"Try to hold out just a minute," she said. She was working her clit with her own hand while I fucked her. "I'm close."



"Yes, Ma'am," I said.



"You know I hate it when you call me 'Ma'am,'" she said, but she was laughing, and then so was I.



I have a habit of doing my best to ruin the best moments of my life, and this was no exception. For some stupid reason, I thought to say: "You know you're not really hypnotized, right?"



She was breathing quite heavily and had some trouble getting her words out. "Of course… I am. This… would be… insane… otherwise."



"Okay," I said, realizing how my opening my mouth could've gone way worse.



"At least," she continued, "that's… what we're… going… to tell… ourselves."



"Understood," I said, picking up my pace. She wasn't going to last much longer, and I, selfishly, didn't want to either.



“Fuck,” she said, “I’ve… wanted… this… for… so… long…”



I really wish she hadn’t said that. I couldn’t hold it anymore. I came, flooding her pussy with what felt like the most forceful ejaculation I’ve ever had.



“Goddammit,” she said, choking back a sob. “I… need a few… more… minutes…”



My cock, embarrassingly, was already getting soft inside her. She sighed heavily, and I felt shame rush through my whole body. I knew I’d never disappointed her as an employee and felt terrible that I’d done so as a lover.



I tried to keep going, but it was a losing battle. My shrinking cock slid out of her cunt, the mixture of her juices and my cum proving to be too slippery for it to stay inside in its current state.



I touched her pussy then, sticking a finger tentatively inside. She pulled away, standing up. Some of my cum began draining down her leg.



“Sorry,” she said. “Not completely your fault, but I need more than that. Get Ron back here.”



I blinked. “What?”



“You heard me!” she snapped. “If I don’t come in the next few minutes, I’m going to scream.”



 









 Chapter Four



 



I pulled my pants up and fastened my belt. The thought occurred to me that maybe Hannah’s husband had been on to something when he said he wanted to end their open marriage to protect their careers. If Hannah was as sex-crazed as she seemed at the moment, it wasn’t hard to believe the concern was genuine. Had there been situations like this in the past, when she went crazy for cock, when she threw all caution to the wind in search of pleasure?



Even though she had been open with me in the past about her lifestyle, I never would have thought I’d see her like this. It was like she was a completely different person than the one I’d known all this time.



“Hannah, let’s think about this,” I said. “Right now, this is just between the two of us, and we can get past this. If we get someone else involved, this all becomes way more complicated.”



“‘Get past this?’” she said. “Is this --” and here she grabbed those perfect tits -- “something you want to ‘get past?’”



She had a point. I certainly wouldn’t mind revisiting what had just happened between us. I felt an urge to redeem myself after letting her down, for one thing. But she’d completely missed the point I was trying to make.



“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said. “I just mean we could get ourselves into even more trouble than we might already be.” I pointed to the security camera overhead. “Besides, you mentioned your financial situation earlier. Can you afford to lose your job?”



“I don’t care anymore,” she said. “This company won’t be around more than another year or two anyway. Not much to lose at this point.”



I knew she was right. The writing had been on the wall for some time. Stores closing every few months, corporate directives getting increasingly erratic. I’d been looking for another job for several months now, despite my store itself doing okay. It was only a matter of time.



“Anyone else -- like Ron -- we get involved could get in trouble, too,” I pointed out. “And maybe he isn’t as frustrated with his job or this company as we are.”



“Maybe we should let Ron decide for himself,” she said. “It’s not like I’m going to force him to do something he won’t want to do.”



“I guess…”



She laughed. “He’s not going to turn me down, though, is he?”



“I doubt he will,” I said.



So against my better judgment, I used a walkie-talkie to page Ron to the office.



A few minutes later, I heard Ron’s keys jingling on the other side of the door and saw the doorknob turn. When Ron stepped into the room, he dropped his keys at the sight of our boss standing there, naked with cum leaking out of her. His pale skin suddenly glistened with sweat.



“What the--” he said.



“I want you to fuck me,” Hannah said with no hesitation. “I’m not asking as your boss; you won’t get into trouble if you don’t. But I guarantee you’ll enjoy it.”



Ron looked at me helplessly. I shrugged. “She’s serious,” I told him.



“Okay,” Ron said. I knew he’d had a massive dry spell in his personal life, so the decision was undoubtedly pretty easy for him.



Hannah dropped to her knees and had Ron’s pants unzipped before he turned back to look at her. She pulled his cock out and started sucking. He looked at her with the goofiest grin on his face but then just closed his eyes and leaned his head back, enjoying her work.



The thought occurred to me that if she wanted to come, she was going about things all wrong, but I didn’t feel it was my place to correct her. I wasn’t sure she would achieve her ultimate goal by doing what she was doing, but she sure seemed to be enjoying herself. And so was Ron.



I’m not the greatest when it comes to judging how close another man is to orgasm -- Ron’s the first real-life example I’ve ever had -- but I knew Hannah was in danger of not having his cock inside her as she wanted. I started to say something but felt silly for even considering it.



And then, with no warning, Ron shot his load into her unsuspecting mouth.



She fell back away from him, coughing, as he continued to spurt his sticky mess all over her. His cock waved madly in the air as he finished, and he looked mortified.



“Fuck!” Hannah screamed, panting as Ron hurriedly zipped himself back up. She swallowed what was in her mouth and wiped away the rest from her face. “Are you ready to go again?” she asked me.



I gulped. I told her I wasn’t and apologized.



“I don’t need an apology,” she said. “Who else do we have?”



 



 



 



 









 




 Chapter Five



 



I scrambled to think of anything I could say to dissuade her from getting even more people involved. I suddenly realized we were probably all going to be fired for what had already happened, and that was before I knew a good portion of what just happened had been viewed on a screen in our corporate headquarters in Alabama. The look in Hannah’s eyes told me she wasn’t going to stop until she was satisfied, no matter how empty the store’s roster became because of it.



I started to wonder if my so-called hypnosis had anything to do with her shocking change in behavior. There’s no way it could have, of course. I knew it was bullshit and had told her as much. Not to mention the fact that I hadn’t given her any commands, hadn’t suggested she act in the way she was acting. I hadn’t even finished the whole fake routine. No, this was all her. She may have been using my completely made-up hypnosis act as an excuse, but everything she was doing was coming from somewhere deep inside her. It was all something she truly wanted to do. Whether or not she would try later to pin the blame on me or my “hypnosis” was something I’d have to worry about later.



I waited too long to respond to her. She tried to push past me to open the office door.



“No no no no,” I said, getting in her way. “I can’t let you wander around the store like that.” I moved my hands to indicate her naked body. Besides the obvious danger she’d be putting herself in, it wasn’t fair to customers and my staff who might not consent to be part of Hannah’s shenanigans. Someone would call the police or something, and any thoughts of us all getting into trouble over this would suddenly become a harsh reality.



“I’ll stay in Receiving,” she said, referring to the warehouse of the store, the area just outside of the office. “Just bring me someone.”



Ron suddenly remembered he had a voice. “Hannah, I think it’d be best if we kept this as quiet as possible.”



“We’d be able to if you’d been able to last more than two minutes,” she said. It could’ve been a cruel statement, but the smile on her face and the warmth in her voice made it seem almost complimentary.



She looked to her left, where a walkie-talkie charging station sat on my desk. Before Ron or I could stop her, she grabbed one of the radios and turned it on. “I need two strong men to the office now,” she said into the microphone. She dropped the radio onto the desk and said, “If you want something done, do it yourself, right?”



Soon there was a knock on the door. I looked through the peephole and sighed.



“Who is it?” Hannah asked.



“Jeff and Chester,” I told her.



“Both over 18?” she asked.



I nodded.



“Open the door, Michael.”



I did as she asked. I motioned my two employees into the increasingly crowded office, and the expressions on their faces were just as you might imagine.



After their initial wide-eyed shock, they both tried to avert their gaze. Jeff, handsome with a usually vibrant smile and thick, curly black hair, was speechless and did an excellent job keeping his eyes off of Hannah. Chester, uglier by some degree, with light brown hair much thinner than someone his age should have and crooked teeth, had less success.



“What’s going on?” Chester asked.



“What’s going on is I need one of you to fuck me until I come,” she said.



Chester started unzipping his pants. Jeff still just stood there, motionless.



“You, too,” Hannah said to Jeff, getting on her knees in front of the two of them.



“Now, guys,” I said, “it’s important you realize you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”



“Yeah, we got it, Mike,” Chester said.



I looked at Jeff, and he nodded slowly.



Hannah said “Wow” when grabbing Chester’s cock -- which was already bigger than mine even though it wasn’t completely hard -- and Jeff looked at me as if for approval. I shrugged, and he unzipped as well.



She started stroking both of them, moving her face close enough to give each of them a lick if she wanted. She seemed to have learned her lesson from Ron, though, and wasn’t about to make either of them be done with things that quickly. She kept her mouth off of both of them.



It looked like she wanted to see which one was bigger, but it had been evident from the minute Jeff whipped out his -- it was about the same size as mine but no match for Chester’s, especially now that Hannah had had time to work some finger magic on it.



She stopped stroking and held both cocks aloft on her index fingers. “Okay, Chester, you’re up first. Jeff, keep yours hard in case Chester can’t control himself. I should have come 20 minutes ago, and I’m tired of being disappointed.”



She stood up and went to her laptop bag. She pulled out a couple of condoms and handed Chester one. I felt strangely honored that she hadn’t asked me to wear one, but in hindsight, she might have just been too eager to take care of business to think about being properly cautious. Maybe now she was thinking a little more clearly, which seems like an odd thing to say as I recall the moment before she started fucking another one of my employees in my office.



As Hannah bent over Ron’s desk again, Chester slipped the condom onto his dick. It was a bit of a struggle; Hannah hadn’t thought to bring extra large-sized condoms. With one hand, she spread herself for him, and she moaned as he pushed inside her with only moderate restraint.



Ron decided he’d had enough of everything and left to go take care of customers on the sales floor. I moved to sit down in my chair while Chester pounded my boss and Jeff stroked himself. My knees were shaking, and it wasn’t until I fell into my chair that I realized just how much I was trembling.



Once again, I thought about saying something as I realized Jeff wasn’t exactly showing great restraint in his self-pleasure. His face reddened, and he started silently mouthing words I didn’t recognize. I actually opened my mouth to tell him he should slow down and make sure Chester satisfied Hannah, but it was too little, too late.



He came, most of his load splattering itself all over Chester’s ass. This -- quite hilariously, even given the circumstances and what it would mean for Hannah’s continued frustration -- seemed to push Chester over the edge. He let out a huge grunt, and his whole body twitched in what was unmistakable as an orgasm.



Hannah literally screamed.



As Chester extracted himself from her, she seemed close to tears again. Through heavy breaths, she said, “What is it with you guys?”



“I’m sorry,” Chester said. “I couldn’t help myself.”



She stood up and leaned back on the desk. She rolled her eyes and said, “I’m not sure it’s all your fault. Normally I don’t have this much trouble.”



Silence followed with Jeff and Chester standing there with their limp cocks still hanging out. Finally, I told them to compose themselves, swore them to secrecy, and told them to get back out onto the sales floor.



After they left, Hannah and I stared at each other for what seemed like a long time. For the first time since this started, she seemed to be having second thoughts.



“I’m sorry,” she said. “I had no right to drag you into my problems.”



I stood up and went to her. I brushed a strand of that pretty blond hair away from her face so I could look into both of her blue eyes.



“It’s okay,” I said. “This is all pretty wrong; I can’t lie about that. But parts of it haven’t been all that terrible.”



She smiled. “Which parts?”



“Let me show you,” I said, leaning her back onto Ron’s desk.



 









 Chapter Six



 



Hannah squirmed a little as I knelt in front of her and spread her legs. I moved my hands slowly from her knees up her inner thighs toward her puffy pink pussy, and she gasped as I did so. I teased her just a bit by lightly brushing my fingers against her warm, wet folds. She was practically gushing fluids onto the desktop. I leaned in, taking a moment to savor her smell, a heady scent I didn’t think I could get enough of.



And when I tasted her, I knew I couldn’t ever get enough of that.



I pressed the entire length of my tongue, as much as I could, against the outside of her cunt and moved it around roughly until I’d coated every inch of her sweet sex with my saliva. I nibbled around the outside edges of her folds, smiling when she squirmed even more and started squealing. I savored every second of her tangy, metallic essence on my tongue. I was aware that she might still have some part of me in her, that I might be licking and ingesting my own cum, but I didn’t care. I was too lost in how good she tasted, how wonderful she smelled, to care about anything other than what was literally in front of my face.



I slowed down my assault, moving the tip of my tongue in and around her slit before finally adding a couple of fingers to the fun. I massaged her clit while I continued lapping up her juices. She was twitching so much at this point that she would occasionally close her thighs against my head, but I wasn’t about to stop what I was doing.



“You’re going to make me come like that,” she said. “I want you inside me.”



Letting my fingers take over completely while I pulled my face away, I shushed her. “In a minute, I’m enjoying my meal.”



She giggled at that, and I went back to it.



After a couple more minutes, I pulled my mouth away. My fingers were still working her clit when I said, “Come for me, Hannah.”



She came instantly, uttering a moan so loud I worried it would be heard all over the store. She shook so much I was momentarily worried about the structural integrity of the desk. She grabbed my hair with both hands and pulled my head against herself, my nose and mouth completely buried in her sopping wet cunt as she squeezed my head with her thighs again. I couldn’t breathe for one panicked moment, but I wasn’t about to recoil from her.



“Michael…” she whispered when she had calmed down a bit. “What the fuck was that?”



I laughed. “Isn’t that what you wanted?”



“I came because you told me to,” she said. “I couldn’t before, no matter how close. Even with you guys fucking me.”



“Maybe you were just self-conscious,” I said, knowing that idea was ridiculous even as I said it. Hannah was never self-conscious about anything.



“What if I can’t come without you telling me to?” she asked. “What if your hypnosis worked?”



“That’s silly,” I said. “I didn’t even finish my routine. I didn’t give you any suggestions or commands. This is in your head.”



“Maybe we can try again?” she asked. “Without you telling me this time?”



I nodded. “I’d be glad to help.”



“Can you fuck me again yet?”



My cock was harder than ever and raring to go again. “Yes,” I said and then added: “Ma’am.”



She kicked at me playfully with one knee, and I stood up. I started unzipping my pants and asked her, “Do you want me to use a condom this time?”



“No,” she said. “Just fuck the shit out of me.”



And I did.



I was able to hold out longer this time since I’d come about an hour earlier. Since she was on her back, I had a fantastic view of her breasts. I took as much of them as I could get into my hands, squeezing and rubbing them. I tentatively pinched a nipple, which she seemed to enjoy, so I tweaked the other one. At one point, I bent over and licked at those perfect nipples. I looked her in the eyes as I pulled away from doing so, and an overwhelming urge to kiss her hit me.



I didn’t kiss her just then, as I could tell she was getting close to orgasm again. She started grinding up at me and moaning even louder than when she had come the first time.



I wanted to tell her to come again, wanted to imagine I held that power over her. The thought of being able to make her come on command was intoxicating. But I knew that was a power I didn’t possess, and I didn’t want to play mind games with her.



She came without a word from me, and, amazingly, I didn't, even though her pussy gripped more tightly around my cock as she squealed below me. I managed to hold off until she had calmed down a bit and then grabbed her waist and gave it my all.



For more than a year, I had admired and respected this woman. Like anyone else, I saw how beautiful she was, how sexy. I'd be lying if I said the impossible thought of a moment like this never crossed my mind. But she was a powerful, intelligent, and capable person first and foremost, and probably the best boss I'll ever have.



I never lost sight of that, even as I pounded into her slick cunt and mauled her perfect breasts. As I felt my orgasm building, I was overwhelmed with the idea that someone so strong could lose themselves in a need so great that they'd let themselves be so vulnerable.



It did nothing to lessen my respect for her. If anything, it just made it that much stronger.



I came with a force I've rarely known, and she surprised me by doing the same for a third time.



I pulled out of her and dropped to the floor. After a moment, she joined me there, my cum spilling out slowly onto the carpet. She looked at me and said, “What’s next?”



 



 



 









 Epilogue



 



What was next was that Hannah and I were fired. So were Ron, Jeff, and Chester. I did my best to save the others’ jobs, but it turns out Electronics Express has a zero-tolerance policy on sexual acts on company property. As surprising and forward as Hannah’s advances were, none of us could say that she had forced us into doing something we didn’t want to do. Truth be told, we all enjoyed ourselves quite a bit.



I know I did.



Hannah didn’t once bring up hypnosis in her own defense. While it was a fun idea that might have led to her lowering her inhibitions, she knew deep down that my little stage act was every bit as fake as I’d told her initially. She’s since let the whole hypnosis idea drop and has fully embraced her slutty side.



Her husband didn’t like it, but he’s not in the picture anymore.



I, however, am. Or, at least, I’m in the picture as much as she’ll let me be. She still lives near Cincinnati, but she makes the three-hour-drive to my town a couple of times a month just to see me.



Well, not just to
 see
 me. We do way more than just
 see
 each other.



I’m under no delusions that what we do on those long weekends she visits means any more than it looks like on the surface. But I’m also not going to complain about it.



She’s freer now than she’s ever been, and I enjoy hearing about her exploits with which I’m not involved as much as I do being part of the others. I like to think I helped Hannah be her true self, even if my hypnosis trick didn’t actually do anything.



Still, I wonder about something. Her eyes changed that first day in my office. In an instant, as soon as whatever mental blocks had been preventing her from exploring her sexuality to its fullest were dropped, they went from pale to bright. From the eyes of a woman who lived life like she was told to one who lived it on her own terms.



I still don’t understand why, but to this day, her eyes haven’t changed back.



 









 LIMITED TIME OFFER -- SO MANY HOT STORIES, LESS THAN $1 EACH!



For a limited time, pick up these bundles from Sterling Wilder. Whether you like hotwife/cuckold or BDSM/romance (or BOTH!), you can’t beat this price.



 



Click
 
here

 to grab the 10-story hotwife/cuckold/cheating wife bundle for only $9.99!
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 to get the 6-story BDSM bundle for only $5.99!
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 Want a FREE book?



 



Click below to get USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND absolutely FREE!!!
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Click
 
HERE

 to get your free copy of USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND today!










 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.



 









 About the author



Sterling Wilder
 creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.



 



See Sterling’s complete catalog
 
here
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speeding ticket in an interesting way

A Cuckold Erotic Humiliation Story

& Get the story

Available in PDF, MOBI, and ePub

Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

Bryce's husband Henry is disappointing in so many ways, not the least of
which is the size of his manhood. He's a joke at work, he has no ambition,
and he can't please Bryce in any way that matters.

And now he's gotten pulled over for speeding. What a loser.

Desperate for some decent sex, Bryce offers herself up to pay for her
husband's ticket. Officer Dalton is happy to oblige, but what happens
when unexpected backup arrives?

This smoking hot story features graphic scenes including oral sex, group
sex, masturbation with an inanimate object, cuckolding, hotwifing, and
erotic humiliation.





