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Extra Cream


  


  “Seriously? Are you kidding me?”


  Paula’s eyes snapped open at the sound of Roy yelling in the next room, then immediately closed as the action caused a sharp pain in her head.


  She rolled over onto her back, careful to keep her eyes closed as she listened to a much softer voice say something, and Roy’s loud response of; “This is unacceptable!”


  Who the hell was he yelling at?


  Paula carefully opened her eyes, wincing even though the hotel room was still dark thanks to the heavy black blinds. She moved her tongue around her dry mouth and could taste last night’s Tequila.


  Damn, she’d had a lot to drink.


  She sucked on her tongue and picked up another taste, the unmistakable salty, creamy taste of cum.


  Damn, she’d had a lot of cock last night.


  Which was why Roy was in a mood and bitching at, now that her mind was clearing, a poor underpaid soul who’d brought up room service or just knocked to see if they needed anything.


  Her husband was the typical cuck. Often, in the moment, he was turned on watching her with other men, but the next day, hell, sometimes the next minute he was pissed off, and indignant.


  Projecting his self-loathing and insecurities by calling her a whore, and always threatening he was going to leave, and this was the last time…until the next time. Paula wasn’t sure why he was so angry this morning though.


  Between being drunk and in a generous mood, she’d not only given Roy some head while last night’s boy toy went down on her to give him time to recoup from her sucking him off, but had let Roy fuck her after the kid had left.


  So what, it was still while the young studs load was inside her and his dick was sloshing around in her sloppy cream filled cunt? It was better than her having him suck it out of her which she did when he’d sit there pouting the entire time she was getting properly fucked.


  “I don’t care if it’s the fucking standard,” Roy was still barking away. “You should know some people need more than others! I’m the damn customer and we paid good money for this room!”


  With a sigh, Paula kicked off the covers, sat up, and swung her long legs off the bed. Her head was pounding and all she wanted to do was sleep off her alcohol hangover while enjoying feeling sex drunk from a great night of fucking.


  She rolled her eyes, a move she quickly regretted, when she saw it was only 7:15. The last round, which lasted a deliciously long time as twenty years old or not, it took a long time to get a fourth load out of anyone, had involved a trip around the world


  Said trip ended with her riding the fuck out of the kid…Jack? John? It didn’t matter, cock was cock, while he whimpered and moaned he didn’t think he could come, but Paula proved him wrong, laughing triumphantly when his exhausted cock twitched and spilled the last of contents of his young balls into her insatiable, mature cunt.


  Paula rose from the bed, and grabbing the short emerald green satin robe, from the bed post, slipped it on. Before she tied it, she took in her reflection in the full length mirror on the closet door.


  She smiled as she did because she liked what she saw, and if she had any doubt that at forty three she was just as desirable as ever, the ease with which she picked up boys half her age, would quickly dispel that.


  Admittedly, her vibrant deep green eyes that were the same shade of the robe were currently red rimmed and puffy, and her long curly auburn hair was a wild unkempt mass around her head that was still damp from sweat and sticky from a squirt of cum that over shot her face.


  Likewise, there were still smears of her pink lipstick around her mouth, and some black stains at the corners of her eyes from her mascara running when she’d teared up from being face fucked.


  Neck up, Paula was sporting the freshly fucked look, and at the risk of being vain, too late, she was on the vain side, she wore it well. From the neck down she was none the worse for wear, other than the comfortable aches resulting from a wild night.


  Paula’s breasts weren’t large, nor were they small. Far more than a mouthful, more like a good handful. But not being that large had kept them from succumbing to gravity and age, and they still sat high and proud, her large wine shaded nipples spots of color in her otherwise fair complexion.


  Her stomach, decorated with an emerald stud in her naval wasn’t as hard as it had been a few years back, but still nice and flat. Paula was on the slender side, but had enough hips to give her a nice shape and provide her lovers with something to hold onto.


  Likewise her ass wasn’t large-not much junk in the trunk-but had a sweet curve to it that made it quite spankable, and like her breasts, each cheek a nice handful. Her long legs were nicely proportioned with her upper thighs thick and tapering down to her well-toned calves.


  Her legs ended in a pair sexy size six feet, each adorned with a colorful butterfly tattoo, and her small suckable toes currently in the same green as her fingers, and all matching her eyes.


  As always she wore her silver anklet, which in addition to being an accessory, branded her as a hot wife to any in the know, and Paula was out to know as many as she could.


  “Sorry doesn’t cut it, kid!” Roy snapped, and Paula quickly tied her robe, and stepped out of the bedroom to enter the main room of their suite. As she imagined, there was Royce, still dressed in the jeans and collared shirt he’d worn last night because he’d slept on the couch, refusing to sleep with her after she’d “sullied herself, and their marriage’ yet again.


  The fact part of the sullying had been from his dick didn’t seem to matter once his lust lowered and his outrage rose.


  The object of his abuse was a tall young man in a black long sleeved shirt, matching slacks and red vest who was staring down at a tray on the small kitchenette table while her husband ranted.


  “What would you like me to do sir?” he asked in a voice that was surprisingly deep for his young age and slender build. “I can go get you more.”


  “And by the time you come back my coffee will be cold!”


  “What’s the problem, Roy?” she asked as she approached them.


  The young man looked her way, and she suppressed a smile when despite how nervous he looked, his eyes found, and lingered on, her chest.


  She hadn’t tied the robe that tight and the top remained open enough to show more than a hint of cleavage.


  “Go back to bed,” Roy waved his hand at her.


  “I will when you’re done yelling.”


  Paula was now standing just to the right of them, and just as the kid had done to her, she gave him an appraising glance. He was even younger than she thought, maybe not even twenty.


  He had a smooth olive toned complexion and a pair of intense brown eyes peering out from beneath his short black hair that he’d definitely put some gel in. He had high cheek bones and soft pretty features including a pair of sensual lips and a dimpled chin.


  Kid could be a model, and she found herself wondering what he had going on beneath the loose fitting shirt and slacks.


  “Good morning, ma’am” he gave her a nervous smile.


  “Don’t talk to her!” Roy hissed. “You’re talking to me.”


  “Stop being rude, Roy.” Paula shot him a hard look. “He’s just a kid.”


  “Whatever, he has a job and he’s not doing it right.”


  “Sir, I…”


  “What’s your name, honey?” Paula asked him.


  “Julian, ma’am. I’m sorry we woke you up.”


  “It’s okay, now what has my husband so irate?”


  “I asked for coffee with extra crème and he brings three tiny little creamers!” Roy pointed to the tray which featured a silver cup of black coffee some sugar packets and the three creamers along with a bagel.


  “That’s why you’re yelling?” She pointed to the tray. “Really?”


  “Its bullshit, how is that extra cream.”


  “I was telling your husband that three is the limit we’re allowed to bring.”


  “For god’s sake, Roy,” Paula sighed disgustedly. “You’re flipping out over this?”


  “We paid good money for this suite, and…”


  “Your company paid for it while you’re at the conference. We didn’t pay anything.”


  Roy scowled at her for taking some of the air out of his argument.


  “It’s the point! I…”


  “First world problems,” she shook her head. “It’s plenty, you’re just being a diva.”


  “Yeah? Seems like you get all the cream you want.”


  Paula’s eyes widened, and she quickly glanced towards Julian. He’d taken a step back, his eyes darting between her and Roy as they argued. She had no idea if he’d understand the dig, but that wasn’t the point.


  “When I don’t get enough at home, I have no problem going to get my own.” Paula retorted. “Now apologize for being an asshole to this young man and drink you’re damn coffee.”


  “I will not, and…hey!” Roy pointed to Julian. “What the hell are you looking at?”


  “Nothing, sir!” he exclaimed, taking a step back


  “You were just looking down my wife’s robe!”


  “No!” he shook his head, but even beneath his olive skin Paula could see him blushing. “I wasn’t.”


  “Disrespectful and a liar?” Roy glared at him. “I’m calling your manager!”


  “Sir, please! I just started working here and…”


  “He’s not calling anyone!” Paula cut him off. “You just go, sweetie, and don’t worry, no one is getting you in trouble.”


  “He was staring at your damn tits.” Roy protested. “Course he couldn’t if you weren’t flaunting them.”


  “You really want to do this, Roy?” she asked with an edge in her voice that caused him to frown.


  He looked as if he were going to do the smart thing and let it go, but when he looked in Julian’s direction and saw the young man trying not to smile, and puffed himself up.


  “Yeah, maybe I do. Guess I can’t blame a young kid for looking when it’s only because you want him to.” He now had that righteous tone that was like nails on a chalkboard to her. “You’re old enough to be his damn mother.”


  “Okay, Roy,” she said softly. “You’re right, about that, and the cream. Maybe I can sort this out.”


  She stepped up to Julian and looked him in the eye.


  “Were you looking at my tits, honey?”


  “No, ma’am!” he put his hands up. “I swear.”


  “You sure you didn’t get a good look?”


  “I didn’t see anything, really.”


  “Then we should fix that.”


  Paula pulled the tie on the robe, causing it to fall open and expose her breasts.


  “Paula!” Roy shouted behind her.


  “Oh…my god.” Julian whispered, his eyes going wide and his jaw dropping. “Wow.”


  “Hmm, I like that.” Paul purred, and knew the second Roy heard her voice drop into her sultry on the prowl persona, he realized what he’d just done.


  “Put your robe back on, and…” he stopped when she spun around and pointed to the chair next to the table. “Sit your ass down, and watch the show, cuck boy,” she gave him a wicked smile as she pushed the robe from her shoulders and let it hit the floor. “You asked for this.”


  She turned to Julian whose eyes dropped to the patch of dark red hair between her thighs. “Jesus,” he whispered.


  “I’m sorry my husband is such a jerk,” she stepped up to him, then with a smile, slowly sank down, her legs opening as she squatted in front of him. “Allow me to make it up to you.”


  “Don’t you dare!” Roy said behind her. “Kid, you get the hell out of here.”


  “You can leave,” she undid his belt as she spoke. “Or you can stay here and watch his wife suck your cock.”


  “I think I’d like to stay,” Julian nodded enthusiastically as she unsnapped his pants and tugged his zipper down.


  “Thought so,” Paula smiled up at him while her fingers expertly dipped into the slit in his boxers and removed his semi hard cock.


  “I’ll get you fired, kid! I swear!” Roy raged behind him.


  “Fuck this job,” Julian grunted then gasped when Paula took his rising cock into her mouth.


  “Hmmm!” she moaned as she slowly bobbed her head, loving the sensation of him rapidly hardening in her mouth.


  “Goddamn.” Julian’s hands went into her hair, and she sighed as he ran his fingers though it while she sucked his now fully erect young cock.


  She made him groan when she took his full length with an ease that spoke of her experience as a cock sucker. Paula slipped her tongue out, licking his swollen sac through the boxers before removing him from her mouth, and giggling.


  “No complaints from me about room service.”


  She yanked his pants and boxers down and this time when she took him in her mouth, she wasn’t teasing. Placing her hands on his lean muscular thighs, Paula went to work, bobbing her head much faster and repeatedly deep throating him.


  Julian moaned, his fists tightening in her hair and his hips thrusting as Paula made sloppy gurgling sounds as she choked herself on his cock.


  “Un fucking believable,” Roy said behind her. “You really are a fucking whore, aren’t you?”


  “Shut up, and just watch me, like you always do.”


  Yes, he was watching his whore, and she knew she was presenting one hell of a view from behind with her legs open. Her firm ass spread, her red haired cunt visible between her thighs.


  Her long tangled hair flowing down her creamy back, and her head bobbing with Julian’s hands guiding it while she sucked. He could bitch all he wanted, he was sitting there watching, and it was because he knew damn well he loved it.


  Paula removed Julian’s cock with a spray of pre cum laced spit, and pinning his cock to his stomach, slurped noisily on his sac.


  “Oh, fuck,” Julian breathed as she bathed his young balls with her tongue before sucking the left one into her mouth.


  She gently sucked it, then eased her head back, stretching his sac. He groaned as she swirled her tongue over it, then repeated the move on the other. She ran her tongue up and down his shaft, now taking her time.


  Paula fluttered her tongue, peppering his hard flesh with soft teasing licks. She took him deep once more, making him whimper when she held him there and rapidly shook her head side to side, working his sensitive head around in her warm wet mouth.


  She’d planned on just sucking him off, but his cock was so hard, and it would so serve Roy right…


  She released his cock and standing, whispered. “Fuck me, but tell me when you’re ready.”


  She spun around, and bent over the kitchen table so she was now facing Roy. She smirked at him, then groaned when Julian grabbed her hips and plowed his cock into her cunt.


  “Fuck!” she gasped as he tore into her, using long hard thrusts.


  Kid wasn’t shy at all! A point driven home when he grabbed her hair, wrapping it around his hand and pulling it as he pounded her over the table. He gave her ass a playful slap, then squeezed her left cheek hard as he continued to drill her hard and deep.


  Youth and enthusiasm, she thought as he took her in front of her husband. Here she was completely naked while Julian was still fully dressed, just with his pants down. Her cunt was still sore from last night, and between the force of his fucking, and having a good sized cock, she’d be feeling this the rest of the day,


  But it would be a good pain.


  “Yeah, fuck his wife,” she hissed. “Not so tough now is he?”


  “No, ma’am!” Julian laughed then made her yip when he gave her ass another quick smack. “Don’t think he minds though.”


  “Fuck you, kid,” Roy snapped.


  “Nah, fuck me instead!” Paula laughed while staring Roy in the eye.


  He’d crossed his leg in the chair and Paula knew it was to try to hide the fact he was hard from the sight of watching his wife being taken by the second man in the last few hours.


  Paula slipped her hand beneath her, and between her legs, rubbing her clit as Julian fucked her married cunt.


  “Oh fuck,” she moaned as she was so worked up just a couple of minutes of stroking her aching clit had her legs trembling. “Keep going, baby! Make his whore wife come on your big dick!”


  “Shit, you’re wild!” he moaned behind her.


  “Harder!” she demanded. “Fuck me! Fuck me like he can’t! Show him how a real man claims their woman! Use me! Treat me like your little cumslut, I….fuck!”


  She howled as her own nasty talk sent her plummeting over the edge and into a powerful orgasm. Julian gasped and groaned as her cunt convulsed around his thrusting cock, and her hips bucked back into him, pushing him deeper, his balls slapping against her fingers as she worked her throbbing clit.


  “I…I…think…” he breathed behind her as his thrusts grew shorter and more desperate.


  Paula, still reeling from her orgasm, managed to push herself up from the table, causing him to step back. She spun, and dropping to her knees, took his cock in her mouth.


  She bobbed her head, moaning as she slurped her juices from his rigid shaft. Julian’s hips rocked, fucking her mouth as she cupped his balls, rubbing them while she sucked for her hot sticky reward.


  She received it seconds later when with a long guttural groan deep in his throat, Julian exploded in her mouth. Paula’s eyes rolled back as he flooded her mouth with a huge hit load.


  “Holy fuck,” Julian groaned while putting his hand on her head to get her to stop. “Okay, okay…shit,” he sighed as she carefully eased him from between her sticky lips.


  While Julian stood there trying to catch his breath with an “I can’t believe this just happened” look on his face, she eased his boxers and slacks back up, zipped him and even buckled his belt for him.


  She rose to her feet and gave him a quick peck on the cheek before turning back to Roy. With a smile she picked up the cup of coffee, opened her mouth and let Julian’s cum flow from between her lips into the mug.


  She spit the last of it out, and picking up the spoon swirled it around in the cup, then walked over to the chair and showed it to Roy.


  “Enough cream in there for you, baby?”


  “You’re disgusting,” he grimaced.


  “And you’re,” she put her hand between his legs. “Hard.”


  “I…”


  She leaned over and whispered, “Drink it and you can fuck me.”


  Roy’s eyes shifted over her shoulder, and she added.


  “You want him to watch, don’t you?”


  He frowned and she could see the conflict on his face.


  “He’s young, he can be ready again in no time,” she flicked her tongue across his ear. “You can take me then watch him take me again.”


  She placed the mug in his hand.


  “Bottom’s up, to see my bottom up.”


  Roy took the mug from her hand and brought it to his lips.


  


  

  
Fill Her Up


  



Chapter One


  


  “Jesus!” Anna exclaimed as she was startled out of her sleep when their SUV jolted beneath her.


  She blinked several times, trying to clear her bleary baby blue eyes while her startled heartbeat returned to normal.


  “Did we hit something?” she glanced over to Matt, but he didn’t respond, just kept staring at the road ahead, both hands on the wheel.


  “Matt!” she yelled, and his head jerked in her direction. “Did we…”


  She trailed off when he removed his left hand from the wheel to tap the white receiver in his ear, then put his finger to his lips.


  “Don’t shush me!” Anna hissed indignantly, then looked at the dashboard. “It’s after fucking midnight, who are you talking to?”


  Matt rolled his eyes, and tapped the blue tooth to mute it. “I’m listening to a briefing on the call that’s going to start in a few minutes with our factory in China.”


  “Briefing?” Anna returned his eye roll. “You work in supply chain for a plastics company, not the damn government.”


  “Whatever, but with the time difference we have to do this after midnight here. I’ve done it at home before.”


  “About the only thing you do after midnight at home,” she quipped. “But this oh, so exciting road trip is part of our vacation and you promised no work.”


  “Vacation starts when we reach my sister’s tomorrow night, all we’re doing now is driving, and you were sleeping the last two hours.” He scowled at her. “As opposed to being home where you’d be getting driven while I’m sleeping.”


  “Stay up once in a while,” she accompanied her comment with a downward look to indicate between his legs. “And maybe you’d get a chance to drive.”


  “Excuse me if I don’t like to drive used cars.” Matt retorted. “Closer to a rental, new driver every few days.”


  “Oh, ouch!” Anna put her hand over her heart. “I’m hurt.”


  “Truth does that,” he muttered while keeping his eyes on the road even though there was nothing in front of them but the same flat desolate stretch they’d been seeing for hours.


  “Maybe if you knew how to drive, I wouldn’t have to keep finding new rides.”


  “Bullshit,” he told her. “I could be the best fuck you ever had, and you’d still be after more.” He cleared his throat. “Sorry, baby, I’m never going to be a one cock woman.”


  He spit the words she’d uttered to him back when they’d gotten serious six years ago back at her. Something he did once every few months or so when the topic of her enjoying other men came up.


  “You still asked me to marry you.”


  “Thought you’d change,” he sighed. “And I love you.”


  “You love that I’m hot, work for a corporate law firm, and my father’s business connections.” She reminded him, then imitated his sigh. “But I love you too, honey. I just think love and lust are exclusive. The former should be for one person, the latter? As many as we like.”


  “How would you like it if I fucked other woman?”


  “Same question, same response,” she shook her head. “Long as you tell me, I don’t care. Hell, bring her home and I’ll watch. Maybe even join in.”


  Matt scowled as if he expected her to suddenly say he couldn’t and validate what she did as cheating, or being a sick one sided game. Anna wasn’t lying, if he wanted to sample another woman he was free to do so providing he let her in on it, after all, fair was fair.


  Anna had never fucked another man without telling him she was going out to do so, and often times she’d bring them back with her so he could watch with the invitation to join in.


  It was one he never took her up on, but yet would sit there pouting like a child while watching her suck and fuck like she was auditioning for a role in porn. Once in a while he would get up and walk out in a dramatic huff, then sleep in the other room, refusing to see her even after her toy of the night left.


  Most nights he stayed and watched the full show, but refused her offers to come shower with her, or join her after she showered to have some fun. Matt wasn’t the batter’s box type, more the ‘I outwardly hate it, inwardly love it’ type.


  Anna knew that because she’d once gone into the bathroom to shower, turned the water on, then realized she’d forgotten to bring in a clean towel. When she opened the door, Matt was lying on the bed, the sheets of which were still rumpled and bearing the mixed scent of her perfume, her lover’s cologne, sweat, and the spicy aroma of torrid sex.


  He was still dressed but with his cock out, and masturbating furiously, his hand rapidly stroking his full erection. She’d closed the door to all but a crack and watched. Part of her wanted to come out and offer him something a lot better than his hand, but realized he’d be upset if he was caught proving her right, that he did get off on watching her.


  It was shame because he’d blown a huge load as she’d watched and she couldn’t help thinking what a waste it was. Would have been much better to have it shoot down her throat or fill her already sticky cunt.


  Anna never brought it up, deciding it worked best for both of them that way. Matt could continue his lie that he didn’t want her doing it, and she was just being a bitch out to humiliate him, and she now knew without a doubt that it was an act because whether he liked it or not, it did turn him on.


  Too bad, because they were missing out on a lot of fun, but they did usually have that in a delayed manner. Any time she was with another man, within a couple of days Matt would come on to her in bed, and rather than the love making that was his usual style would be much more assertive and really give it to her.


  She knew it was him no longer being able to hold back from being aroused by what he’d watched, but again, it was best not to call him out on it. She had her game and it seemed he had his.


  “You say that, but only because you know I won’t because unlike you, I value the sanctity of marriage.”


  “Sure you do, that’s why we’re still together, you still think I’ll change,” before he could keep it going she changed the subject. “Did we hit something?”


  “Damn pothole,” he told her.


  “That was a pothole? We’re in a damn Lincoln Navigator, how big was the damn thing?”


  “Big enough and the roads so dark I didn’t see it.”


  “You wanted to drive to Kansas City instead of fly,” Anna reminded him. “What did you expect it would be like driving through east bumfuck?”


  “Quieter,” he mumbled.


  “Hey look,” Anna pointed to the side mirror, “Headlights, there is another soul out here.”


  “Looks like a semi, and he’s moving.”


  “Why wouldn’t he be? Haven’t seen a red light in miles.” Anna frowned as the truck rapidly came up behind them. “Change lanes, guy might be like you and so busy yapping he’s not watching the road.”


  “No kidding,” Matt frowned while staring in the rear view mirror. “He’d make us a speed bump.”


  He eased over to the left lane and after the truck caught up with them, it slowed down and Anna peered upwards to see the driver, a bearded man in a LSU Tigers cap, looking down at her.


  With a smile, she pumped her arm, asking him to blow his horn.


  “Christ, Anna, what are you twelve?”


  “Are you seventy?” she asked, while pumping her arm again.


  The driver cocked his head as if thinking, then made a fist and pulled his arm down. Catching his meaning, a mischievous smile spread over her face, and grabbing the top of her one piece white sundress, she yanked it down, causing her braless breasts to spring free.


  “Anna, what the fuck!” Matt snapped at her and grabbing her dress, tried to pull it back up.


  She swatted his hand away, then smiling up at the driver cupped her large breasts and bounced them in her hands. She received another blare of the horn, then another when she opened her mouth and wagged her tongue at him.


  “Whoa!” Anna gasped and jerked forward in the seat when Matt jammed the brakes on. “What’s wrong with you? I could have hit my head on the windshield!”


  “Maybe you should have a seat belt on, and keep your tits in your dress.” He shot her a disgusted look. “That why you didn’t wear a bra for the drive? Planning on flashing truckers?”


  “No, I didn’t wear one because my husband decided driving for almost two days was a better idea than flying so I wanted to be comfortable.” Her lips curled into a sly smile. “But flashing did cross my mind.”


  “Not a surprise.” Matt was now only doing sixty five, rather than the eighty he had been doing and the lights of the trailer were already barely visible down the road.


  “That and guys looking at my nipples when we stop off for coffee or a rest room.” She added.


  “You going to put them away or just leave them hanging out until we get to my sister’s in the morning?”


  “You know, nice dark road, no one within miles, wife in a cute dress with her tits out, and wouldn’t mind giving some road head,” she sighed. “Most men would want to pull over and have some fun in the backseat.”


  “Road head,” he scrunched his face up while staring at the monotonous dark road ahead. “You’re such a pig sometimes.”


  “You just call me a pig?” Anna scowled. “That’s really nice.”


  “You call yourself a slut and a cum dumpster when you’re fucking other men.”


  “I call myself that is the point, and it’s just dirty talk for fun. If you weren’t such a stuck up snot, you’d get that. Might get this a little more often too.”


  “Why would I want what everyone else has had?”


  Anna turned her head so he couldn’t see that remark and the last one had upset her. She eased her dress back up over her breasts, and stared out the passenger window, watching the nothingness pass by.


  Nothing was what the next week would bring, and she was convinced that was part of Matt’s idea to visit his sister on their vacation. Their last few trips had been to different cities in the US, the Bahamas and a nice cruise to the Virgin Islands.


  Anna had enjoyed a couple of dalliances during each trip, but there would be none this time around. He refused to even get a hotel, agreeing to stay at his sister’s because he knew if they weren’t going to be around family 24/7, Anna would find a way to have some extra marital fun.


  It’s not like she wouldn’t have sex with him, and did quite frequently early on in their marriage, but the more he bitched about her lifestyle and the nastier he became in moments like this had her wanting him less and other’s more these days.


  “Now you’re going to pretend to be offended?”


  Anna’s reply was to shift in the large seat of the luxury SUV so she was partially turned away from him and kept looking out the window.


  “I’m supposed to think it’s funny you show your tits to some trucker? Then you give him the tongue? Christ, Anna, you’re thirty five, when are you going to stop acting like some trashy whore and be a respectable married woman?”


  “You married this whore and I was trashy back then too,” she replied while still facing away from him. “But don’t worry, I’ll play 1950’s good woman for you at your sisters.”


  “Because I took that choice away from you.” She could envision the smug look that accompanied the words that proved her prior thought to be right.


  “Don’t test me, Matt,” she said with an edge in her voice that was a direct response to him trying to control her. “I want it bad enough I’ll get it.” She smiled at her reflection in the window. “Keep pissing me off, I’ll pick a guy up right in front of Kelly and tell her I do it all the time.”


  “You wouldn’t do that,” he told her, and her smile turned into a frown because he was right. Matt’s family had always been very good to her, and being old fashioned family values types, her revealing her penchant for fucking other men would be truly upsetting to them.


  “Looks like you might have to just fuck your husband this week.”


  “Only fuck you’re getting is a fuck you,” She lifted her left hand, middle finger up.


  “Stay classy, babe,” Matt laughed mockingly. “All that matters to me is you’re not getting what you want while we’re away.”


  Anna bit back the reply she’d make it a point to have another man’s cock in her mouth the night they got back home. They were stuck in the car together for several more hours, and she wasn’t going to argue the whole time.


  She faced forward again, and easing the seat back closed her eyes, and after a few minutes, drifted back to sleep.


  



Chapter Two


  


  “Anna,” She opened her eyes at the sound of her name and the soft touch on her bare shoulder. “Wake up.”


  “Huh?” Anna leaned forward in the seat looking around disoriented. “We there yet?”


  “No, we’re still a few hours out. I stopped because we need gas and according the GPS this is the only place for the next 100 miles.”


  “Blessed be the boonies,” Anna mumbled as she stared at the row of pumps on his side of the car.


  There was a small building set further back but the dim light from within made it appear closed.


  “There anyone working here?”


  “I’d imagine so, maybe they’re napping or something,” Matt shrugged. “But the pumps are lit.”


  “Okay, then self-service it is,” she told him. “Get gas.”


  “I need you to do it,” he tapped his blue tooth, call’s starting any minute.”


  “Seriously? You want me to get out there in the middle of nowhere and pump gas?”


  “You know how,” he told her. “And there’s no one around except whoever’s in there”


  “Look at that shack over there,” Anna pointed to a low slung wooden structure a couple of hundred yards to the left of the gas station.


  “What about it?”


  “Look at it, and where we are. Could be a damn inbred family wearing people’s faces and carrying chainsaws.”


  Matt laughed. “Little dramatic, don’t you think?” He handed her his credit card. “Use this.”


  “I can’t believe you,” she snatched the card from his fingers. “Sending me out there to pump fucking gas while you sit here running your mouth.”


  “I’m working, you want nice things, right?”


  “I’m a goddamn attorney, you jack ass, I buy my own things.”


  “You’re also no stranger to pumping, so just pretend the nozzle is some guy’s dick.” He gave her a nasty smile. “But I wouldn’t spray your face with this one.”


  “You…”


  “Yes, hello Mister Cho,” Matt made a shooing gesture with his hand. “So good to speak with you again! How is your lovely wife?”


  “Probably happier than yours, you jack ass,” Anna whispered as she excited the car and slammed the door behind her.


  She stalked around the car to the pumps and saw Matt was kind enough to have popped the panel open for her. Slipping the credit card in, she angrily unscrewed the cap with her other hand.


  “I am so fucking someone in our own bed when we get back,” she threatened him even though the window was up and he couldn’t hear her. “Let him cum all over your damn pillow.”


  She jammed the nozzle into the tank and thumbed the premium button. Anna squeezed the handle and grunted when it only moved a couple of inches. She released then squeezed again, then again, but it was stuck.


  “Really?” she rattled the nozzle in the tank.


  Anna looked over her shoulder at the dimly lit station. She really didn’t want to go in there by herself. She knew she was being paranoid, that whoever worked there wasn’t really some kind of degenerate serial killer, but other than her oblivious husband there wasn’t another soul out here.


  She turned her eyes up to the large circular mirror mounted over the pump on the end and took in her reflection. Anna wore a simple short white sun dress that hugged her curves, showing off her well rounded ass, and her impressive tits.


  The dress was short enough to show off her long tanned legs up to her mid-thigh and snug enough to not only show off the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra, but the material stretched so tightly over her ample chest the shadow of her wine shaded nipples were visible.


  As was the outline of her thong in the back due to the form fitting dress. Even her white sandals, which were all straps with a decent heel said playful. It wasn’t the type of outfit one wore on a long drive, but she’d wanted to piss Matt off and it worked when she received quite few looks when they’d eaten and filled up eight hours ago back in an area with an actual population.


  The dress was more suited to a club than traveling and all in all she couldn’t blame any guy for not just looking, but thinking she might be looking. Although that was often the case, it wasn’t out here in the desolate stretch of mid-Kansas where, to quote the old horror movie Alien, no one could here you scream.


  The only thing different from her current appearance than if she were on the make was her long strawberry blonde hair was piled up on the top of her head, where she’d tied it in a loose not, and she wasn’t wearing any make up.


  Anna squeezed the handle again, this time with both hands, but couldn’t budge it.


  “You need a hand miss?”


  “Oh my god!” Anna squealed at the sound of the deep voice.


  She spun around to see a tall man with grey streaked dark hair, and short matching beard standing behind her.


  At five eight and an additional two inch boost from the sandals, Anna wasn’t short, but she had to look up to see his face.


  “I’m sorry,” he put his hands up. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”


  “It’s okay,” Anna forced the words out as she tried to stop her heart from hammering in her chest. “I wasn’t expecting anyone to be out here.” She pointed to the station, “Do you work here?”


  “Me, nah,” he turned and waved his hand to the left. “That’s my truck parked behind the building.” He explained with a thick drawl, that reminded Anna of one of her clients who had just moved there from Texas. “I drive this route a couple times a month, and Jack, the old guy who owns the place, let’s me park here so I can get some sleep.”


  “Oh,” Anna’s gaze followed his hand and from this angle she could just see the gleam of a large grill in the shadows.


  “Course Jack’s sleeping too,” the man laughed, a sound that like his voice was a deep, but surprisingly pleasant, rumble. “I grabbed a pack of smokes from behind the counter and left the money there and he didn’t even stop snoring.”


  “Guess I’ll have to wake him up then.” She made another attempt at the handle. “Thing’s stuck.”


  “Yeah, they don’t come by to check on these too regular,” he stepped closer and took the nozzle with his left hand. “Let me try.”


  He squeezed it all the way with an ease that made her roll her eyes.


  “I feel like an idiot now,” she grunted and went to take the nozzle back, but he’d leaned against the pump, seemingly fine with doing it for her. Unlike her jerk husband who was no doubt still yapping on his call and unaware of the fact a stranger, a very large stranger was talking to his wife.


  “Hank,” he offered her his right hand.


  “Of course you are,” she laughed as her hand disappeared in his massive grip.


  “Yeah, right?” He nodded. “Guess I look like a Hank,” he tugged on his long sleeved flannel shirt. “Sound like one too, so…” he made a show of looking her up and down and she felt a tingle at the way his eyes lingered on first her legs, then her braless tits.


  “Let me guess…Brittany?”


  “God no!” she shook her head.


  “Tiffany?”


  “Worse,” she couldn’t help smiling as he put his hand to his chin, stroking his beard as if deep in thought. “I don’t know, Nikki? Somethin’ with an I.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Blonde, blue eyes, sexy dress,” his eyes, a deep, but warm brown, dropped back down to her chest. “Big tits.”


  “Wow, that’s crude,” she tried to look offended, but fact was she didn’t mind the remark, or him looking at her.


  Hank was a good looking guy with rugged features beneath the beard, and the way his shoulders and chest filled out the flannel shirt indicated a pretty solid build. Her eyes briefly lingered on his hand on the nozzle.


  It was as large as the rest of him, and obviously strong. Big, powerful, and handsome, but not pretty, just her type. Going by the gray in the beard, and hair which she now noticed he had pulled into a tight pony tail, and the lines around his eyes, she pegged him to be mid-forties, maybe even early fifties.


  Anna didn’t discriminate by age, but her lovers generally were either cubs looking to get taken for a ride by a cougar, or around her age, but rarely much older than her, let alone by what she figured had to be at least ten years.


  “I reckon you’d be right, but seeing you showed them to me back down the road I figured you wouldn’t mind a compliment.”


  “That was you?” She experienced the rare event of her blushing. “I’m sorry.”


  “Please don’t be! Highlight of the night!” He laughed as he continued to fill the tank. “That is until I got to meet you.”


  “Well, thank you.” She told him. “Glad I could help, but I bet out here seeing another car would be exciting.”


  “You ain’t kiddin’ but as a truck driver, I get flashed a lot and as someone who’s seen a lot of tits, those are pretty damn fine.” He purposefully let his eyes roam over her body, and she felt her heart once again speed up, but for an entirely different reason than being scared.


  “A girl does what she can.” She flashed her best flirty smile.


  “So, you never told me, what’s this girl’s name?”


  “Anna,” she told him.


  “Your husband’s a lucky man, Anna,” The way he said her name, slowly and while his eyes stared into hers sent a shiver through her. “Didn’t look like he was none too happy you were showing off.”


  “He wasn’t, but he’s never happy about much.”


  “I’d be smiling ear to ear if I got to wake up to a pretty lady like you every mornin’” He gave her a smile as flirty as hers, his teeth a flash of white through his dark mustache and beard. “Hell, I don’t know if I’d ever let you out of bed.”


  “Of course you would.” She gave her lower lip a practiced suck. “How else could we shower together?”


  “Hmm,” he nodded as he removed the nozzle and placed it back on the pump. “It’s really a shame your husband’s right here.”


  “Is it now?” She glanced to the side and could see Matt in the side view mirror. He was leaning back in the seat, his mouth moving a mile a minute. “And why’s that?”


  “Well,” he screwed the cap back on and closed the panel over it. “Lot of fancy lookin ladies like to tease and like to talk it, but not a lot of them willin’ to walk it when it comes down to it.”


  “Trust me, Hank,” she turned back to face him. “I’m no tease.”


  “But you’re married.”


  “And here you are coming on to me,” She met his gaze and gave him a cool smile. “So maybe you’re the one who’s all talk, acting like the big man because you know I’m not really up for grabs.”


  “Oh,” Hank whistled. “I like you more and more. I don’t care if you’re married, honey, I care that your husband does.”


  “They know what a hot wife is out there in the sticks, Hank?” she asked.


  He frowned, and she didn’t make him guess.


  “A hot wife does who she wants when she wants whether her husband likes it or not.” She held up her left hand, and the light above them caused her white diamond wedding band and engagement ring to flash.


  “These rings look great around another man’s cock,” she said softly. “Not as good as my lips, but it’s a different kind of thrill.”


  “You’re puttin’ me on,” Hank laughed, but this time there was a hint of nerves in it. Was he the one who was all talk? “Tellin me you’d come with me and fuck me in the back of my cab? Just tell him where you’re going and what you’re doin’?”


  “No,” Anna tugged her hair from the loose not, and shook it out, letting her long curly tresses cascade down her back and over her bare shoulders. “I’m telling you that I’ll do you right here, right now with him sitting in the damn car.”


  “Yeah, okay,” Hank gave her a skeptical look before turning his head towards the front of the car. “Sure you would.”


  “Just watch me.”


  Before he could respond, Anna grabbed his face in her hands, tugging it down and rising up on her toes, kissed him hard. Hank grunted in surprise, but the sound was followed by his lips pressing eagerly to hers.


  Anna’s hands dropped to his chest, rubbing it through his shirt as her lips worked roughly into his. Hank drove his tongue between her parted lips, and she moaned deep in her throat when it came into contact with hers.


  His large hands went to her shoulders, squeezing them as he their tongues swirled over one another. Anna’s fingers, steady, in spite of her excitement, unbuttoned his shirt with a practiced skill that spoke of years of experience undressing her lovers.


  She shoved it open, her hands now sliding over his hairy muscular chest, before caressing his hard flat stomach. Hank’s fingers slipped under the straps of her dress, and a warm wet heat flowed through her cunt when he pulled them down her arms.


  He shifted his grip to the top of her dress, and her lips moved from his as she moaned, “Oh, yes!” when he roughly yanked it down, causing her tits to spring free.


  His hands were on them before they’d stopped jiggling and Anna groaned as despite their ample size, he was easily able to fit them in his grip. He wasn’t gentle as he fondled them, his calloused palms scraping along her sensitive nipples and his fingers gouging into her soft flesh.


  Anna reached his belt buckle and popped it open with the same ease she’d displayed on his shirt, and yanking his belt open, unsnapped his jeans and ripped his zipper down.


  She reached into his jeans, surprised, but excited, to find he was going commando, and wrapped her long slender fingers around his fully hard cock. Hank ducked his head, his lips finding her neck and she let her head fall back to give him better access to it.


  She pulled his cock free, and stroked it rapidly, her clit aching and her cunt flowing when she felt not just how long he was. But her fingers could barely touch around the girth of his throbbing shaft.


  Hank groaned into her neck as he kissed and sucked, his beard scratching her tender flesh, and like his hands on her breasts, mixing a slight and delicious amount of discomfort with her pleasure.


  That discomfort increased when Hank caught her rosy nipples between his fingers and gave them a hard pinch. Still stroking his cock, Anna, leaned forward and found his lips once more.


  His arms dipped around her waist as he slipped his tongue back into her mouth, then grunted when she caught it between her teeth and gave it a playful nip. His hands ran down her back, over the curve of her ass, and to the hem of her dress.


  He pulled it up to her hips then clapped both hands hard to her cheeks, making them sting and a fresh wave of moisture to flood her yearning cunt. He gave both cheeks a hard squeeze and she pressed herself against him, working her hips into his.


  He pulled her thong to the side, and she whimpered when he slid a thick finger between her wet puffy lips.


  “Ohhhh,” she moaned into his mouth when he encountered her clit briefly before slipping his finger inside her hot wet cunt. Anna worked her hips, pushing him deeper into her sopping slit while gyrating against him.


  His long thick cock pushed into her stomach, his pre cum oozing onto her dress, her soft breasts squashing pleasantly into his hard chest. Hank groaned when she added her second hand to his cock, using both to stroke him.


  God, he was hung! Anna’s mouth watered at the thought of having this beautiful dick stuffed down her throat, and breaking the kiss, she eased back from Hank and shoved him hard in the chest.


  He gasped in surprise as he banged into the pump, but remained there when Anna made a show of sinking down. She didn’t kneel, but opened her legs, squatting in front of him.


  Anna licked her lips at the sight of his monster cock inches from her lips, then looked back to the front of the car. Matt was still visible in the mirror, arms folded across his chest, talking away, not even noticing, or caring, she still hadn’t gotten back into the car.


  Even though he wasn’t looking, she flipped off the car, making Hank laugh. His laugh turned into a low groan when she opened wide and took half his length into her mouth with one smooth suck.


  Anna opened wider, and angled her head as she took him deeper, expertly sliding him down her throat and past her gag reflex. When her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft, he breathed.


  “Sweet Jesus.”


  Anna slid her lips back up his cock, releasing it, and as she rapidly pumped his now slick cock, smiled up at him.


  “I’m not sweet, but trust me, baby, I can make you see god.”


  “I’m ready to meet my maker,” he replied, his hand going to the back of her head, and boldly shoving her face into his cock.


  Anna’s mouth opened in anticipation, and she moaned when his thick cock re-entered her mouth. Hank continued to prove there was nothing sweet bout him either as he pumped his hips, fucking her willing throat with his big dick.


  Her eyes rolled back when he thrust his hips harder, pushing himself deeper and faster into her mouth. She made a nasty choking sound when he forced his full length between her lips.


  Spit and sticky pre cum burst from her lips around his shaft, flowing down her chin and onto her tits. Hank wrapped her hair around his hand and used it as a handle, pushing and pulling her head along his plunging cock.


  Anna’s eyes watered and her face flushed from exertion, her throat working as this man she’d just met was now brutally fucking her mouth. She’d never met anyone who was this rough out of the gate, but she wasn’t complaining.


  She placed her hands on his thighs, gagging and gurgling as he continued to violate her mouth. Anna’s hips rocked, her nipples and clit throbbing in unison in reaction to not just his cock in her mouth, but the entire scene.


  Here she was, a married woman and successful lawyer who had just made junior partner in her firm, squatting in a parking lot, her tits out while a stranger used her mouth like she was a cheap whore he’d paid to blow him in an alley.


  Being a trucker he was most likely no stranger to that type, and Anna could imagine the thrill he was getting face fucking an uppity married woman in an expensive luxury SUV…


  With her husband five feet away.


  Hank’s hand left the back of her head, and shifted to her breasts. He grabbed both of them, giving them a squeeze hard enough to ensure she was going to have small round bruises the exact size of his finger tips on them tomorrow.


  His hips slowed as his attention shifted to her tits, but Anna picked up the slack, now bobbing her head rapidly along his spit shined shaft. She drove her mouth repeatedly onto his cock, causing her eyes to tear even more and thick strands of saliva to dangle from her mouth before breaking off to splatter on her tits, thighs and the ground between her legs.


  “Shit, you can suck.” Hank moaned while now rolling her nipples between his thick calloused fingers.


  Every few seconds he’d give them a light pinch, making her yip around his cock, but each time he did it, her hips bucked as an electric shock of pleasure jolted through her. His cock wasn’t just amazing, but so was his stamina as his cock had been plundering her mouth for some time.


  She pounded her head down harder and faster, causing his tip to hit the back of her throat every time.


  “Glug, glug, glug” the nasty sloppy sucking sounds could be heard loudly in the silent parking lot as she went full blown porn star, noisily slurping on him like the cock hungry slut she was.


  And Matt still had no idea what was going on.


  Anna gasped when Hank’s hands went to her shoulders and hauled her to her feet with a strength had her gushing in her panties. His cock fell from her mouth followed by a thick white mass of spit and pre cum that flowed down her chin and down her chest.


  Hank kissed her hard, pushing his tongue into her mouth despite the sticky mess it was. His hands were back on her tits, fondling them before giving each of them a sharp slap that made her cry out.


  He hit them both again, making them bounce and sending a sharp stinging pain through them and when he shoved her into the car, the moan she released contained far more pleasure than pain.


  Hank dropped to his knees, and slipping his hands between her thighs spread them open.


  “Fuck!” she swore when he grabbed her thong, and with a vicious yank, tore out the crotch of it, leaving the strings over her hips, but her cunt now exposed. Hank’s hands cupped her ass as he easily lifted her off the ground. Her back slid along the car and she squealed in delight when he shoved his tongue into her steamy slit.


  She placed her feet on his shoulders, squirming and whimpering as he moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue. Anna stretched her arms out to her sides, grabbing the edge of the metal roof rack to help him hold her up.


  He sucked hard enough on her cunt to make his lips smack and she felt herself gush into his mouth. He squeezed the cheeks of her ass, ensuring she’d have a matching set of bruises there, as his tongue lapped her juices with an enthusiasm that provided a fresh sticky stream for him to enjoy.


  His tongue slipped from inside her, and she let her head fall back against the car with a cry of pure joy when he flicked it over her excited clit. She stared up at the star filled sky, sighing and whimpering in pleasure as Hank’s skilled tongue danced over her clit.


  His hands moved from her ass so she was supported by her feet on his shoulders and her back against the car. She released another sound of unbridled joy when he caught her nipples and this time rolled them gently as he continued to flutter his tongue over her pink pearl.


  “Yeah,” she breathed. “Suck his wife’s cunt! Make me come in your face while he plays big shot.”


  Hank winked at her, and Anna groaned as his tongue went into over drive. Up and down, side to side and fast circles while mixing in a sudden hard suck, he was playing her to perfection and her back arched off the Lincoln as she pressed her sandaled feet harder into his shoulders.


  “Yeah, yeah,” she whimpered, “Don’t stop, baby, please don’t stop, pleeassssseeee!”


  The word went up an octave when he pinched her nipples while sucking her clit, the combination sending her over the edge. Her yelp of pain turned into a long loud wail of pure pleasure as her body exploded into orgasm.


  She opened wide and howled her ecstasy into the warm night air as she bucked wildly against the car, her feet slipping past Hank’s shoulders and her legs kicking wildly as he kept his mouth on her clit sending her into an even higher state of frenzied pleasure.


  She drummed her feet on his broad back and he rewarded her with a pinch to her nipples that elicited another loud squeal from her. Anna’s thighs tensed, then released as her convulsing cunt let loose, covering his face and filling his mouth with a sticky stream of her pleasure.


  “Oh, god,” she moaned as her body went limp, and she had to struggle to keep her grip on the roof rack. “Baby, I came so fucking hard.”


  “What did you say about fucking hard?” Hank shot to his feet, his arms hooking under her thighs, lifting them over his waist.


  “Yes, oh, yes!” she howled when he plunged his long thick cock deep insider her still quivering cunt.


  “Oh, oh, oh!” She yipped as just like he had with her mouth, he went right to town.


  Hank fucked her with long hard strokes that had her eyes rolling and her tits bouncing. He pounded her hard enough to bang her back into the car with each thrust and releasing the rack, she slipped her hands under his open shirt and gripped his bare shoulders.


  Hank grimaced as she dug her long nails into his flesh, then kissed her hard as his hips moved even faster, fucking her with a force that had her yelping into his mouth. His beard was wet, his face sticky, and Anna could taste her cunt on his tongue.


  He broke the kiss and nuzzled into her neck, sucking on her soft flesh hard enough that she knew he’d leave a mark and didn’t care. She wrapped her legs around his waist and slid her arms around his shoulders, clinging tightly to him as he hammered into her.


  “Hey!”


  Anna turned her head to see Matt had the window down and staring at her in wide eyed surprise.


  “What the fuck are you doing?”


  “Shit,” Hank stopped moving his hips. “I don’t want any trouble,” he whispered.


  “Baby, you’re nine inches deep in trouble,” she replied, then yelled at Matt. “What’s it look like he’s doing? He’s doing your wife.”


  Matt started to reply, but she cut him off.


  “I’ve been fucking and sucking for twenty minutes and you just noticed because your call’s over, so you can either watch, or put the window up and sulk.”


  “I…”


  “Listen to her, boy,” Hank told him. His voice was conversational with no sound of menace, but Matt’s face paled visibly.


  “This is your fault for letting a lady get out and pump gas in the middle of the night,” he laughed. “Never know what might happen to her.”


  “But I’m….”


  “An idiot,” Hank cut him off. “Your wife’s hot as hell and can suck the chrome off a damn bumper. You don’t take care of her, other guys will.”


  He made a shooing gesture with his hand.


  “I ain’t fixin to keep her, she’ll be in when we’re done, now be a good boy and let the grownups play.”


  They all jumped when a horn blared, and looking over Hank’s shoulder, she saw another eighteen wheeler slowing down. The passenger window rolled down and a guy yelled out.


  “You go boy! Fuck that pussy!”


  Matt’s eyes followed the truck, shifted back to Anna, and with a disgusted look on his face ducked his head back in the car and put the window up.


  “Where were we?” Hank asked.


  “You were fucking my brains out,” she reminded him then groaned when he resumed slamming himself balls deep into her delighted cunt.


  Anna turned her head, yipping and sighing as Hank gave her what she needed while kissing and sucking the other side of her neck. She could see Matt in the side mirror and he was staring directly into it, watching her.


  She removed her hand from Hank’s shirt and blew him a playful kiss. His response was to turn away, but if he really didn’t want to watch he could turn the mirror with a push of a button, and he hadn’t done it, nor would he.


  “Hey!” Anna exclaimed when Hank shoved her legs down from around his waist and eased his cock from within her.


  He grabbed her shoulders, spun her around like a top and pushed her against the car. His foot came into contact with her left ankle, shoving her leg further open, and grabbing her hips he plowed into her in one long hard thrust.


  “Deep, deep, deep!” she cried out as she braced her hands on the car.


  Hank shoved her dress over her hips so it was now bunched under her tits, and she let out a shrill cry when he gave each side of her ass a hard smack with his big rough hands.


  He rapidly dealt her several more, the sharp cracks echoed in the otherwise quiet night and each followed by a yowl from her. Hank stopped spanking her and grabbing her cheeks, spread them open, enabling him to thrust even deeper into her.


  As sopping wet as she’d been the entire time the size of his cock had stretched her cunt more than it had been in some time, and the same with force of his fucking. Between that and the way he was squeezing and manhandling her, she was going to be feeling this one for the next couple of days.


  And going to Matt’s sister’s house with hickey’s on her neck and bruises on her ass and tits. She could picture Matt having to own up to the hickeys as if he’d left them and getting lectured by his conservative family for being disrespectful.


  But that was tomorrow’s fun, right now Anna was enjoying one hell of a pussy pounding, and pushed harder against the Lincoln in order to shove her ass into his cock and bend over further.


  Hank eased back and slipped his hands beneath her, cupping her heavy tits and stroking her nipples with his thumbs. Anna’s cunt contracted around his pumping cock and she wiggled her hips into him.


  His right hand slide down her stomach and around her thigh and she whimpered when his thumb found her clit. A shiver went through her as he rubbed it in rough circles while now fucking her with short savage strokes so he could stay pressed to her in order to finger her clit.


  “Oh…ohhhh,” Anna breathed, her thighs and knees trembling as within minutes, she could feel another orgasm building within her.


  Hank continued to prove to be one of the best lover’s she’d ever experienced as his fingers gently toyed with her nipple while he stroked her clit and kept stuffing her with his big dick.


  Anna pressed her cheek to the warm metal of the car, her breath coming in short gasps as her toes curled into her sandals and her entire body grew taut. Seconds later she howled into the car as her body erupted, and her cunt convulsed around his cock.


  She thrust back into him, her hips gyrating wildly as she squealed repeatedly while waves of pleasure crashed through her. She was facing the mirror and when she saw Matt still watching, it increased the power of her already potent orgasm.


  Behind her, Hank was breathing much harder and his strokes growing more desperate as he was reaching the limits of his impressive stamina. The last ripples of pleasure had just flowed through her when he whipped his cock from her still twitching cunt.


  Grabbing her hair, he pulled her from the car, and knowing what he wanted, which is exactly what she craved, Anna spun and dropped hard to her knees, wincing as they hit the cement.


  Add scraped knees to her appearance for their upcoming visit.


  But all that mattered now was Hank’s huge dick he had gripped tightly in his fist. Anna opened wide, wagging her tongue at him.


  She expected him to jack off on her, but instead he shoved his cock into her mouth where he released a hot thick salty jet of cum down her throat. Anna groaned as she let it flow down her throat.


  The second spurt, she kept in her mouth and pulling her head back, pushed it out with her tongue, sending it flowing down her chin. She grabbed his cock above his hand and he moved it to allow her to stroke him.


  Anna pumped him hard and fast, turning her cheeks so he could paint both sides of her face. She aimed his cock lower and laid several white stripes of cum across her heaving tits.


  His load was as big as his cock, and unable to resist, she took him back into her mouth and bobbed her head while stroking him, sucking down the last of his creamy load.


  He gripped her head and moaned the word “stop” when she kept sucking, greedily working for every last drop. When she sat back on her knees, Hank took a step back and leaned against the pump, breathing hard.


  “Goddamn, girl, you’re a wild one, aren’t you?”


  “Hmm, mmm!” she proved his point by scooping a glob of cum from her tit and sucking it into her mouth.


  She gripped his deflating cock in her hand, making him groan, and slowly pumped it.


  “Told you those rings look good on another man’s cock, didn’t I?”


  “Not as good as you looked on mine.”


  Hank whistled and she released his cock before she was tempted to try to suck him hard again. He tucked it back into his jeans which he’d had on the entire time, and after zipping up, took her hands and this time, gently pulled her to her feet.


  He produced a bandana from his back pocket and offered it to her.


  “Don’t worry, its clean.” He said when she shook her head, causing cum to slide down her cheek.


  “I’m sure it is and thank you, but…” she smiled through her sticky cum coated lips. “I’m going to get in the car like this.”


  “You are somethin’” he told her. “Wait til I tell the guys back home about this one, ain’t gonna believe me.”


  “All that matters is it happened,” she smirked. “Tell them all about the snotty rich bitch in the pricey car who you fucked like a skank at last call.”


  “Nah, I wouldn’t say that about you.”


  “No?” She shrugged, causing her tits to bounce and cum to drip from them. “Too bad, I like being a skank.”


  “Well, um…” his yes slid to the side. “He been watchin’ the whole time?”


  “Yup, and he’ll yell at me the rest of the trip, but soon as he gets a chance he’s going to jack off to everything he saw.”


  She wiped her lips with edge of her dress, and gave Hank a kiss on the cheek. Then sliding the torn thong down her legs, stepped out of it, and flipped it to him as a parting gift.


  “Bye, Hank. Thanks for pumping my gas,” she turned and walked around the car adding. “And me.”


  She let herself into the car and slipping into the passenger seat sighed contentedly and made no effort to pull her dress over her sticky tits, or to wipe the cum from her face.


  “How was your call?” she asked sweetly.


  Matt didn’t reply, just started the car, threw it into drive and pulled away from the pumps. Anna looked in the side mirror and smiled when she saw Hank waving her thong at the car in goodbye.


  “You have no shame, do you?” Matt said softly after they’d driven a couple of miles.


  “Nope.”


  “You know how disgusting that was?”


  “Only thing I know Matt,” Anna smiled at him, and sliding her finger into a puddle of cum still on her tit, placed it in her mouth. “Is that’s what I call a full service gas station.”


  


  The End


  
The Ass-set


  


  “I’m so sorry about the AC being down, Mr. Wilkes,” Mark spoke as he opened the lap top to bring up the power point presentation.


  “These things happen, and like I said when I arrived, Evan is fine.”


  That he was, Robin picked up the cold bottle of water from the conference table and took a sip. Evan Wilkes was a man among men, and she was sure he knew it.


  Mark was 5’11’ and Evan had at least four inches on him. He was as broad as he was tall with massive shoulders and a wide chest, both of which stretched the fabric of his black Armani shirt. The way it hugged his upper arms hinted at a muscular build, and she couldn’t help noticing the similar effect his grey slacks had around his crotch.


  She had no doubt Evan would have her husband by a few inches in that area as well, and would love to prove herself correct. But this wasn’t a bar or a club, this was work, and Wilkes had been sent by the bank to look into their numbers and either approve, or shoot down, their request to extend their line of credit.


  Her father used to tell her that when it came to life in general, but specifically business, to never piss in your own part of the pool and although crude, it was advice she’d always adhered to.


  Course, she doubted dad would appreciate the fact she used that mantra when it came to fucking men who weren’t her husband. In ten years of marriage, she’d taken-or was taken by-more lovers than she could count, but none of them had ever worked for her in the small design firm they’d started five years ago and were hoping to expand.


  Nor had she seduced any clients even though a few had shown interest despite knowing she was married. That was just based on her looks as she doubted any of them knew what the ever present silver bracelet on her left leg meant.


  Referred to as a Vixen anklet, it featured a silver foxes face with a sapphire in the middle and tiny rubies for eyes. In the lifestyle it told men she was in play, but to anyone not in the know, which was the majority of people, it was simply a sexy accessory.


  The other symbol she flaunted when on the prowl was the tattoo of the female symbol of power dangling between two male symbols encircled by a heart. The tat was between the top of her shoulders and could be easily hidden even in a backless dress by her hair.


  But when out, Robin would wear her long raven black hair up, or pull it over her shoulder to show anyone interested, that she was willing to be interesting. Her long black hair was currently up due to the damn thermostat being broken and them unable to get anyone in here to fix it until tomorrow.


  Mark had commented about the tattoo being visible, but Robin assured him that, like the anklet, who knew what it meant? Robin also had developed a white lie to describe it to anyone who asked as a symbol for female empowerment.


  In a sense it wasn’t a lie. She was an empowered female who did what -and who- she chose to with her body, and whether Mark liked it or not. Sometimes he was fine with it, other times he put up a fuss, and Robin was convinced the fuss was an act because whether it was male ego, or what society saw as ‘improper’ he seemed upset he wasn’t upset.


  God knows no matter how put off he acted, he fucked her pretty hard once she’d used up her latest one night lover. Robin loved that feeling. Lying there exhausted, her pussy aching from hard use, the taste of another man’s cum still in her mouth.


  Sweaty, sticky, tired, and feeling like a satisfied little kitten in the sun while her husband plowed her still sloppy cunt until he emptied his ‘upset’ balls inside her. Robin blinked and forced her mind from more pleasant thoughts to the moment at hand.


  She was nervous about how this was going to go. Like many small companies in a tough economy, they were scuffling, and the numbers over most of the last year were going to show it.


  But they’d had a recent uptick and some potentially big irons in the fire, they just needed some cash flow to invest in a couple more designers to be able to deliver the workload the clients they were close to signing were going to require.


  The numbers showed the negative, while the positives were all “Potential customers, increased orders, if we get this, it will ensure…” so it was going to depend heavily on Wilkes believing in them.


  When it came to the business, Robin was the creative side, a top graphic designer whose work had won multiple awards over the last few years. Mark was the business end of things, handling contracts, paying the bills and crunching numbers.


  This was in his hands much more than hers and his comment to her that from the numbers end they had a 50/50 shot at best of getting the loan had her worried and when she was worried she tended to think about sex.


  Well, to be fair, it never took much to get her thinking about sex, especially in the presence of a hot as fuck man, even knowing he wasn’t on the table so to speak. The fact Evan had risen like a gentlemen when she entered, but then gave her a not so gentlemanly appraisal when he shook her hand, made it more of a tease she couldn’t make a play because she could tell he liked what he saw.


  The up and down look had gone back down and she’d noticed an odd expression on his face as he stared down at her feet which at the time had been encased in her best pair of black Jimmy Choo heels.


  Robin never minded an appreciative look, even less so from a very attractive man, and Evan was that with his deliberately tousled-the hint of gel gave away the fact it wasn’t a natural look-light brown hair, good cheek bones, rugged jaw and equally deliberate couple of days of neatly trimmed stubble on his cheeks.


  Then his size, and what appeared to be a large rugged physique under that shirt…and what was in his pants, which was where her gaze had lingered while he was distracted by her lower legs, shoes, or whatever he’d been staring at.


  “Before you begin, Mark,” God, even his voice…a smooth deep, bass, that was made for radio, or to tell her all the nasty things he’d wanted her to do to him. “I know this isn’t your fault, but it’s unbearable in here, would you mind if I remove my shirt?”


  “Not at all,” Robin answered a little too quickly, and Mark shot her a look she pretty much deserved. Her response at this point was more a sign of nerves than being forward.


  The damn thermostat being broken causing the heat to soar to well over eighty in the windowless room was a bad look for them, and him being uncomfortable during the presentation a strike against them before they started.


  Her shirt was already stuck to her back and she’d slipped her heels off under the table so her feet wouldn’t sweat in them, something you didn’t want to do in $300 shoes.


  “I assure you I have something under it,” Evan chuckled, then rose and unbuttoned his shirt.


  Robin tried to keep her eyes on the folder in front of her containing the spread sheets and graphs Mark would be showing on the screen, but they kept straying to the show in front of her.


  She could feel Mark’s eyes on her while she watched, and could sense the frown of disapproval on his face. Not that she cared, and she doubted Evan did because unless this was his first day with is fingers, he seemed to be taking his time.


  She quickly flicked her dark eyes up to his face and caught him looking directly at her before looking down as fast as she’d looked up. He knew she was watching, and she felt the first twinge there might be a game brewing.


  When Evan removed his shirt, letting it slide down his shoulders he paused for just a second, before slipping it off. The minimal pause would escape most people, but not Robin who, when she was out for fun, knew all moves were deliberate, and nothing wasted, when trying to entice.


  His body language told her Evan knew he had it, and didn’t mind flaunting it, and she was grateful for it. Beneath the dress shirt he wore a grey tank top and Robin resisted the urge to suck on her lower lip.


  The neckline showed off the top of his hairy chest and clung to a stomach which appeared to be as hard and flat as she’d imagined. But it was his arms that caught her attention.


  It wasn’t just his large, well defined biceps, or his thick forearms that were covered with a fine matting of dark hair, the muscles moving smoothly beneath his skin as he carefully draped his shirt over the back of his chair.


  She expected him to be muscular, but didn’t expect the massive tattoos covering his arms from the tips of his shoulders to his elbows. Both were done in gray and black ink and featured some type of demonic creature astride a horse, their red eyes the only spots of cover.


  Evan wasn’t just a hell of a man, a large powerfully built man, but a bad boy, and that put him right in her sexual wheelhouse. A big strong bad man who could pin her down and have his way with her as she tried to pretend she didn’t want it.


  Nah, fuck that, she wasn’t that good of an actress.


  Her eyes gravitated to his hands as he sat back down, and opened his folder to be able to follow along. As large as the rest of him and with long thick fingers that had her pressing her thighs together at the thought of him shoving two of them inside her. Stretching her open for what she knew would be a cock that matched the rest of him.


  She was getting flush from something other than the heat and the rational part of her knew she needed to calm the fuck down. This was a business meeting, and an important one where she needed to use her head, and not think about giving him head.


  “Thank you. Mark.” Evan smiled, his perfect teeth cutting through the sandy brown scuff on is chin and cheeks. “This is better.”


  “Much better,” Robin said looking Evan in the eye, and as he’d done with his shirt, gave the smallest of pauses before adding. “Now I don’t feel bad about doing this.”


  She rose from her chair, and as Evan had done, began unbuttoning her teal blouse. To her left, Mark made a sound as if he were going to tell her not to, then caught himself before he embarrassed them by turning it into a scene.


  Robin exhibited the same slow deliberate movements as Evan had while working her way down, and again she felt Mark’s eyes on her. Probably thinking of all the other times he’d watched her undress for another man, watching her lover’s smile of anticipation as she unwrapped the gift he was about to receive.


  Making it worse for him was he wasn’t oblivious, he knew Evan was her type and had certainly noticed him staring at her when she’d first entered the room. There was an unspoken attraction there, two sexy people acknowledging what the other had but no more than that.


  Or was there?


  Robin slipped her blouse from her shoulders to show off the slinky black camisole top she wore beneath it. Unlike Evan, her top bordered on inappropriate for the current environment.


  Low cut enough to show the top of her breasts, tight enough to emphasize their impressive size, and short enough to expose the lower portion of her flat tanned stomach decorated with the silver stud pierced through her naval.


  When she draped the blouse over her chair, she turned her gaze quickly to the right, then left to see both Evan and Mark staring at her. Mark with that precious “I can’t believe you” look on his face, but Evan with a slight smile playing about his lips as he made no effort to hide he was looking.


  “I apologize if this is a bit unprofessional, but I wasn’t prepared for the heat when we came to the office this morning.”


  “Trust me, Robin, you have nothing to be sorry about.” Evan’s words were followed by a sly smile that made her heart flutter as he showed he wasn’t above flirting. He then laughed.


  “Looks like the heat has its benefits after all.”


  “Same can be said for the gym,” Robin returned the smile and took the game up a notch. Picking up the water, she took a quick sip, then rolled the cold bottle over her flushed and sweaty chest.


  Not only did Evan make no effort to look away but the expression on his face had gone from playful to intense. For a moment his eyes met hers, and she could feel the sexual tension building.


  “I do what I can,” he replied to her comment. “As often as I can. I’m a work hard play hard type of guy. I’m sure you understand that.”


  “I do,” she replied putting the bottle down and tapping a long blue nail on the table to call his attention to it. “That and anything worth doing is worth doing right.”


  “Which is why we’re here.” Mark’s voice broke the spell between them. “Our work is worth doing right, and to do that we need a little help to get it up and running the way it needs to be.”


  “Of course,” Evan tapped the folder. “I took a quick peek while we waited for your lovely wife.” He pursed his lips in thought, then sighed. “Hopefully you have something new since you put this together because I’m not seeing enough to approve an increase in your existing, and close to maxed out line, and know it’ll be paid back.”


  Robin leaned back in her chair, and was glad Evan was now looking at Mark so he wouldn’t see the look of disappointment on her face. Fortunately he had a much better poker face, and even managed a confidant smile she knew he didn’t feel.


  “Same information, but as we go I’ll be able to explain where there’s room for growth, something a spreadsheet of impersonal numbers don’t show.”


  “That’s the strength of numbers,” Evan now seemed all business. “They’re truth with no emotion. Facts without fiction.” He paused, and frowned. “Sorry, I don’t mean to sound harsh but I do this for a living and have learned that in business hope isn’t always a positive, but a detracting negative.”


  “Many companies success was based on intangibles and we have those.”


  “But from the money lending end, it needs to be all about assets, Mark, and you seem to have far less of those than you do the intangibles.”


  “Well, let’s prove you wrong.” Mark flashed another smooth smile, and when he glanced her way, Robin gave him one her own. The fact he had no quit in him was one of the many things she loved about him.


  Because she did love him, but saw sex separate from love and felt sharing her body didn’t mean she was sharing her heart, which was all his. Like many men married to a hot wife, Mark sometimes understood it, sometimes was even into it, but often struggled with her mentality.


  But he’d known it going in. Robin had been clear when he proposed that she was happy to be his wife, and he would be her only love, but never her only lover. Ten years later she still did as she pleased when it came to men, and he was still the one she woke up to every morning, albeit sometimes after being ridden hard and put away wet.


  “Robin could you get the light please?”


  “Of course,” she pushed away from the small conference table, and not bothering to slip her shoes back on, walked over to the doorway to hit the lights.


  Mark was already standing, but she certainly didn’t mind doing it, knowing full well Evan would watch her. Her black skirt was a few inches above the knee, but nowhere near a mini, and in the same manner, tight enough to show the curve of her ass, but not painted on.


  She walked slowly letting him get a good look at the natural sway of her hips, the shape of her ass, and her well-toned legs. As she flipped the two switches down, she glanced in the mirror over the small bar against the wall.


  Robin held back a smile when she saw Evan staring, but her eyes narrowed when it appeared his eyes were higher, as if he were staring more at her back than her lower body.


  She turned and made her way back to the chair. Robin would have thought her chest would have been his focus from the front, but now his eyes were downcast and not just a casual look, but with his eyes narrowed as if really staring.


  “Sorry, again,” she said as she returned to the table and realized what had his attention. “I wasn’t thinking, and left my heels off. It’s so warm in here even my feet are hot”


  “That they are,” Evan stated then flashed a rueful grin in Mark’s direction. “I’m sorry, that was a bit forward.”


  “No offense taken,” Mark assured him, and this time Robin was even more impressed with his ability to keep a neutral expression.


  “I confess to having a soft spot for a pretty pair of feet and I guess it got the best of me.”


  ‘”Well, if it would help the cause I could put them up on the table for you during the presentation.” Robin laughed.


  “I’ve never mixed business with pleasure,” Evan replied, and this time with a straight face.


  “My turn to be sorry,” she said softly. “I wasn’t trying to insinuate you were unprofessional.”


  “No need to be sorry,” Evan waved his large hand dismissively. “But to be honest, you wouldn’t be the first attractive woman a client tried to distract me with.”


  “My wife is the client in this case,” Mark spoke up and she winced as she could pick up the slight edge in his tone. She should have just ignored Evan’s comments. “And I assure you her drive and professionalism is as unquestionable as her beauty”


  “Trust me, I don’t doubt Robin’s resume. You listed her awards in here,” he rested his hand on the folder. “She’s quite talented in her field, but let’s face it, Mark, it doesn’t hurt that she’s as attractive as she is talented, now does it?”


  “For someone who claims to be professional you’re proving otherwise,” Mark’s voice remained soft, but his hazel eyes had hardened in his otherwise calm expression, “You’ve been staring at her since she came in, and have made several comments regarding her looks.”


  “As has she to me,” Evan countered. “Proving my point she’s not above using what she has in whatever way she needs to.”


  “Just me?” Robin knew she should let her husband handle this. Evan wasn’t some guy at a bar, he had the fate of their business in his hands. But she had never once used ‘what she had’ to further her career.


  Everything she had ever earned, her scholarship, her academic achievements, and her awards had come from hard work and talent. Her body, sexual appetite and skill as a lover only came into play when it was time to play.


  “Touché.” Evan bowed his head to her. “I admit to being a bit vain and like attention from attractive women. However, it comes across differently from me.”


  “How’s that?” Robin asked.


  “I think we need to get this meeting back on track.” Mark suggested.


  “Simple,” Evan shrugged, ignoring her husband’s comment. “I have something you need which makes your game look a lot less innocent.” He remained looking at her from across the table while pointing to Mark.


  “Your husband mentioned intangibles and I countered with only assets being important here. You’re this company’s biggest asset, Robin and it’s not just your ability in your field, but the way you can make men go soft in a negotiation by making them hard.”


  “Evan, you need to leave,” Mark gestured towards the door. “We can find another bank to do business with, or,” he gave Evan an uncharacteristic hard stare. “I can call yours and tell them you came in here and was totally inappropriate with my wife.”


  “Guess that would make me one of many then,” he leaned back in his chair, folding his arms behind his head and with a smug look of triumph on his face.


  “What the hell does that mean?” Mark demanded.


  “Oh, come on,” Evan laughed. “She’s advertising it!”


  When Mark frowned and looked in her direction, he continued.


  “The anklet had me thinking, but that tattoo I saw when she turned around? You don’t just have a wife whose hot, Mark, you have a hot wife.”


  “That…” Mark was finally thrown off his game, but quickly recovered. “Is our personal life and has nothing to do with how we run our business.”


  “Right,” Evan nodded. “That’s why she wears that to work, and made sure she had her hair up.” He lowered his arms and snapped his fingers. “Is the heat really broken in here, or you just turn it up to give Robin an excuse to remove her blouse and show off her tits?”


  “You took yours off first.” Robin reminded him, trying not to sound as flustered as she felt.


  It was one thing to tease and playfully torment Mark with her sexual escapades, but if her lifestyle had just potentially put their business in jeopardy, she’d never forgive herself and wouldn’t blame Mark if he never did either.


  “Just playing what I thought was your game, dear.” Evan told her. “When you came in I admit I was looking. Who wouldn’t? Even dressed professionally, you’re a sexy woman, but when I saw that anklet?” he smiled. “I knew exactly where this was going.”


  “And where’s that?”


  “You mentioned intangibles, and your wife’s being in play would qualify as that.” He slapped the folder. “I doubt her sexual prowess is listed here, but it should be because I’m sure she’d be happy to put the ass in asset, if need be.”


  “My husband’s right, this meeting needs to be over,” Robin said softly, but her words had less conviction than they should because somewhere deep down, she knew if she’d thought it would get them what they needed, she’d do whatever she had too.


  And enjoy every minute of it because despite his arrogance, a trait she didn’t care for, the look of excitement on his face when he made the hot wife comment told her he not only wanted her, but thought there was a chance.


  “Are you offended?” Evan frowned. “Seriously, you’re not just acting that way for show?”


  “Do you really think my wife wouldn’t be upset by you hinting she’d have sex with you to get you to sign off on our request?”


  “Considering you didn’t deny your lifestyle of her sleeping with other men, and how bad you need this, I just thought it would be on the table.”


  “You mean she would be on the table?” Mark prodded. “You don’t see that as offensive?”


  “Would it work?” Robin asked.


  “Robin!” Mark snapped at her. “Forget him, we can…”


  “Yes,” Evan said softly, then held his hand up before Mark could protest. “It would.”


  “You admit you’d sign off on a loan you claim we don’t qualify for if my wife has sex with you?” Mark asked incredulously. “Right after you said you’ve never mixed business with pleasure?”


  “First time for everything.”


  “Including getting fired if I tell the bank about this.”


  “Unless you’re recording me, you can’t prove that.” Evan and Mark stared at each other while Robin looked nervously from one to the other.


  “Okay,” Evan sighed. “You’re right in that I’m totally in the wrong here. It’s just that I know what a hot wife is and its,” this time his smile had a hint of embarrassment to it. “A fantasy of mine. I like to read stories and watch videos about them and think it would be hot as hell to have sex with another’s man’s wife, especially if he was watching.


  “Robin comes in, I see the anklet, she’s flirty, then I see the tattoo, and you need something from me. Thought maybe I’d walked into a dream come true.”


  Mark slowly lowered the phone and Evan looked at her.


  “My deepest apologies for being crude to you. I sounded and acted like a grabby little boy. Just let my excitement get to me and I’m ashamed of myself.”


  “And now you’re going to shame us?” Mark asked. “Good story for around the office?”


  “Trust me, this stays in this room,” Evan continued. “Again, this is a personal interest of mine and I’d never share anything I know about a client.”


  “So you thought this was going to be some kind of tit for tat set up?” Mark shook his head in the same disgusted manner he did with her when she’d ignore his complaints and go out looking for fun.


  “I guess I can’t deny that,” Evan said softly as he lowered her head. “You watch movies and read stories, but after a while you start to think it’s all made up, then I run into the real deal.”


  “Maybe I just like the symbols and it’s all for show.” Robin liked seeing him go from cocky to contrite and twisted the knife a little more. “Just a tease.”


  “If so, I’m even sorrier. I’ll tell you what, I’ll go back to the bank and tell them I had an issue and couldn’t make the meeting, and they can send someone else tomorrow.”


  “Or we can just have a do over,” Mark said


  “I’d be okay with that.” Evan nodded, but she didn’t like the look on his face. “Look, Mark,” he briefly glanced her way. “Robin, putting all this awkwardness aside, I did say before it started that I don’t see enough here to go back to the bank and recommend an increase in your existing line.”


  “Then let’s go with option B,” Mark suggested. “Send someone else.”


  “I can, but it will be the same results because it is about numbers right now, and they’ll do the same math I did.”


  “But the way things are right now,” Robin spoke up. “Many companies are losing money with nothing on the horizon, we’re keeping afloat and have chances to do much better.”


  “And the way things are right now the bank is stricter with lending money because a lot of places are declaring bankruptcy, and trying to get out of what they owe so…”


  “In other words if you’re successful and don’t need it, you can have it, but if you need it you don’t get it.” Mark said disgustedly.


  “I agree it’s not fair. I would love to help small businesses and I used to all the time, but they’re really being picky now.” Evan opened the folder and slowly flipped through the report. “I just don’t see anything that would greenlight this.”


  “But according to you, my ass would be enough.” Robin said quietly.


  “Care to explain that?” Mark asked.


  “Loan officers keep their jobs by having clients who make their payments. If we get too many that don’t, we’ll be looking for another job. I’m good at what I do, and have one of the highest success rates in the region so my recommendation goes far, and if for some reason you defaulted, I could survive that.”


  “And you’re so unethical that you think we can’t pay you back, but you’d screw your bank to screw my wife?” Mark was getting angry. “You’re a good looking guy and you know it, you can get your pick of women.”


  “But they wouldn’t be someone else’s wife who enjoys being with other men.” Evan shrugged. “And if you do have all these irons in the fire you’ll prove me wrong and I’d be happy to see you do it, but you’re too high risk on paper to say yes.”


  “What you’re saying is you’d take a flyer on us to fulfill a personal fantasy.” Robin felt Mark’s eyes on her as she spoke, and knew he was thinking he hoped she wasn’t thinking about it.


  “There’s damn websites you can go to where married couples look for another man to come over and play,” Mark informed him. “You can do that anytime.”


  “I could, but it would be planned and not as much fun, and…” he trailed off, lowering his eyes.


  “Not as sleazy as it would be if I was doing it because I needed something from you.” Robin finished for him.


  “It has its charm, but more than that, you’re a gorgeous woman, Robin, and one who’s quite professional when it comes to work, so for you to need to use your, shall we say, recreational side, would be an added bonus.”


  “And that’s where this stops, then.” Mark flashed a smile as smug as Evan’s had been. “As you said about yourself, my wife never mixes business with pleasure, and unlike you, she means it when she says it.”


  “First time for everything,” Robin’s eyes were on Evan. “Take out the paperwork, and sign it.”


  “I should trust you?” He asked skeptically.


  “This isn’t happening,” Mark folded his arms over his chest. “We’ll take our business elsewhere.”


  “Take out the paperwork and put it on the table,” Robin repeated, rising from her seat.


  “Robin, don’t even think about it!” Mark snapped. “Sit down, he’s leaving.”


  “Maybe not.” Evan put his small briefcase on the table and removed a clip board with their application request to extend their line of credit an additional fifty thousand dollars. He set it in front of him, and removing a silver pen, placed it on the application.


  “Sign it,” she removed the clip from her hair, and shook it out, causing her long curly ebony hair to flow down over her shoulders and back.


  “Fifty k to see your hair?” Evan chuckled. “Hardly. You want me to sign you put your mouth where the money is.”


  “That’s disgusting!” Mark, now losing his composure and not just from Evan’s remark, but because he now knew she was willing to do just that.


  Because unlike Evan who still wasn’t convinced she wasn’t playing him, Mark knew damn well that once she got it in her head to give head, she wasn’t going to stop until she got what, and who, she wanted.


  “Calm down, man,” Evan looked genuinely perplexed. “If she saw me at a bar and wanted me, you wouldn’t care.”


  “Yes, I would! Now get out!”


  “Oh, you’re one of those!” Evan nodded. “The cuck that pretends he doesn’t like it.”


  “How dare you…”


  “That’s exactly what he is,” Robin pointed to the chair behind Mark “Sit down and enjoy the show or get out and I’ll tell you about it later.”


  “You….you wouldn’t,” he whispered, but the look in his eyes told her he knew she would.


  “I still don’t see anything worth signing for here.”


  Robin walked along the table, and grabbing her top, peeled it off and flipped it in Mark’s face as she passed him. Beneath the top her light blue French cut bra showed off the inner half of her large creamy white tits and Evan’s face lit up as he began to realize she wasn’t playing about playing with him.


  “Robin, I’m warning you, don’t do this.” There was a tremble in her husband’s voice that some, including Evan, would mistake for anger. There was some of that, but towards himself, because his wife knew some of that tremble was due to excitement.


  Her response was to lean over Evan when she reached him and with no hesitation, kissed him. He grunted in surprise, but quickly overcame it, eagerly returning the kiss, which wasn’t a quick peck, nor was it sweet.


  Her mouth worked over his, kissing him hard and flicking her tongue teasingly across his lips. Her hands ran down his chest, and grabbing his shirt, tugged it upwards. Evan lifted his arms, allowing Robin to remove it and toss it on the floor.


  Before it landed her lips were back on his, her tongue plunging boldly into his mouth. She ran her hands along his muscular chest and flat stomach, and moaned softly when his arms slid around her waist, one hand roaming over the smooth flesh of her back, the other sliding into her long soft hair.


  Robin slipped her hand down to his waist, deftly unbuttoned his slacks, and tugged the zipper down while she continued to swirl her tongue over and around his. When Evan’s right hand slid around and cupped her breast, she broke the kiss and pushed his hand away.


  She straightened and hopped up on the table so she was sitting directly in front of him.


  “You don’t get these,” she hefted her breasts through the bra, “Until I get this.” She tapped the application to her left.


  “Think I’m signing off because you made out with me for a minute?” Evan’s tone didn’t quite match his words as he stared longingly at her tits.


  “What was that you were saying about having a thing for pretty feet?”


  She extended her right leg and Evan’s eyes widened in surprise when she pressed her blue tipped toes to his lips.


  “Go ahead, baby,” she spoke in her best bedroom purr. “Show me.”


  A shudder ran through her when his tongue flicked out across the tips of her toes. He then kissed each one before sucking her big toe into his mouth.


  “Oh, I like that,” she breathed as Evan’s tongue slid around her toe as he gently sucked on it.


  Evan gripped her ankle, his long fingers easily encircling it, and she moaned softly as she imagined him grabbing both ankles while holding her legs in the air while fucking her right here on the conference room table.


  Evan opened his mouth wider and Robin whimpered in pleasure when he sucked all of her toes into it. His other hand came into play, caressing the soft skin of the top of her foot before sliding his fingers over her smooth sole.


  Robin squirmed on the table, her cunt flooding as this large powerful man-a man who had something she needed-worshipped her foot with his eyes closed and a look of adoration on his face.


  He moaned when she dropped her left foot into his lap and rubbed it into his hard cock through his slacks. Slipping her toes from his mouth, she flexed her ankle so it was now the bottom of her foot in his face.


  “Lick it,” she demanded. “Heel to toe.”


  There was a brief flash of anger in his eyes at the command, and another when she pressed her foot into his face. But the look shifted into one of helpless desire as his lips parted and he flicked his tongue across her foot.


  She wiggled her toes into his cock, and with a groan Evan ran his tongue down to the heel of her foot then slowly up the length of her foot, ending the move with a quick suck on her big toe.


  His tongue went back down to her heel, then back up, and this time more quickly.


  “Yeah, show me how good you are with that tongue,” she whispered. “Make me want it in my cunt.” She paused for effect before adding. “My married cunt, and while my husband watches.”


  His cock jumped beneath her foot and his tongue moved faster, now swirling side to side as he worked the length of her foot.


  “Eat a married woman until she comes then bury this big fucking dick inside me. Take me right here on the table.”


  She turned her head to see Mark had sank down into his chair and watching her with that delicious mix of disgusted lust. She quickly looked away so as to not make him feel more conflicted, but took the game up a notch when she said;


  “Take your cock out.”


  Evan, his tongue remaining busy on her foot, dropped one hand into his lap, fumbling to get his cock out of his boxers,


  “No, I want your pants down, let me see if I think you’re worth the money.”


  “Pushy aren’t you?” he lowered her foot.


  “Sorry, did you think because I’m in play means I’m submissive?” she laughed. “Who takes me, when, and how, isn’t up to my lover,” she gave him a sly smile. “This is where porn steers you wrong,” she pointed between his legs.


  “Sooner I see it, the sooner I can decide if I want to do more than look.”


  “Okay,” he nodded. “Your game,” he grabbed the side of his pants and lifted his hips in the chair enough to push them down. “I think I know what you’ll decide.”


  Robin couldn’t argue because when his cock sprang free, it was everything she could do not to lick her lips. Long, thick, his swollen head an angry purple from being hard for some time, and sticky pre-cum oozing from the slit in his dick that she longed to suck out of him.


  Her mouth watered at the thought of having it stuffed with that glorious cock, and her clit throbbed with equal need to have him between her other soft welcoming lips. Instead she stuck to her teasing plan of attack.


  She dropped her foot from his face and slid it along his cock, and he gasped when she curled her toes into his spongy head. She sucked on her lower lip when she felt his sticky precum on her toes and how hot and hard his cock was against her sole.


  She placed her heel at the base of his shaft, admiring the fact his cock was longer than her size six foot. Robin pushed his cock against his stomach and slowly caressed his hard flesh with her soft foot.


  Evan’s hand once again went to her ankle, holding it as she worked his cock. He released a low moan when she slipped her other foot between his legs and wiggled her toes into his swollen balls.


  “Look at that sexy foot on that big fat cock, teasing those balls,” she released a sexy sigh. “They’re so full of cum, aren’t they?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he whispered, his eyes glued to her foot as she continued to slide it along his cock.


  “Hmm, poor baby,” she clucked her tongue. “They need to be drained, don’t they? All that hot cum needs to find a home,” she slowly licked her lips. “Maybe down the throat of another man’s wife?”


  “Maybe,” he repeated he pressed her foot harder to his cock and was now moving her foot, encouraging her to rub it faster.


  “Or even better, deep inside her married cunt?”


  His reply turned into him moaning the word “fuck” when she eased off his cock, then bringing her other foot up, captured him between them. She turned her ankles in so he was sandwiched between her feet length wise.


  She slid them up and down, jerking him off between her feet and He put his hands over the tops of them, gently squeezing as she gave him a foot job.


  “You could blow that big load all over my cute little feet too,” she gripped her legs behind her knees and lifted them up and down, helping her stroke him. “But is that really what you want?”


  “Damn, this is fucking hot,” he breathed. “But I can think of better places to blow a load,” he peered over at Mark. “Like all over your wife’s face or her big tits.”


  “You don’t talk to him, I do,” she stopped moving her feet. “Or this stops and you can leave.”


  Evan blinked at not just her words, but her tone.


  “I can say anything I want to him about what we’re doing, you don’t.” she eased up with a nasty smile. “He’s mine to humiliate, not yours.”


  “Sorry I…oh!” he gasped when she turned her feet so his cock was now nestled in the space between her insteps and moved her legs faster.


  Evan’s hips were now moving, thrusting his cock between her feet which were now slick from the pre cum flowing from his tip down his shaft.


  “Think that feels good?” she reached back, unhooked her bra, and slipped it off, exposing her large firm breasts. “How would you like these wrapped around your dick?”


  “Jesus, they’re amazing.” He told her, his eyes now on her tits even as he continued to pump his cock between her feet.


  “All natural,” she cupped them and bounced them in her hands, making them jiggle. “Still high and proud and oh, so fuckable,” she slid her thumbs over her swollen pink nipples. “And suckable”


  “I’ll let you come all over them if you want,” she promised. “Or,” she wagged her tongue provocatively at him. “I can let you fill my mouth and watch me drool it all over them.”


  “Robin he gets the point,” Mark spoke behind her, “You’re a pig.”


  “You love this pig,” she replied without looking while picking up the clipboard and pen.


  “You want to come on my feet, you can. Consider it a freebie,” she leaned over, offering the clipboard to Evan. “You want use his wife’s holes in front of him, you sign.”


  He eyed the form, then eyed hers, his eyes roaming from her tits to her legs and feet on his cock. Robin gave him something else to consider when she opened her legs, and tugged up her skirt.


  She eased the blue thong to the side, giving him a quick flash of her pink slit before letting the material slip back into place and closing her legs.


  Evan picked up the pen and with a trembling hand, signed his name to it.


  “Thank you, baby,” she flipped the clipboard across the table in Mark’s direction. “Look at that, honey, your pig of a wife is worth fifty grand.”


  Robin slipped off the table and down onto her knees. Lifting her breasts, she wrapped them around Evan’s cock, and rocked up and down. With a soft moan, Evan put his hands over hers, pressing her tits more firmly around his hard flesh, and moving his hips to thrust further into her impressive cleavage.


  “He’s titty fucking your wife, honey.” Robin looked over at him, and smiled. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”


  “Just get it over with,” he waved his hand disgustedly at her, but she smiled when only that hand was visible. She knew where the other was; under the table, rubbing his cock through his pants.


  For now, but at some point it would be out and in his hand, and soon after…


  Robin turned back to the task at hand, and lowering her head, flicked her tongue across Evan’s oozing tip. His hips jerked faster and he gasped when this time she parted her lips and let him slip his head between them.


  She gave him a hard suck, then another and another as his hips lifted from the chair, trying to push himself deeper into her mouth. She pushed his hands from hers, and releasing her breasts, opened wide and took him into her mouth.


  Evan’s moan of pleasure mixed with her own as she bobbed her head in a slow rhythm, loving the feeling of his hard flesh in her warm wet mouth. His hands went into her hair, gripping it as Robin blew him.


  She took him deeper, then after a few more sucks, even deeper, slowly working her way down to taking his full length. Robin’s hips ground in tight circles as her cunt gushed and her clit ached.


  Topless, on her knees in her own conference room while sucking another man’s cock, and for what amounted to money. All this while her husband watched helplessly as she made wet gurgling sounds while she greedily gobbled Evan’s beautiful dick.


  She opened wider and sucked him down until her lips were wrapped around his base. Robin gagged, spit exploding from the sides of her mouth, but held him there, allowing her throat to get used to him and find the right angle. She swirled her tongue along his shaft, then shook her head, causing his hands to tighten in her hair.


  Robin slurped her way back to his tip, then bobbed her head, now employing long smooth sucks, each ending in his head hitting the back of her throat. She cupped his balls, gently bouncing them with her fingers as she placed her other hand on his stomach, showing off her oral prowess by sucking him hands free,


  She gagged each time she took him deep, but undaunted sucked even faster. Her eyes began to water from the effort, but her cunt was watering even more in anticipation of his thick cock plundering her hot, wet, hole.


  Robin released him, sticky drool flowing down her chin, and pinning his cock back, went to work on his balls. Evan moaned, his right and now slipping behind her head as she bathed his tight swollen sac with her soft tongue.


  She sucked hard on his left nut, stretching it out, while wrapping her hand around his cock and slowly stoking his spit slicked, and lipstick smeared shaft.


  “Shit,” Evan grunted when she spit on his balls, and noisily slurped it back up before sucking on the other side of his sac.


  She ran her tongue up his shaft, pressing her cheek to it, and nuzzling it like a horny kitten. God his flesh was hot and hard against her flesh. She turned her head, pressing his tip into her cheek and then sliding it down, creating a sticky line on her face.


  She turned the other way to look at Mark and rubbing Evan’s cock on her face, pursed her lips and blew him a kiss. She then pressed her lips to his cock and slowly, inch by teasing inch, eased him into her mouth.


  Robin paused, then went at him with all her impressive skills as a cock sucker. She sucked him fast and hard, rapidly and repeatedly deep throating him. Evan helped her along by shoving her head down in his lap, pushing his cock further down her throat.


  Robin didn’t mind at all, as proven by her being so wet her thong was sticking to her cunt as she rocked her hips back and forth in rhythm to her loud sloppy sucking. Evan’s thighs were shaking and his cock beginning to twitch under the skilled ministrations of Robin’s sinfully talented tongue, and she knew he was close.


  She was fine with that, he’d been turned on since he’s seen her hot wife anklet and she’d worked him pretty good with her feet, before putting on a clinic in sucking the cocks of men who weren’t your husband.


  If she stopped and fucked him now it would be way too quick, and this was not the type of cock a woman settled for a quickie with. No, when he fucked her he needed to be able to last and give her adulterous cunt the pounded it deserved.


  “Oh, shit,” Evan groaned his fingers trembling on her head. “I…slow down, I’m going to…”


  Robin sighed in pleasure when his words trailed into a groan as his cock erupted in her mouth. She cupped his balls, massaging them as his hips jerked, and each thrust into her mouth ended in a long spurt of hot thick cum.


  The first squirt made it down her throat, but the rest she let fill her mouth as she continued to bob her head, but slowly so she could enjoy the sensation of his balls draining into her mouth and adding to the huge slimy salty mess inside it.


  When he seemed to have nothing left, she grabbed his cock in her fist and pumped him as fast as she could. Evan released an uncharacteristic whimper when her efforts were rewarded by getting a few more drops from him.


  Robin eased him from her mouth, then opened it and let a long thick glob of cum flow onto his tip. The sticky mess slid down his shaft and taking him back into her mouth she slurped every drop of it from his twitching flesh.


  She leaned back, and opened her mouth, showing him the huge white puddle on and under her tongue. Turned to Mark, she pushed some out with her tongue and blew several nasty cum bubbles as he stared at her with that mixture of appalled desire.


  Robin lifted her tits and parting her lips let cum flow from her mouth. She turned her head, side to side, getting plenty of it on each breast as well as her chest between them.


  A soft sigh escaped her as cum slid down to her stomach and over her sensitive nipples. She rose to her feet and gave her tits a shake, sending cum splattering in either direction as if she were a dog shaking itself dry.


  Turning her back to Evan, she proudly displayed her freshly painted tits to Mark, whole reaching back and unzipping her skirt. She pushed it down over her hips, and with a sexy shimmy worked it down to her knees, then let it fall to the floor.


  She hooked her fingers in her thong and slipped it over the curve of her ass, moaning as it peeled from her sticky cunt. Turning, she hopped back up onto the table and being her legs, worked the thong down to her feet and playfully kicked it into Evan’s face.


  Evan pressed it to his face, inhaling deeply, then bent over and pulled his shoes and socks off, then his pants and pushed them to the side. As he did, Robin leaned back on her left elbow and sliding her right hand between her thighs and through the dark neatly trimmed triangle of her pubic hair, spread her pink lips open.


  “Ready for a….oh, fuck!”


  Evan had stepped forward, grabbed her ankles, and just as she had previously envisioned, spread her legs and slammed his still hard cock inside her. Robin had plenty of men over the years, but Evan’s cock was thick enough to make her squeal as he spread her cunt around him with his long forceful thrust.


  He lifted his arms and spread them wide, causing her legs to do the same until she was almost in a full split. Her ass was right at the edge of the table and he was fucking her with long strokes hard enough to make the table move beneath her.


  “Deep!” she whimpered as he took roughly drove his cock balls deep into her wet heat. “So deep!”


  She let herself fall back onto the table, and stretching her arms over her head, gripped the edge of it, bracing herself against his powerful thrusts.


  “Yes!” she hissed, staring up at him. “Take it, baby! Fuck his whore wife in front of him! Make me use my cunt to get him what he wants!”


  “Just him?” Evan leered down at her, then closed her legs, before leaning forward and pushing them back until her feet were over her head. “You wanted this dick before I even said no!”


  “You’re right!” she moaned. “Now here I am with your cum all over my tits and you fucking me! Claiming his wife’s cunt, stretching it out with your big fucking dick, and making me your married whore!”


  He draped her legs over his shoulder and leaning over, grabbed her breasts. Unbothered by his cum still all over them, he roughly squeezed her tits, then lowered his head and sucked her left nipple into his mouth.


  “Bad boy,” she yelped as she was now all but bent in half, her ass off the table. “You don’t mind the taste of your cum off of a woman, do you?”


  His reply was to turn his head and sucking her other nipples, while playing with her heavy tits. He straightened and she cried out in delight when he placed his thumb on her swollen clit and rubbed it side to side.


  “Yeah, oh, yeah!” she squirmed on the table as he played with her over heated button while still violating her aching cunt with his huge cock. “Make me cum! Make his wife cum in front of him!”


  Evan whipped his cock from inside her, and she released a long loud squeal when he dropped to his knees and buried his face between her thighs. He plunged his tongue inside her sloppy cunt and swirled it around, before working it in and out, fucking her with it.


  Robin’s hands left the table and cupped her tits, stroking her nipples as he used his left arm to keep her legs folded back. She yipped when he boldly plunged not two, but three fingers inside her.


  The move stretched her even wider and caused some discomfort, but that was over shadowed by his lips now wrapped around her throbbing clit. He sucked hard enough on it to smack his lips, then did it several times in rapid succession.


  Robin wiggled on the table, her feet kicking above her, as his tongue now flashed over and around her clit, peppering it with a series of rapid licks. She looked over at Mark as she whimpered and moaned, while now twisting her nipples between her fingers.


  “He’s going to make me cum, baby, then he’s going to fuck me again, leave your wife’s pussy all sloppy and used up.” She giggled. “Just how you like it.”


  Mark scowled and looked away from her, but didn’t try to leave, and there was still only one hand visible on the table. Evan brought her attention back to between her legs as he mixed in several hard sucks to go along with his rapidly flickering tongue


  “Right there,” she moaned as like Evan, she’d been excited for some time and it wasn’t taking a lot to bring her to the edge. “Keep eating that pussy that isn’t yours.”


  Her eyes went wide when He shoved his fingers roughly deeper into her then spread them open. Her legs straightened behind him, her toes curling as her back arched off the table.


  When he gave her clit another sudden hard suck while curling his fingers inside her, Robin exploded into orgasm. She squealed repeatedly as she writhed on the table, waves of intense pleasure crashing through her.


  Evan continued to not only lick her clit, but kept flexing his fingers in her convulsing cunt. Robin’s hips thrust, pushing them deeper as she tugged on her nipples and ground her wet sticky pink flesh in his face.


  Robin turned her head, resting her cheek on the warm table and staring at Mark as she yelped and squealed, her body thrashing as the powerful orgasm had its way with her.


  When the last waves flowed through her, and her body went limp, she barely had time to sigh before Evan was back on his feet and inside her. Robin lay there with her arms by her sides, moaning softly and as limp as a rag doll, as he renewed his assault on her quivering cunt.


  She stared at the ceiling, mouth open in a continuous “O” as he had his way with her. She swore that between the heat and the power of the orgasm, she felt lightheaded as she lay there letting a man she met twenty minutes ago use her like his personal fuck doll.


  He snapped her out of her sex induced stupor when he withdrew from inside her, grabbed her hips and unceremoniously rolled her over so she was now face first on the table.


  Her feet had barely hit the floor when he had his hands on her hips and his cock balls deep inside her. She cried out as he fucked her even harder in this position and once again gripped the table, her knuckles turning white under his tireless attack on her grateful pussy.


  She rested her cheek on the table, once again facing Mark as Evan fucked her senseless while her sweat slicked body was bent unresisting over the table. He leaned over her, and grabbing her arms yanked them behind her back and she squealed in surprise when he pinned her wrists together and gripped them in one large hand.


  But the move sent her gushing around his cock, and he received a second wave of sticky wet heat, when he caught her hair with his other hand and yanked her head back.


  “Yes!” she shouted. “Ride this cheating bitch! Take the reins and ride me like your dirty fucking pony!”


  “Shove it in her ass,” Mark spoke up, and Evan froze in mid thrust.


  “What?”


  “You heard me, fuck her in the ass,” Mark repeated. “But finish in her slutty cunt.”


  “I…” he hesitated until Robin whispered. “Do it, Evan, it’s his ass.”


  Evan eased from inside her pussy and releasing her hair, guided his head to her pink rosebud. He pressed against it, and Robin whimpered as her tight ass struggled to accept his thing tip.


  She squealed when he pushed it in, then emitted a loud wail as it was followed by him slowly inserting his full length inside her. Evan’s hand went back to her hair and after a few slow easy thrusts, he proceeded to fuck her ass with the same force he had her cunt.


  Robin’s eyes and mouth went wide as she howled in response to her ass being violated by his huge thick cock. She hadn’t taken it in the ass in a few months and didn’t think she’d ever had a cock anywhere near this big inside it.


  She yowled in pain laced pleasure as the burning sensation in her ass increased, and blinked in surprise when she realized Mark was now standing in front of her.


  With his hard cock out of his zipper and in his hand.


  With no warning he shoved it into her open mouth and she squealed around it as Evan mercilessly hammered her helpless ass.


  “Damn, man!” Evan laughed behind her. “You’re really into this!”


  Mark was into it alright, into her mouth and down her throat as he was now moving his hips and fucking her mouth rougher than he had in a long time. This wasn’t their game as even when he was into it, he waited until she was done with her lover.


  As if sensing her thoughts, Mark smiled down at her. “First time for everything.” He then looked over her at Evan.


  “She does put the ass in asset, doesn’t she?”


  Robin, in spite her surprise at his comment and the discomfort in her abused asshole, gave him a slow wink and moved her head into his thrusts, helping him fuck her mouth. Behind her Evan was breathing like a bull and his stokes shorter and with no rhythm as he struggled to hold back from coming.


  Robin wished he wasn’t so close as she was reveling in being a pig on a spit and her husband actively enjoying sharing her for the first time in years. She moaned around his cock, her wide eyes on his as she wiggled her ass into Evan, encouraging him to keep punishing her tight ass with his huge cock.


  But she could tell he was losing control and so could Mark as he snapped.


  “Finish in her cunt, fill it like you did her mouth.”


  Evan withdrew from her ass and she groaned when he slammed himself back inside her. He gave her several savage pumps then with a low groan buried himself deep and erupted.


  Robin whimpered around Mark’s cock at the sensation of another man’s cum shooting deep, painting the walls of her cunt, and filling her with the ultimate symbol of her infidelity.


  Despite being his second load, Evan sent several long thick spurts inside her as she moaned and wiggled her ass into him. She contracted her aching cunt around him, milking his drained cock for every drop until with a moan, she eased it from inside her.


  Mark pulled his cock from her mouth and without needing to be told, Robin remained bent over the table. Her husband made his way around to her side and told Evan.


  “Have a seat, your turn to watch.”


  Mark grabbed her hips and made her release a high pitched howl when he unexpectedly pushed his cock into her still burning ass. He fucked her as hard as Evan had, and despite being smaller and not as thick, she was already sore and she whimpered as her husband took it to her ass for the first time in longer than she could remember.


  He had grabbed her arms the way Evan had, but instead of pinning them down, he took her hands in his and squeezed them affectionately as he had his way with her. Robin moaned and whined, her feet lifting off the floor and stomping back down as she dealt with the discomfort from being taken so hard in the back door.


  Mark groaned and whipping his cock out to shove it inside her already sloppy cunt. She could hear the wet squishing sounds as he pounded his dick into the puddle of cum Evan had left inside it, and a minute later added his own.


  Robin’s eyes rolled back in sheer joy as her husband’s cum spilled into her messy hole where it mixed with Evan’s. As he continued to fuck her, she felt some of it squirt from around his cock and down her inner thighs.


  Mark removed his cock, and tugged on her hands. As sore and exhausted as she was, Robin knew what he wanted and obediently dropped to her knees and opened wide, accepting her husband’s cock.


  She moaned as she slurped both men’s cum from his white coated dick, eagerly slurping on it, and ducking her had to get the mess that had dripped down to his balls. She turned on her knees to Evan who had collapsed back into his chair, and leaning over, sucked his now semi hard cock, making him squirm as she used her mouth and tongue to clean up the white sticky mess from his shaft.


  When she finished, Mark grabbed her shoulders and after helping her to her feet, kissed her hard, his tongue invading her mouth to get a taste of his cum mixed with her lovers.


  “Hot damn!” Evan exclaimed, wiping his sweaty face. “You two are the real deal!”


  “That we are.” Mark nodded, then tapped the table.


  Again, knowing what he wanted. She hopped back onto the table and opened her legs. Spreading her lips, she contracted her muscles and pushed, causing a trickle of cum to ooze from her slit.


  Mark lowered his head and noisily slurped up the mess, as Evan watched with a grimace on his face.


  “Well, that’s a bit much.”


  Mark kissed her clit, then lifted his head and wiped his mouth off with the sleeve of his shirt. “Sorry, but didn’t want to waste it.”


  “Wow,” Evan whistled. “That aside you two are fucking wild.”


  “Nah, I took it for the team.” Robin joked as she sat there, her heaving breasts still sticky from load number one, and her ass still burning while more cum slid from inside her and onto the table.


  “Here you go, babe.”


  She’d been so out of it she hadn’t notice Mark tucking his cock back into his pants and grabbing them all cold bottles of water from the small fridge under the bar.


  She took it and chugged most of the bottle before rubbing it against her sweaty face.


  “As good as you’d hoped?” Mark asked while picking up Robin’s clothes and putting them on the table next to her.


  “Better,” Evan rose and slipped his boxers on over his soft, but still impressive cock. “Have to say, you weren’t what I expected.”


  “How so?” Mark sat on the table next to her, and slipped his arm around her shoulders.


  “Well, her telling me not to insult you, then you telling me what to do, joining in.”


  “A lot of the stuff you see in porn is humiliation based.” Mark replied. “Not saying Robin doesn’t do it to me sometimes, but it’s her doing it, and because I do get into it even if I don’t want to at first.”


  “And the other thing is, I say I do who and what I want, but in the end,” she took Mark’s hand and brought it to her lips. “It’s his game as much as it is mine, so as much as it seems I am, he’s in control to some extent.”


  “Learn something new every day I guess.” Evan now had his pants on and was slipping his Armani shirt over his broad shoulders. “Good to know if this ever happens for me again.”


  “Meantime,” Mark picked up the clipboard. “Thank you for this, hope my wife was worth it.”


  “In every way.” Evan leaned over to her, then paused. “May I?” he asked Mark.


  “Of course.”


  “Thank you for making a dream come true,” Evan gave her a soft kiss.


  “Thank you helping keep ours alive.”


  “Right, well um, you can notarize that and scan it over to me,” he closed his briefcase. “I guess I’m done here.”


  “Goodbyes can be awkward when we do this,” Robin shrugged and watched Evan’s eyes take in how they jiggled. He gave her sweaty, sticky and naked body one more look, then nodded.


  “I can see my way out.”


  “Talk soon,” Robin waved and with an awkward nod, Evan left the room, closing the door behind him.


  “I was surprised as much as he was.” Robin lay back on the table and stretched, wincing at how sore she was.


  “I guess you doing it for the company was a new taboo, and those are hard to come by these days.”


  As he spoke, Mark sat down in one of the chairs and rolled it up to the table so he was between her legs. He leaned in and she sighed when he gently lapped at her cunt, scooping up more of the mixed load with his tongue.


  “Hmm,” she breathed, her nipples once again stiffening. “But what was up with the ass fucking? I might be easy and sleazy, but that monster cock hurt.”


  “I don’t know, he made the asset joke, and…” he smiled up at her from between her thighs, cum smeared on his lips. “I just figured,” his smiled widened.


  “I feel a bad joke coming,” she muttered.


  “Well I guess this is what they mean by a back door deal.”


  


  The End
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