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CHAPTER ONE




“What part of ‘I want to speak to your manager’ do you not understand?”

The waitress, who was already shrunk and folded into herself like a frightened turtle, took a step back. Her eyes were down at her fingers, nervously kneading another.

“Y-yes, ma’am. I-I understand it just; the manager isn’t here right now and⁠—”

“Well, isn’t that convenient?” Erin balked loudly as she looked around at the other guests eating their meals as if they would or should be on her side of her complaints. I put a finger to my temple, clenching my teeth together as I always did. I didn’t know which to feel more: sorry for the waitress being berated for doing absolutely nothing wrong or embarrassed for my wife’s behavior.

I knew my wife was a bitch. Everyone knew my wife was a bitch. Over the last nine years of marriage, her attitude had progressed like a cancer spreading to the lymph nodes. Seldom did an hour go by when she was awake that she didn’t demean, berate, insult, or condescend to someone in her line of sight. Being married to the woman and not having kids meant I was her favorite target, but whenever we went in public, I found it worse when I was left to witness her wrath be placed on unsuspecting bystanders.

“This pasta is barely warm; the service you give me is subpar—just look how long I’ve been waiting for another glass of wine?” Erin continued on her assault.

“Ma’am, I told you we finished off that bottle and didn’t have another. I offered a different wine but⁠—”

“What kind of restaurant doesn’t keep multiple bottles stocked of wine? Are you kidding me?” Erin aimed an upturned nose in my direction. “What kind of place have you taken me to?”

I sighed and looked to the waitress, who was fighting back tears, “It’s fine, thank you,” I said, trying to dismiss her, but Erin had other plans.

“No, Dan. It’s not fine. Are you kidding me? I’m paying good money for this food, and this stupid girl can’t even bring my hot food.”

“Ma’am—” the waitress tried to speak but was bulldozed over.

“Don’t you, ma’am, me!” Erin turned in her seat and jabbed a finger at the waitress aggressively. It was a strange look, considering my wife was in an elegant black dress, and her large hoop earring bounced with every fast movement. In my mind, someone so beautiful shouldn’t be able to be that angry. “I swear to God, if you call me ma’am one more time, not only will I have you fired, but I will sue you! My sister’s a lawyer, and she would do it in a heartbeat!”

Mercifully, for my sake at least, the spectacle ended there because the waitress broke down into tears and ran back into the kitchen. The dozens of eyes watching slowly peeled away as the murmur returned to the Italian restaurant. Most of the hushed conversations were about my wife, no doubt.

“Can you believe the nerve of that girl?” Erin said as she turned her attention back to her pasta. The eyeliner, mascara, and red lipstick she wore was like a sexy mask hiding the bitch who was my wife.

I sighed again, lost in a stare at the kitchen door. The waitress was in her early twenties—only five or so years younger than they were, and yet I felt a paternal concern for her. No one should be treated that way. Many have wondered, and a few had the guts to ask me why I put up with it or why I married her in the first place. I never had a good answer. We got together in college and married a short time later. She wasn’t this bad back then. Sure, she was bossy and took charge, but I didn’t mind it as I was typically a quieter man with a naturally passive demeanor. It actually was fun in those first years. We’d take turns dominating each other during our very active sex life. Between classes, she would ride me so hard we nearly broke my bed, while other times, I would spank her ass red, then rail her from behind until she couldn’t walk straight.

I knew our sex life would wane the longer we were married, but I didn’t expect it to become what it was now. The handful of times we had sex now felt like a chore more than an event. Both of our desires were lacking, and it didn’t help that Erin’s attitude persisted through the deed as well.

Finishing my meal quickly, I told my wife I was going to the bathroom while she ate her warm pasta. Instead, I went back into the kitchen and found our waitress being consoled by the hostess. I apologized to the girl, removed five crisp one-hundred-dollar bills from my wallet, and gave it to her. In my head, I calculated the meal was close to a hundred and twenty dollars, so I figured the hefty tip was the least I could do. The young woman’s eyes lit up. She hugged me and gave me a kiss on my cheek. I laughed and gave her an appreciative wave as I left.

When I returned to our table, Erin had finished her pasta and was perusing the dessert menu.

“Come on, Erin,” I said.

She gave me an angled look with slitted eyes, “Excuse me? I’m not done yet.”

“Yes, you are. Let’s go. Now,” I ordered and left for the door before she could say another word.

Erin made me wait another five minutes before stomping out to my SUV. The entire ride home I don’t think she took a breath once. Her mouth jabbered on with insults and venom, all directed at me as I contemplated how we could have gotten here. How did she get so bad?

I made good money on Wall Street, so she didn’t have to work. The ‘job’ she had was barely part-time and based around a charity that I funded—in truth, I think she only liked it because she got to boss people around. I knew I spoiled her from the beginning of our relationship with gifts, and later, when I started making good money, I basically wrote her a blank check every week.

Am I responsible for this situation? Maybe this is all my fault.

Her mouth kept on going all the way into our house and into the bedroom. I thought about going into the bathroom just to get some peace and quiet, but I figured she’d shout through the door.

“I don’t know why I put up with you and your ego,” Erin barked as she followed me around the bed and to my dresser, where I removed my Rolex and suit jacket. You’re pathetic, by the way. Everyone in that restaurant saw you just sit there and not even try to stick up for me. What kind of man does that? Are you even considered a man?”

I don’t know what came over me, but I had a sudden flash of anger and realization that collided in the moment. Opening my sock drawer, I removed an object we hadn’t used in our sex life in years and rounded on my wife. Shoving her down on the bed, I enjoyed hearing the shock in her voice.

“Dan, what are you doing?” Erin said with offense in her voice. I flipped her onto her belly and immediately clicked the handcuffs on her wrists behind her back. There was a familiarity similar to déjà vu to the moment. It was like remembering the sex they once had back when they were back in collect. “Dan…”

I was familiar with her warning tone of voice but had also been married to her long enough that I knew the string of curse words that would be hurled at me if she truly wanted this to end.

“Quiet,” I said, my baritone voice filling the room. She struggled against the bindings.


CHAPTER TWO




“Oh, quiet? Quiet? Really? God, Dan, this is really sad. Stop trying to be something you’re not. It’s embarrassing.” Flailing her legs to the side and pulling her arms from one side to the other, Erin tried to position herself in a less vulnerable position but instead ended up squirming her skirt up to her ass cheeks. “Goddammit, would you get your ass over here and get these off of me? I told you I want to change out of these fucking clothes and⁠—”

Smack!

“Ow! Fuck!” Erin yelped. The handcuffs clanged as she reached down to cover her butt cheek, which already had a glow of pink. “What was—ah!”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Okay, okay, okay,” Erin whimpered a half laugh, half cry as she wiggled from side to side.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“I said quiet,” I repeated. My hand was bouncing off of her thick ass cheeks with each strike. They alternated to both sides, creating a rosy glow.

“Oka—mmm,” Erin started to speak then saw my hand raised over her shoulder and forced her lips shut.

I cupped my hand to her calf and slowly rubbed it up her legs. The warmth of my palm slipped between her thighs and up to her crotch. She didn’t say anything but arched her butt in the air, invitingly.

“You embarrassed me tonight,” I said as my hand lingered at the crevice where her thigh met her crotch. My fingers felt her pussy radiating heat. “You embarrass me most nights we’re in public…”

“I embarrass you?” Erin looked over her shoulder with incredulous eyes. “We paid good money for that food, and you just sit there and—ahh!”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Oh God!” she yelped, then moaned a little after the last strike. “Fuck…”

“We paid? We paid? When was the last time we worked? When was the last time we considered my feelings?” I demanded. Erin started to complain again, and I spanked her once more using my entire arm.

“Oh, okay okay okay… shit…” Erin whimpered and kicked her feet down to the bed in frustration.

“The years have been too kind to you,” I said as I rubbed my palm over her red ass cheeks. “I’ve been too kind to you. You’ve become a spoiled brat. An entitled bitch that needs discipline.”

The tips of my fingers slipped down the crack of her ass until I felt the warm, moist section of her hairy pussy lips. My middle finger traced the lips down to her clit, and I was surprised to feel the layer of moisture already oozing from her sex.

“Mmmmm…” she hummed.

“Ah, looks like your body agrees with me. It enjoys your punishments, doesn’t it?” I asked as my finger found her clit and completed several circles around the wet nub.

“Oh, yes, yes, God…” my wife cooed as she arched her ass up in the air, giving me easier access.

“Then you admit you’re an entitled bitch.”

“Fuck you, Dan. I am not⁠—”

The slaps, this time, were done to the face of her pussy. Erin yelped and tried to scoot away, but when I looped an arm over her hips and continued to slap with my other hand, Erin's cries of pain became ragged breaths of pleasure. The slaps softened and focused on her clit in a rhythmic motion.

“Oh my God, oh my God…” she hyperventilated.

“Say it,” I warned.

“Say, oh… say what? Say—say what?” she panted.

“Tell me you’re an entitled bitch,” I demanded. Each syllable of the words I spoke was emphasized with a sharp smack to her clit.

“Ah, ah, ah, fuck! I’m—I’m an entitled bitch!” she announced and sounded on the verge of orgasm when I stopped the slaps abruptly. “Oh… fuck… Oh, God…”

Using my entire hand, I rubbed agonizingly slowly over the face of her pussy in tantalizing soft circles.

“That’s right,” I said, “good girl. Now, you’re starting to realize the truth. You have to see yourself for what you are. An entitled bitch who just wares on everyone around you. Say it again, ‘I’m an entitled bitch.’”

The heel of my palm pressed on her pussy and dug in as I worked it in circles. Erin pressed her body down, increasing the pressure on her sex as she breathed harder with her cheek and mouth half shoved into the comforter.

“Oh… I’m… I’m an entitled bitch…” she moaned. “Yes…”

I moved my heel down to her clit and heard an ignition of high-pitched moans and whimpers.

“What was that, dear? I couldn’t hear you.”

“Oh ffffuck… I’m an entitled bitch. I’m—I’m so close—” she gasped as she rocked back and forth. “I’m a fucking entitled bitch! Ahh! Ahh… hey! Why’d you stop?”

I fought the urge to smile at the anger in my wife’s eyes as she waddled back and forth on her belly.

“Because you haven’t earned an orgasm yet, you entitled bitch,” I said.

Erin growled and let her head fall back to the mattress as she shook her head back and forth.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Erin growled. “You spend years taking it and being the bitch of the relationship, and now you get this one chance in private to pretend to be a man. Well, soak it up, Dan. Here’s your one hour to pretend you wear the pants because you both know that by tomorrow you’ll be the bitch again.”

I left the room, listening to her yell at me and growl as she fought the handcuffs behind her back. When I returned with the pair of scissors from the kitchen, the brief second of panic in her eyes was worth it. I moved behind her as her twists became panicked.

“Dan… Dan! What are you doing?” Erin tried to roll away, but I pinned her down from behind and started cutting her dress, starting with the skirt. “No, no, no! Ugh! Do you know how much I paid for this dress?”

“You didn’t pay shit, I paid. You just swiped my credit card like a gold-digging whore,” I said through gritted teeth as I sheered up the small of her back, careful not to cut her skin.

Erin gasped, “What did you call me? What did you fucking call me, you ungrateful piece of shit?”

I tossed the scissors into the corner and used my hands to rip at the remaining fabric. The tearing sound filled the room, then I yanked the severed dress away from my wife, leaving her handcuffed and completely naked. Grabbing her tight bun of blonde hair, I squeezed and yanked backward, lifting her up and over her back as she strained.

“I called you a gold-digging whore, because that’s what you are,” I said slowly and quietly. My words filled with intensity. “And who said this was only going to last an hour?”

Releasing her hair, I left her to relax back into the bed. She panted and growled to herself as she squirmed from left to right. Her heavy breasts were free and falling from side to side as she exerted great effort to roll her back before realizing it was useless. Erin wasn’t going anywhere while in those handcuffs. In the meantime, I watched her struggle with delight. I loosened my collar and cuffs, then rolled up my sleeves to my white dress shirt.

“Where did we go wrong, Erin?” I asked as I climbed onto the bed, one knee at a time. “And by we I mean you of course.”

“Screw you,” Erin scowled. She looked down on me through her bent knees.

“You were such a nice person when I first met you, and then somewhere along the way you became this shell of a bitch,” I said as I slid my hand down her inner thigh, spreading her legs wide. “Remember those countless hours in my dorm? The bed braced against the wall using our text books as I did this to you.”

I took a long lap at her pussy, and immediately felt and taste her dripping cunt. Her warmth and energy seemed to vibrate and come alive as my tongue pressed down over her clit and made several circles.

“Ohhhh…” she cooed, dropping her head back.

I rubbed my tongue back and forth on her, allowing her hips to squirm. Listening to her breaths growing shallower by the moment, I rubbed my warm palms up from caressing her ass cheeks to massaging her inner thighs. Smacking my lips as I raised off of her, I watched a shudder go through her body as most of the anger had left her expression in place of ecstasy.

“Remember how we could spend hours watching TV while eating each other out?” I asked.

Erin’s mouth was open and panting as she nodded. I could see her being close to orgasm. The bitch would agree to just anything to get me to finish her off.

“Weren’t those better times?”

“Yes, just—keep fucking eating me. Hurry up!” she demanded.

Taking my front three fingers, I lightly rubbed a circle on her clit, spreading her juices and my saliva over her sex in an ever-widening circle.

“Oh… ohh fu—fuck,” she stuttered as innocence appeared on her face with high eyebrows and wide eyes. When she saw me smile mischievously at her, her face quickly changed to one of contempt. “S-Stop fucking teasing me already and make me cum.”

I smiled all the way down to her clit. My fingers spread and pulled back on her hood, exposing her clit. With wet and warm lips, I kissed and tongued and sucked on her sensitive clitoris as a litany of expletives surrounded by my wife’s singing moans filled the bedroom.

“Oh my fucking—fucking God!” she screamed and rocked forward and back. Her thick breasts made circles on her chest with each motion. “Shit! Yes… Yes! Holy fuck, eat that fucking—hey, why’d you stop?”

I smirked as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

Erin clenched her teeth in a seething hate, “You fucking piece of shit!”

Looming over her glistening sex that still twitched and spasmed on the edge of orgasm, I laughed a sadistic chuckle at my wife’s agony.

“Fuck you! Fuck you! You and your stupid fucking power trip,” she grumbled and twisted against her cuffs one last time.

I snapped and crawled over her like a lion hovering over its prey. Kneeling beside her hip on one side, I flexed my muscular arms as my fists pressed down on the mattress on either side of her face. My eyes hung inches above her face and searched her expression as it slowly morphed. Erin saw my clenched teeth, my twitching lip, and my narrowed eyes. She was beginning to learn that this night wasn’t like the thousands of previous nights they spent together. She realized that life was about to change after this moment.

The anger in her eyes gave way to trepidation as she shrunk away from her husband for the first time in years of our marriage. No words were exchanged. No contact occurred between our bodies. But the aura of this husband and wife relationship had just battled for supremacy, and I could feel her crippling defeat.

And… I like it…

Erin’s eyes blinked away and down, a wisp of fear in her eyes in this uncharted territory. I gently brought my palm to her cheek and coaxed her eyes up to mine. Exploring each other’s gaze felt like the first time. Quickly, I leaned down and kissed her so as not to let the moment slip away. It felt like their first kiss—new and wanting.

Her lips pressed up into mine as my tongue pressed down into her mouth. She panted and hummed her eagerness through their kiss as she pressed her body up to mine desperately. As one hand rubbed up the back of her neck, my fingers getting lost in her hair, my other hand slid down her breasts, groping them. I continued south, my palm sliding over her clit and my fingers entering her soaked pussy lips.

Erin’s eyes went wide with shock and lust as two of my fingers pumped in and out of her hole with a roughness she hadn’t felt before.

“Oh God…” she gasped, breaking the kiss. “Jesus…”

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked over the wet sounds of my fingers fucking her pussy.

“Ng,” she grunted and shook her head as she held her breath. Finally gasping, she moaned, “No, God, fuck—don’t stop. Please, don’t stop!”

I bit my lip as I thumped my fingers harder into her tender cunt. I watched her tense, and her back started to arch. Immediately, I removed my fingers and raised from my wife.

“Ohhh, gah—no! No! Shit…” She cried and squirmed as the build-up for the orgasm peaked and slowly fell away.

I shouldn’t have been smiling, but watching her tortured stress build by the moment after dealing with her shit for so long gave me insurmountable pleasure.

“Fuck!” she cursed, her body still writhed with uncontrollable spasms from the edged orgasm that never came. She shook her head and whispered, “You’re such an asshole.”

The smile disappeared from my face, and I moved off my wife. Flipping her on her belly again, the spankings began. The center of my palm clapped her ass cheeks as I sprawled her over my knee. Left cheek, right cheek, left cheek… I alternated and snickered at her growls and howls of pain, but to her credit, she never told me to stop. When her fat ass was ripe with a vibrant magenta color, I leaned over and asked her, “Are you sorry?”

“Yes, yes, yes! I’m sorry! I-I didn’t mean it,” she replied.

“‘You didn’t mean it’ sir,” I repeated. There was a hesitation, and I rubbed a wide circle over her tender ass cheeks as a reminder.

“I didn’t mean it… sir,” she said with great effort as if the last word clawed to her lips before it left her mouth.

“Good girl…” I said approvingly of my wife. With her body still draped over my lap, I rubbed one of my hands over her bare back in a massaging motion while the other, more gently, slipped down to her pussy lips and traced a circle in them. “Do you want to cum now?”

“Yes, I need to cum so bad… sir,” she said. The ‘sir’ this time came a little easier.

Watching her face for a reaction, I fingered her clit in a tiny circle until I saw her eyes begin to roll backward, and I abruptly stopped.

“Not yet; I didn’t give my good girl permission yet,” I said, barely able to contain my laugh as she pulled at her cuff and growled into the mattress; however, she didn’t curse me this time.

She was learning.


CHAPTER THREE




It took another three hours of edging and disciplining my wife in this singular moment we shared before I completed what I sought to achieve. The bitch of a woman she once was, was not gone but restrained. The outer layers of her vile shell had been cracked, shattered, and stripped away, leaving her vulnerable and subject to her husband’s care.

After edging Erin to the brink of orgasm for the twenty-fifth time, my wife was in a state of sexual anguish I didn’t know a person could reach. She lay on her bed, still recovering from the last edge. The comforter was wrinkled and folded on one side. Erin’s perfect hair was now tangled and folded to one side. Her thighs twitched and rubbed together like she was trying to start a fire. Watching her recover, I felt satisfied with the place we had both arrived.

The journey we had both taken tonight was one of self-discovery, and it wasn’t until that very moment that I realized the truth about their relationship—a truth I had ignored for too long and must now take responsibility for now.

It is all my fault…

My clothes had been stripped away throughout the night’s activities except for my boxers, which had a wet stain from my continuously leaking pre-cum. The arousal both of us experienced tonight was something that would require much more studying of the days to come. I climbed into bed, my hard cock bouncing in my boxers as I maneuvered behind Erin and rested my back against the headboard. The wooden bed frame groaned and creaked from the pressure. It was an expensive bed frame but made of cheap materials. Erin groaned at my touch as I dragged her backward to me. Her entire body oozed with lust, and she melted into me. Her horniness from the night’s activities had brought her to the edge of madness from her denial of orgasm.

“Ohh… please, sir. Please…” she gasped between shuddering breaths. “I can’t… I… I can’t take anymore. I have—I have to cum. Please, oh, please, sir, let me cum,” she whined.

“Shhh shhh…” I whispered as I rubbed her shoulders, brushed her hair to one side, and kissed her neck. Even this simple act seemed too much stimulus for her as she began to pant like a dog and press her back into my chest, always desperate for more. “Easy…” I warned as I kissed up her neck to her ear. “I think I’ve had an epiphany, my love,” I growled softly into her ear.

My hands slid around her breasts, which were red with hard nipples that were overly sensitive after hours of discipline. Cupping them and massaging them, I listened to her moans and squeaks from the contact before rubbing my palms lower. Down her belly to her quivering thighs, I pulled her legs apart despite her thigh's insistence to do otherwise until she was lying back against me, naked and completely spread eagle.

“Those good years when we first met,” I whispered to my wife. “I did my part to keep you in check. Keep you in your place.” My hands squeezed her inner thighs, and she released a cooing sound as she went back to rubbing up and down, inching closer to her tortured sex. “But as soon as we got married, your inner bitch was set loose. You knew you had a legal contract keeping me to you. You could be as much of a fucking cunt as you like, couldn’t you?” I tapped her pussy lips with a light slap of my fingers, and she cried.

“Yes, sir… Oh, yes, sir, I’m a fucking cunt, sir,” she whined and arched her pussy in the air, silently demanding more attention.

“Mmm,” I hummed with approval at her transformation and rewarded her with a long, gentle rub of her drenched pussy.

“Oh fuck…” she whimpered from the erotic touch. Her hands, which were still cuffed behind her back, felt around to brace against something, but in their exploration, they realized for the first time that they rested on my hard cock. As if her hands moved with a life of their own, they immediately grabbed at my cock and palpated my shaft through my boxers.

“And what I just realized,” I groaned as she found the damp head of my cock and groped at it as she began to caress me. “Is you’ve been a dirty brat all your life, haven’t you? Everything given to you? You whine, and men do. You cry and someone fixes. You’ve been missing the discipline to keep your cunt personality in check, haven’t you? Isn’t that right? You’re a dirty fucking, ugh, brat?” I grunted as my wife’s hands desperately found their way inside my boxers and were stroking my cock.

“Yes! I’m—oh, please…” her words trailed off as I teased a finger between her pussy lips, lightly pumping inside her.

“What was that?” I asked in a raised voice.

“Yes, sir! Yes, sir! I’m a dirty fucking brat, sir. Take me!”

“Mmmm… that’s it…” I groaned as her tiny, handmade, long strokes on my shaft, and I flexed in response. “Now my bratty fucking wife is starting to learn her place.”

“Yes—yes, sir… please… just let me cum. I’m—I’m desperate, sir,” she begged.

Without warning, I plunged two fingers into her pussy. They went deep and explored her g-spot. I grinned at the sound of her moans and the jitters that went through her body.

“Oh, you want to cum, do you?” I asked. “You think I should let my whore wife cum?”

“Yes—oh God, please—fuck! I’ll do anything,” she panted and twitched with every inch I removed my fingers and pushed them back in.

“I don’t know…” I pondered as my fingers continued to pump inside her at a steady pace, putting her almost into a mini seizure. “If I let you cum are you going to go back to being a fucking bitch again? Am I going to have to discipline you all over again?”

“No, God no—never, sir! Please, oh fuck! I’m so close. I’m so close—it’s right there…”

Sliding my other hand up to her throat, I turned her face so her eyes locked with mine and ordered my wife, “Then cum for me whore.”

Holding her in place against me by her throat, my hand buried between her thighs ravaged her pussy. The sound of my palm smacking against her clit competed with the juicy squishing sound of my two fingers fucking her pussy. Erin released an exasperated moan but quickly went silent and even stopped breathing entirely. She held her breath as the sounds of me stuffing her cunt roughly grew louder and louder until a violent tremor that had been building in her limbs turned into a convulsion.

“OhmyGod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod! Ahhhh!” Erin screamed as a gushing stream of her juices sprayed over the lower portion of the bed. Her soaked thighs clapped together around my hand, but my palm continued to vibrate on her clit as my fingers pumped in and out of her hole while she continuously squeezed on him. The squishing, suctioning sound made by my soaked hand molesting my wife’s crotch was loud and filled the room.

Erin’s body wormed up and down as her eyes rolled backward, and her body’s jittery motion took on a life of its own.

“Oh my… g-God… oh… God…” she whispered and grunted as I watched the never ending orgasm tantalize her.

When I finally did remove my hand from her crotch, she was given only seconds to recover. Tossing her to the side, I kneeled on the bed after pulling off my boxers and unleashing my throbbing member. Erin rolled to her belly, still twitching and trying to gain control of her breathing.

I fed the tip of my swollen cock between her lips and groaned as I felt my wife’s snatch grow tighter than I had ever felt. She squeezed on me as I lowered more and more of myself inside her.

“Ohhhh goodddd!” she screamed, lifting her face from the mattress.

I grunted back as I finally got most of my cock inside her clenched twat. Bracing myself on her fat, bubble butt, I pumped my shaft in and out of her like a piston to an engine.

“Fuck—gahhh! Nnnnggg!” Erin screamed and tried to slip out of the handcuffs for the twentieth time that night. Biting down on the corner of the comforter, she muffled her high-pitched screams.

My hands gripped either side of her hips as I railed her. All the muscles of my body flexed as I stuffed my cock into her bitchy cunt. Slipping one hand up, I grabbed the chain of the handcuffs, lifting her up from the bed and re-igniting her moans.

“Aahhhhh! Shit!” she cried.

“Yeah, you like that, you filthy whore?” I panted between breaths.

“God, ugh, yes! Oh fuck!” my wife growled as she was stretched backward. Her impressive tits bounced and flopped to her chest with every hard buck of my hip. “Jesus—fuck!”

“Are you about to cum, slut? Huh?” I asked, and when I didn’t get an answer in a timely manner used my other hand to spank her already raw and red ass cheeks. Smirking when she screamed a muffled gurgle, I asked again. “I didn’t hear you…”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Uuuughhh! Fuck, fuck, fuck—yes, yes! I’m—I’m so close!” Erin drooled as she screamed. Her hair chaotically covered her face as her head lolled with every thrust.

“Yeah? Do you want to cum? Do you want to cum on this big fucking cock?” I growled.

“Ffffuck, please, yes! Yes! Please let me cum—oh God.”

“Then cum for me, you dirty slut,” I demanded and immediately went back to spanking her.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Oh God, fuck! Ughhhh! Shit!” Erin cursed from the mix of pain and pleasure.

“Come on, whore! You want it to stop, then cum!”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

After the last smack, I gritted my teeth and jammed my cock into her pussy as hard as I could. all sounds fell away except for the shaking bed and the thumping sound of my body ramming into hers. Erin arched her back and looked to the ceiling as she took a ragged breath and grunted out a moan.

“Cum—cumming—cumming… oh my God, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she cried as her thick tits clapped together with every bounce. An intense pressure pushed my cock out of her as a spill of juices poured from her cunt that I ignored and shoved my cock back inside her. Collapsing to the mattress, she twisted and dug her face into the bed to muffle the string of curses and ramblings as the orgasm took over her body. “Yes, yes, yessss—I can’t—I can’t stop. Make it—Jesus Christ!”

I watched the multiple muscle cramps and spasms in her legs and body come and go as I continued to fuck her pussy raw for another minute until I felt the inescapable urge about to peak. Pulling out of her pulsating pussy, I walked around the side of the bed and turned my groaning whore onto her side. Pulling her head back by her hair with one hand while stroking my cock with the other, I grunted as I came harder than I ever had in my life. Thick ropes of murky white ejaculate shot on her mouth, cheek, forehead, and hair as I emptied myself on my wife’s face.

Both of us needed several minutes to recover. I sat beside my naked wife, who curled to my side as she quivered. Once our breath had come back to us, I stood and got dressed. By then Erin had sat up on the edge of the bed and waited for my instruction. Her naked body made me smile, and part of me wanted to leave her like this for a while so I could have round two with her, but I knew she earned more slack on her leash.

Reaching into my underwear drawer once more, I looked around for what I was after. Turning back to my wife, I saw her looking up at me. Eyeliner and mascara smudged and ran down her face from the sweat, tears, and cum still on her face, and her lipstick was smeared a bit on one side. Despite all that, she looked up at me with wide and innocent eyes.

The eyes of a good girl, I thought as I tapped the handcuff key on my palm. But is she really changed? Time for the final test.

“If I take these handcuffs off, are you going to be a bratty little bitch again, or are you still going to be my good little whore.”

Erin smiled at me with a milky gob of cum still on her upper lip.

“I will always be your good little whore, sir,” she said.

I smiled down at her but hesitated as I cocked my head to the side. Her smile said one thing, but her intense stare said another. One of them was a lie.

“We shall see,” I said and reached behind my naked wife. Finding the keyhole to the handcuffs, I inserted the key and twisted, feeling the handcuffs fall away from her wrists.
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CHAPTER FOUR




“Hey, honey,” Erin called from the bedroom. “Can you zip me up, please?”

“Sure, dear,” I said, finishing the last gulp of my coffee. “Wow, look at what we have here…”

I marveled at my wife’s backside as I approached. She wore a slender red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places and made the gorgeous woman look like fire came to life.

Erin giggled as she looked over her shoulder, both hands holding her blonde hair up to keep it from the zipper. “Well, are you just going to stand there and stare, or are you going to zip me up?”

“If I have a choice, I’m just going to stand here and stare,” I mused, enjoying the view of the open zipper along the back that reached down to the top of her butt crack.

“Oh please,” she chuckled. Finally, I relented and zipped my wife’s dress so she could finish getting ready.

A few minutes later, we were in the Mercedes and driving to the restaurant to begin our date night—a new weekly tradition.

“Are you sure about this restaurant? We could go somewhere else,” I offered.

“Nonsense, I want to go here,” she replied. I nodded but studied my wife’s expression suspiciously before returning my attention to the road.

A week had passed since we had our… collective epiphany together. From the moment I removed the handcuffs from Erin’s wrists, it's been like she had become a different person. The change was so drastic; honestly, it kind of worried me a bit. I’d compare it to someone replacing my wife with a whole other person. If the change wasn’t so great, I would have been more concerned, but honestly, the last week of marriage had been the best one yet. While our sex since that night hadn’t been as… adventurous, we had done it every night and with mutual success. Life had become a little too great actually. It left me waiting for the other shoe to drop. I just didn’t know which shoe was going to fall.

Our reservation was at Mariana’s, the same Italian restaurant we ate at last weekend. Luckily, we had a different server than our waitress before, but I did spot the waitress Erin berated as she walked by while our dessert was delivered. To my surprise, Erin called her over to the table. The waitress’ eyes went wide with recognition as she arrived and looked from me to Erin, but luckily, she didn’t flee immediately.

“I just wanted to say that I am so, so sorry for the way I treated you last week. There is no excuse for that kind of treatment, and I hope you can forgive me,” Erin asked as she took the waitress’ hand between hers.

The young waitress seemed to be stuck between shock and embarrassment as her flushed face beamed a smile and said it was okay and she forgave her. Though, throughout the entire exchange I couldn’t help but notice the looks she gave me. The litany of smirks, focused eye contact, and raised eyebrows she had for me left me more than anxious that my wife would revert to her old ways. Thankfully, Erin was none the wiser of the college girl’s advances, and when the bill came, and I saw the name ‘Jasmine’ written on the bottom of my copy of the bill in pink pen with her phone number written below, I quickly folded the receipt and pushed it into my pocket before my wife could see. I figured tomorrow I could shred it and throw it away at a gas station before it ruined the good thing they had going.

On the drive home, Erin was extra-handsy. She had her lips buried in my neck while her palm did an excellent job of garnering my cock’s attention through my pants. It felt like the trip took twice as long as it should have. By the time we arrived home, the pair of us fell through the door into the kitchen, making out wildly like we were college kids again. Sliding my hand up the back of her tender thigh and under her skirt, I just began to feel the soft flesh of her ass cheek when she pulled away from me.

“Ah ah ahhh… drinks first,” she said with a seductive smile while backing away toward the refrigerator. “How about you turn on some music, and I’ll get the champagne.”

“Deal,” I said and had to adjust my throbbing cock in my pants as I walked to the bedroom. Pairing my phone with the Bluetooth speaker, I began scrolling for a playlist that fits the mood.

“What are we cheersing to?” Erin said as she entered with two skinny champagne glasses.

“That was quick. I haven’t even finished my job yet.”

“How about… to new beginnings?” she asked, raising an eyebrow as she handed me a glass.

I smiled, “Couldn’t have said it better myself.”

We clanged glasses, and each took a healthy gulp.

“Now, if only I could find us some decent music…” I sighed.

“Never mind that,” Erin grinned as she took the champagne glasses back and set them down. “Come here, you.”

Pulling me into a tight kiss, we shared a lingering kiss that seemed to last not long enough. Pushing me onto the bed, my wife straddled me and, with surprising efficiency, undid my pants and removed my fast-growing cock.

“Right to business, huh?” I smirked.

“Oh yeah,” she winked with a grin.

My wife rode me hard and fast. Neither of us bothered to remove our clothes as we fucked for the seventh consecutive night in a row—something we hadn’t achieved since we first started dating. Riding me to completion, she collapsed in a fit of giggles. Our whispered murmurs, with her still straddling me, disappeared as I drifted to sleep unexpectedly.


CHAPTER FIVE




When I woke, it was with a start, as if I had just died in some nightmare I was having. At least that was the feeling; I could never remember my dreams. Reaching for my phone to see what time it was, I realized I couldn’t move my hands. Pulling at my feet, I found the same thing for them. I had been tied down to the four banisters of the bed with rope, though I was still dressed, so there was that.

“What—Erin? Erin!” I called out to the pitch-black bedroom. There was a moment of silence filled with me struggling at my bindings that came to a halt when she spoke.

“Erin?” my wife asked, only she didn’t sound like my wife. She sounded harsh, like my wife of old. “Are you sure you mean Erin?” she stepped into the room carrying two lit candlesticks. She set one down on each nightstand on either side of the bed. “Maybe what you really meant was, Jasmine, huh?”

“What are you talking about?” the fog of sleep still clogged my mind.

“Oh, don’t even try to play dumb with me,” she yelled and threw a balled-up receipt from tonight’s meal onto my chest. “I saw the way that slut was looking at you.”

I sighed and shook my head as she left the room. It might have been annoying that the brat inside my wife had reappeared, but I found these bindings amusing. To think that she believed she could dominate me physically. When Erin returned, I raised my head, glaring down at her, “Get me out of these ropes now before I make your punishment worse than it already is.”

Erin put a hand on the hip of her dress and made a condescending face to match her voice, “Aww, or what? Are you going to yell mean things at me? Fuck you. You’re in my world now.”

Climbing onto the bed one knee at a time, my wife revealed a pair of scissors in her other hand that instantly made my balls shrink up inside me. Accepting the inevitable, I watched her sheer off my $900 suit pants, $1200 dress shirt, undershirt, and boxers.

“Hey! Hey! Careful there,” I warned when the scissors neared my groin.

“Don’t worry. I won’t,” Erin snapped the blades of the scissors together twice while hovering over my cock. “I won’t cut it off. I’ve got plans for this guy.”

Erin wore a maniacal grin as she tossed the scissors to the corner of the room. Crawling up my naked body, she ignored my cock for now and instead straddled my waist. The fabric of her thin skirt stretched to its limits around her thick thighs, and she had to shimmy her hips to hike her skirt up. I wouldn’t admit it, but I was rather enjoying the moment, to be honest.

“Hey, cheer up, darling,” Erin said, rubbing her hand over my cheek. “This is what you wanted, right? You wanted my inner slut to come out?”

She bent over suddenly and planted a long and deep kiss on my lips as her tongue swirled in my mouth and strands of her hair draped my face. Her crotch ground on me as her breasts mashed into my chest. The kiss went on until it felt like it was about to transition into something more, and then, without warning, she bit down on my lower lip, causing a spike of pain and the taste of blood.

“Ah!” I grunted and turned away from her kiss.

Erin giggled mischievously as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“What was it you called me? A brat who needed to be punished? A whore who didn’t know her place?” she continued to laugh as she slid down my body. Pausing when my hard cock brushed against her pussy lips to circle her hips. “Mmmm… and you thought you could break this brat in one night?”

I tongued the cut on the inside of my lip and sneered down at my wife. The two candles bathed her maniacal expression in warm orange light and dark shadows. She knelt between my legs on the bed and teasingly slid both her palms down my belly to my crotch. I periodically flexed my muscles on the rope, tying me to the posts. It was tied securely. I couldn’t slip the knots, but the wood bed frame posts groaned a little with every flex.

“Oh, honey…” Erin chuckled as she swung my hard cock from side to side with one hand. “Look at how hard you are… It’s not all from that little love bite I gave you now, is it? Who knew my stupid husband got had from a little nibble.”

Roughly, she stroked my cock from the base to the tip over and over as she clenched her teeth and seemed to enjoy watching the restrained anguish on my face.

“Mmmmm… that’s right, maybe you’re not even hard from me?” she wondered aloud with a raised eyebrow. “Are you thinking about the fucking slut girl who served us? Huh?”

Erin bit down on her own lip as she unleashed a furious sprint of strokes on my shaft. Her tight grip and fast speed left me struggling to figure out if her touch felt good or not.

“That’s right, you fucking piece of shit, you like that?” she asked as she continued to pump. “Are you thinking of Jasmine right now? Are you thinking of that college girl pussy as your bratty fucking wife beats your big fucking cock for you? Huh?”

When she stopped abruptly, she leaned over my cock with wide lips and a smile in the corner of her mouth but didn’t touch me. She only watched. My cock twitched and flexed, oozing pre-cum from my tip.

“Awww… look how swollen that pink head is already,” she said and used one finger to smack the tip of my cock like it was a bobblehead. I grunted and growled, which only made her smack my cock more and giggle louder. “Oh, you don’t like it when you are this side of things, do you? I’m sorry, baby, you’re right. That was mean of me. I should be a better wife, shouldn’t I? Here…”

Straddling one of my thighs, she started stroking me again, this time she was still rough but gentle enough for it to feel good. Rocking her hips slightly, I felt her thighs clench around mine as she grew breathless.

“Come on, baby. Cum for your dirty fucking brat wife,” she said through gritted teeth. “Come on; I want to see if you can still cum for your wife and not some bitch waitress. Let me see all that fucking cum. Oh, you want more? Huh? Here, how about this? You still like your wife’s fucking tits don’t you?”

Erin let the straps to her dress fall off her shoulders and pulled the dress down below her breasts, which were already bouncing and swaying with her every move. The marvelous sight of the pair of her gorgeous boobs knocking together with every stroke of my cock pulled my eyes to them as if they had a gravitational pull. I let the orgasm come quickly, hoping that it would expedite whatever came next; however, my wife had different plans.

“Ugh!” I grunted when Erin not only stopped pumping my cock but clamped down on the base of my shaft with one hand and on my balls with the other.

She giggled psychotically as she held me tight in the palms of her hands.

“Awwww, oh no… no, no… oh, look at you, you poor thing…” my bratty wife cried condescendingly. “Oh, God… just look at you twitch…”

My veiny cock twitched and flinched, wanting to cum but not being able to. Aside from the pain of Erin’s grip, another soreness grew in my balls from needlessly flexing and not being able to orgasm. When it finally went away, Erin went back to smacking the head of my cock with one finger and describing her plans to me.

“I know what you’re wondering. How long can this brat keep this up?” Erin crawled over my hips again; this time, she leaned on one hand beside my face as she used the other hand to lift the head of my aching cock to her pussy lips. “How long did you torture me for? How long did you make me wait for my orgasm? Hours?”

She fed the tip of my cock between her dripping pussy lips, and I watched her eyes squint and her lips part. My wife didn’t let me inside her, no matter how much I bucked but smiled at my failed attempts. Instead, she gripped my shaft like a dildo and rubbed the tip up and down her slit over and over.

“How many times did you call your wife a bitch, or cunt, huh? How about whore?” she asked with a flare of rage behind her lusting eyes. “I never, ugh, knew I married the stupidest fucking man alive. You should have known better that you couldn’t break me in one night. If you want to get out of this relationship, that’s not going to work, baby. You married this cunt, and now you have to live with her.”

I made a face and shook my head, “I don’t want out of this marriage.”

Surprise flashed over her face as her mood lightened, “No?”

I shook my head again, “Never.”

“Oh, well, in that case, let me give my good boy his reward,” she smiled seductively.

Crawling back down, she dragged her wet pussy down my shaft before slipping the head of my cock into her mouth. My swollen pink head filled her mouth, and I groaned as her warm lips and wet tongue went to work on me. It didn’t take long for me to reach orgasm again after how worked up my wife had gotten me.

Erin’s laughing filled the room at the same time as my angry growl when she immediately lifted away from my cock as if it was an explosive before it went off.

Wiping the saliva from her lips, she was lost in laughter at the situation as she watched my tortured cock flex and flinch, begging for attention that would not come.

“I can’t… I can’t believe you thought I was actually going to let you cum,” Erin giggled. “Oh, you poor soul. Oh no… it’s going to be a long night… maybe a long weekend… maybe a long week…” she stood and stared at me from the foot of the bed. Her breasts were still out from her dress as she popped her hip out at me. “Maybe I’ll edge you for every time you called me a whore, huh? That’s what, probably fifty? Maybe a hundred times?”

She smiled darkly at me.

“Get comfortable, honey,” she said, tapping my foot as she moved for the door. “I’m going to get some ice cream. Maybe I’ll be back in an hour or two if I don’t fall asleep.”

Erin made it one step out of the bedroom before the sound of the bed groaning stopped her. She turned and saw me gritting my teeth as I flexed my considerable muscles and twisted, using my hips and shoulders for leverage. The first snap came from the raggedy post my right arm was tied to as it broke away. Shooting a glaring look at Erin, I reveled in the wide, fearful eyes I saw staring back at me. Working on my other arm, Erin took a hesitant step forward and made a calming motion with her hands.

“Dan, stop. You’re going to hurt—” Erin flinched when the second post broke loose and flung to the floor near her feet.

I sat up, releasing the bindings on my wrists, and got to work on releasing the ones on my ankle.

“Dan…” she said, her fear poorly hidden behind her warning tone. Then her voice broke, “Dan…”

I stood, rubbing the raw skin on my wrists before moving for my wife.


CHAPTER SIX




“Dan!” Erin yelled as she took off running. I chased her. Cornering her in the kitchen, I snatched her from behind her and pulled her ass against my front as she screamed. “Ahh! Dan!”

I noted the familiar snotty giggle in her voice after the scream as I lifted her up, and she kicked her legs out before I set her back down.

“So,” I panted in the crook of her neck. “You were saying one night of discipline wasn’t enough to break the brat out of you?”

My wife wiggled and squirmed in my hold before defiantly lifting her chin with a teeth grin, “Nope, not yet.”

She looked excited at having been caught. I could feel her heart racing, matching my thumping pace.

“How many nights is it going to take then?” I asked, slipping one hand up to her chest to grope her trembling breasts.

“Guess we’re just going to have to find out,” she said.

I shoved her forward, and she caught herself on the lip of our white and gray quartz countertops. Gripping the tail of her skirt, I grunted as I tore it in half, leaving the shredded strips to drape at her side.

“Yes, we will,” I growled.

Feeding the tip of my cock between her wet pussy lips, I heard her hum a moan as I pushed it inside her. She arched her back and pushed her ass back to meet me before looking over her shoulder.

“Is that all you got? Because I don’t you have what it—ahh!” Erin let out a scream when I jammed my cock inside and immediately began fucking her like the little bitch she acted like.

The hard thud of our bodies colliding echoed in our large kitchen as I humped her with rough thrusts. Erin’s head hung forward, causing her long blonde hair to drape her face.

“Ugh, fuck! Fuck! Mmmm fuck yes! Use that big fucking cock on me!” she growled.

Grabbing a fist full of her hair, I yanked back on her head as I thrust forward, spilling her tits across the kitchen counter as I railed her pussy.

“I knew that whore mouth was still inside you,” I grunted between thrusts. “Say it. Tell me you have a dirty fucking whore’s mouth.”

There were several seconds of silence filled with Erin’s gasps, groans, and ragged breaths before she defiantly glared over her shoulder, “Big man, ngg, you think you’re in charge just because you got that big cock, huh? You’re not the boss of me.”

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

I spanked the same cheek in the same spot relentlessly while fucking her. My wife shrieked and kissed the kitchen countertop as she coped with the jolt of pain mixing with her pleasure, and then I yanked her head back again.

“Say it!” I demanded.

“Ugh—gah—fuck!” she cried as her pussy walls clenched on my cock as I bucked into her.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Oh fuck—Jesus Christ! Okay,” Erin relented with a tremor in her moans. “I—I have a whore’s mouth.”

Pulling back on her fistful of hair like she was a horse needing to be broken in, I heard her grunt a moan as I buried my cock deeper inside her.

“I said, ‘dirty fucking whore’s mouth.”

“Gah—yes! Oh fuck—oh fuck me… yes, sir—yes! I have such a dirty fucking whore’s mouth! Yes… fuck me, sir. Fuck me!”

With her head arching back so that her back was almost a ‘U,’ I thumped the length of my cock into my wife’s cunt. Looking down at her as I watched her thick tits clap together with every thrust.

“Oh shit—sir… sir? I have to cum—I—Oh God!” Erin screamed. Her thighs jittered, and her knees locked out as her muscles flexed all at once.

I didn’t speak because the moment overwhelmed my edged cock as well as the orgasm peaked for me at the same time. Releasing her hair, one hand slid to my wife’s hip while the other reached around to grope one of her bouncing tits.

“Cum—cumming!” Erin cried out as she raised to her tippytoes and her knees inverted. “Oh God, I’m fucking cumming!”

My eyes rolled back simultaneously as I jammed my cock deep into her sloppy wet pussy and flexed as I shot strings of my cum deep inside her. Erin’s pulsating walls milked my shaft dry as I continued to flex until it finally softened.

My wife lay face down on the counter as she breathed ragged breaths and released high-pitched squeals every few seconds. Catching my breath, I was sprawled on top of her back. When my cock finally fell out of her, I straightened and turned her around, so she was pinned between me and the kitchen counter.

“So…” I said between panted breaths. “Do you require more breaking in, my dirty brat of a wife?”

Erin looked up at me with innocent almond-shaped eyes, but she couldn’t hide the wicked smile that grew across her lips.

“Good,” I said, surprising her when my hands scooped behind her ass and lifted her butt onto the countertop. My hands grabbed the tatters that remained of her gorgeous red dress and tore the thin fabric away with ease, exposing her naked body to mine. “Looks like I’ve got my work cut out for me.”

My wife leaned back on her hands, spreading her legs and letting her plump breasts rise and fall with each breath as she smirked, “Yes, you do, sir.”
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CHAPTER SEVEN




“You don’t remember me, do you?” he asked as he cinched the second handcuff tightly into place. He had pounced on the older woman the moment they had crossed the threshold of his apartment. She might have been hesitant to come upstairs, but her reticence was gone by the time Nick shoved his tongue in her mouth. The mature woman bucked and groaned as he led her to his bedroom. At the first sight of the handcuffs on his nightstand (a forgotten tool from his last sexual conquest), Karen had tossed them to him, demanding he use them as she never had before.

“Remember you?” Karen sneered. Her voice was full of attitude. “I don’t know you!”

“You don’t?” Nick said with a questioning voice. He removed his shirt, revealing his chiseled muscles began to slide down his jeans that his hard cock was tenting.

“What are you talking about? I would know if I knew you. Don’t be stupid!” Karen snapped. Even on her backside, dressed in nothing but her navy blue thong and bra, with her hands handcuffed to the headboard, she still was a bitch.

Granted, a magnificent-looking bitch, Nick thought.

For being a middle-aged woman, Karen had a body that 20-somethings would strive for. Plump yet perky breasts, a round ass, and smooth tan skin. Even on her back, her brunette hair had enough product in it to remain in the perfect form of her ironic ‘karen’ haircut.

“Mmmm… look at the big thing…” Karen said, eyeing his swaying half-hard cock. Her approving smile quickly disappeared and became a scornful scowl. “Well, are you just staring at me or what?”

Nick couldn’t help but smirk as he crawled on the bed towards the older woman. there was something sexy about a demanding woman, even if she was a bitch. Rubbing his palm over her the face of her crotch, he felt the smooth fabric of her panties and the short, trim bush that was beneath it.

“Mmmm…” Karen hummed approvingly. “use your whole hand. Ahhh mmm… really dig it in there.”

Angling the edge of his palm into the slit of her pussy, he worked rough circles in her sex while his middle finger pressed circles around her clit.

“Oooo! Mmmhmmm!” she yelped in pleasure. “Ooo, you’re such a naughty young man…”

Nick kissed wet kisses up her inner thigh, tasting her body lotion and feeling the skin become more tender and soft the higher he went. When his lips kissed in the spread crevice between her inner thigh and pussy lips, he could feel her sex radiating heat on his face. She pressed down with her feet, raising her pussy to meet his lips. Demanding was her way of life.

“God… Yes! Eat my pussy now. don’t tease me. I hate being teased,” she said.

“A woman who knows what she wants…” Nick said, looking up at her from over the top of her bountiful breasts.

Raising an eyebrow, Karen nodded, impressed with herself. Pushing her navy blue panties aside, Nick ran his middle finger from the base of her pussy lips all the way to the top, bringing along with it a thick droplet of her juices that he spread over the length of her lips.

“Mmm… just take the panties off; it’s easier that way,” she insisted.

Another minute passed of Nick running his fingertip up and down her slit, which only made her ooze more of her juices as she raised and lowered her hips.

“Hey, did you hear me? I don’t like being teased. If you’re going to eat me out, then eat me out,” she complained. “I told you to take my underwear off a long time ago.”

When he continued to tease her pussy nonstop with his finger, he heard the long chain of the handcuffs. The chain went taut and clanged against the post of wood on the headboard it was looped through. Frustrated with the submissive position she had agreed to be in, she tried to reach for him but couldn’t even get her hands below her shoulders. She growled in dissent.

“You really don’t remember me?” Nick asked and turned his fingers over to her clit and began to make steady circles on it.

“I told you, I don’t ohhhh fuck… I don’t know you why do you keep mmmm oooo gahd will you just, ahh…”

Nick raised to his hands and knees as he sucked on two of his fingers, wetting them before piercing her pussy lips deep. He watched her eyebrows go tall and her eyes, for a fleeting moment, turn helpless. As sexy as a demanding sexy Karen was, a helpless Karen was just as hot.

“I go by Nick now, but I used to go by Nicholas,” he said and began to pump his fingers in and out of her pussy slowly and hard. “I keep my brown hair in a tight fade now that I’m 23, but when I was 19 it was a bit longer—moppy.”

The speed increased as he finger fucked her faster. He could tell from the look in her eyes and the breathless ‘O’ shape of her mouth that the pleasure was too much to focus. She was only half listening.

“I used to work at a big electronics store a down the road from here. Wasn’t much but it paid my way through college,” he said and bit his lip as he felt her tight walls squeeze his fingers.

“Ooo fuck, why ohm, why are you ahh!” she yelped as he grabbed a fistfull of her panties with one hand, holding her in place, while his other hand fingered her faster.

“It was years ago, you probably don’t remember. You probably yelled at a lot of employees between then and now. Probably got a lot of them fired, too. Maybe even another computer specialist.”

Karen’s eyes ignited with recognition as the pleasure filled every other corner of her face. “You’re the computer guy—ahh!”

Her words turned to loud screams as Nick used his whole arm to pound inside her pussy with two fingers. Hook up and jabbing her g-spot repeatedly, Karen pulled at the handcuffs and moaned as the orgasm filled her like an overflowing sink.

“Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck ugh!” she groaned and arched her back off the bed.

Squirting her mess over the lower half of his bed, he continued to finger her despite her bucks and squirming.

“Oh god… oh god… oh god…” she repeated absentmindedly. Nick finally relented and moved his hands down to the new drenched inner of her thighs. He massaged wet circles into her dancing muscles. Her hands pulled and adjusted at the handcuffs. “I didn’t… you look different… I didn’t know…”

“Don’t worry,” Nick said, grabbing at her hips and flipping her over onto her knees. Her hands twisted and formed an ‘X’ in front of her face with the handcuffs. “We have plenty of time to catch up.”


CHAPTER EIGHT




…Hours Earlier…

They met in a bar of all places.

Simon Five was a new trendy bar on New York City’s West Side. It was dim lighting with yellow lanterns along the wall and a projector playing some 1960s movie that no one could recognize and verged on the side of softcore porn. Nick moved through the crowd, bored and unamused. The women appeared to be smaller versions of the men, with longer hair. Stick thin people with thick-rimmed glasses and lopsided hats, each taking turns voicing their pretentious opinions about one thing or another. It was safe to say Nick was tired of the hipster generation of women.

The challenge of dating had been lost on him in recent years. Having graduated college and landed as an assistant finance officer in a well-respected law firm, money had become no issue. And with money came better clothes, watches, phones, and cars, which magically attracted the upper echelon of women he had missed out on despite his athletic body and charming wit. Nick had already walked by a few flirtatious smiles in his direction. They saw his black Armani suit jacket he wore over his white button-up shirt that was absent a tie. They eyed his new Sky-Dweller Rolex watch as it caught the lantern light as he walked away from the bar with his Johnny Walker Blue over rocks. He was sick of the meaningless loop of shallow relationships with women his own age who were waiting for the next decade of their lives to get their shit together.

It was just when Nick had found a dark corner in the back of the bar to enjoy his drink that he saw the group of women. They were gathered on the far side of the bar near the bathroom hall. They were older, and Nick had guessed that they were in their late 30s. Each was more attractive than the last. And then he saw the last one and froze.

Karen sat at the bar with her girlfriends flanked on both sides. Her carefully styled brunette hair was formed high, and her bangs covered half her face. She looked exactly the same as she did four years ago. Nick had thought she was attractive even back then, despite the fact that she was a bitch. A firm body that wasn’t skinny nor fat but had just enough curve to garner interest. Her large melon breasts, her curvy ass… Nick wasn’t sure if he should be as aroused as he was or annoyed to see her again.

The thought occurred to him quickly, and before he could weigh the pros and cons, his feet moved him across the room.

His firing was a traumatic moment for me, not her. She won’t recognize me…

Even if she did remember the interaction, few could recognize the dramatic changes from before to now. In his last years of college, Nick had gone on a journey of self-improvement. Diet, exercise, cross fit, reading, haircut… he lost his old group of friends who preferred weed movies for a new group of friends who played basketball and had Roth IRAs. Nick wasn’t the same man Karen had gotten fired.

There were men flanked on either side of the women, trying their hands and one-liners to pick up the cougars. Karen’s two friends entertained the men, but Karen shut down each man before they could begin. Nick shouldered past her latest victim, a short, pointy-nosed man with his head lowered.

“Can I buy you a drink?” Nick asked over the thumping alternative music.

Karen didn’t even look back, only holding up her nearly empty glass of watered-down vodka cranberry juice, “I have a drink,” the woman replied as she scrolled through her texts.

“You look like the kind of woman who I’d like to have a second drink with,” he replied.

Karen whipped around, her eyes angling over her shoulder with a targeting laser on them as if he had said something offensive. She looked up into his brown eyes and hesitated, obviously taken back. Nick seized the moment to take the initiative. Waving down the barman, he ordered another round for the both of them, not waiting for her to give permission.

“So is this your schtick then?” Karen gestured around the bar floor. “You troll around this place until you find a victim to fill with drinks before begging them to go back to your place?”

Nick shook his head, “I don’t beg,” he said. Finishing off his drink in one gulp, he placed the empty glass beside to two full ones the barman just sat down and laid a $50 bill there for him too.

“You sure do like to throw your money around, huh,” Karen sniped. She picked up her fresh vodka and cranberry juice and looked over his suit one more time.

“What good’s money if you don’t get to throw it around now and again? What are we cheersing to?”

Karen looked taken back and flustered for the first time. She shook her head, licked her thick maroon-colored lips, then finally shook her head. “I don’t know. It’s your drink you bought! You tell me.”

“To our computers,” Nick said with a grin, “may they keep secrets longer than we will.”

The pair clanged glasses and drank. Karen gave him a skeptical look while she sipped hers.

Over the next hour, their glasses emptied and were refilled 3 more times, as were her friend’s glasses. Elanore and Brittany took a much more potent liking to Nick than Karen had initially, so much so that he sensed Karen’s interest in him grow exponentially the more Elanore pawed at his arm or Brittany laughed at his jokes. By the time he was close to whispering in Karen’s ear to leave, he was sure she would say yes if for no other reason than to keep me away from her friends.

“I am not a prude!” Karen announced over the blaring music. Elanore and Brittany smacked the bar in front of them as they laughed.

“I’m not sayin you are a prude, I’m just saying you’re more prudish than we are,” Elanore said gesturing to Brittany as she looked Nick’s way and gave a seductive and inviting look.

Karen didn’t share the smiles the others wore and instead looked aggravated by the jest. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, “Well, maybe you two are just more slutty than me.”

“Maybe!” Brittany laughed, wearing the insult like a badge of honor. “I don’t know Nick, what do you think?”

“I think…” Nick said, reaching past Karen as he sat his empty glass down before her. For a lingering moment, his muscular chest touched her shoulder, and his square jaw hovered just over her mouth. “I need to use the men’s room; excuse me, ladies.”

Nick felt the women’s eyes follow him down the hall to the men’s room and could feel their whispers behind his back. He had no plan when he walked over here and he still had none now. Part of him can’t get the anger and hate of the woman out of his head from when he was 19 years old. But another part of him, a growing part of him, can’t stop imagining Karen naked and wanting to fuck her just as badly as he wanted to when he first saw her. Maybe the ultimate revenge would have been to finish in the bathroom and go back out there to ask one of her friends to go home with him instead of her. Elanore and Brittany were both attractive in their own ways, but something drew him to Karen. Maybe it was fucked up, but their complicated past somehow enhanced the flirtation they shared.

Finishing up in the bathroom, Nick zipped up his pants and washed his hands. Drying them with a paper towel, he unlocked the individual bathroom door and was surprised when it opened on its own. He was even more surprised when it was Karen who shoved her way inside. She gave a final inspection of the hall as if to ensure no one was watching when she closed the bathroom door and locked the latch.

Putting her back to the door, Karen’s eyes took him in. Her face revealed nothing close to arousal. She looked more mad than anything else.

“I’m not a prude,” she said again, as if the conversation was still going on.


CHAPTER NINE




“Inever said you were,” Nick said, taking his turn of being off balance.

Karen did a quick survey of the bathroom with a look of dismay. It was a clean bathroom as far as the men’s room went, but Nick didn’t think anything or anyone ever lived up to her standards. With an exasperated sigh, Karen shook away her inner monologue and returned her attention to Nick, placing her knuckles on her hips.

“Take your pants off,” Karen said, nodding at his hips.

“Excuse me?” Nick smiled.

“I don’t have all night,” Karen shrugged.

Nick smiled and unfastened his belt; the entire time, his eyes rested on the woman who stood before him. Her red shirt hugged her breasts perfectly. Brushing a single hair out of place across her forehead, Karen walked over to the paper towel dispenser and unraveled two long sheets, then proceeded to fold them neatly into square pads. By the time Nick had his boxers and pants down around his ankles, Karen placed the two pads in front of him and carefully put a knee on each pad of paper towel.

“God,” Karen gasped as she saw the length of his shaft hang in front of her. A pulse went through his shaft, making him grow and harden an inch more. “I can’t believe I’m doing this…”

Taking Nick’s shaft in her hand, she began to stroke him. His cock reacted instantly. Hardening like a rock, it was pointing at her face insistently within seconds. Grimacing, she brought her lips to its head and began to lick and suck the bulb of the head. Nick released a groan as he felt her lips slide down his shaft, wettening and constricting on him. She made a show of disgust when her lips released from him.

Karen’s hand gripped his cock and pumped his shaft at a medium pace. Her breasts, free of any bra, bounced with every jerk of her hand. Despite all the woman’s groans of displeasure and sighs of annoyance, Karen seemed to get into it more and more as time went on. The smile grew in the corner of her mouth, and Nick caught her biting the edge of her lip. When she took his cock back in her mouth, her eyes stared seductively up at Nick’s. Like she was relishing in the pleasure being displayed on Nick’s face.

Karen’s head bobbed up and down on his cock faster. Nick felt his shaft twitch and flex uncontrollably. The orgasm peaked without warning when Karen was in the middle of deep-throating his cock. The spurts of semen shot into the back of her throat and filled her mouth as she retracted. Karen retracted and descended into a coughing spurt after swallowing his cum.

“I didn’t say you could,” the coughs continued, stopping her from finishing her sentence. The sounds she made must have upset whoever was waiting to use this bathroom because a pounding rattled the door.

“Hey! Hurry up!” a man yelled.

Helping Karen to her feet, Nick zipped himself up while she washed her mouth from the sink. The pair left the bathroom to an onslaught of stares, comments, and laughter from the line of men waiting to piss. Elanore and Brittany were absent from the bar, and judging by Karen’s hurried walk to the exit, they had left prior to her entering the bathroom.

“I can’t believe I let you goad me into doing that,” Karen growled as her heels clacked on the sidewalk. Her hands rubbed up and down the outside of her arms. The chilling fall night air turned her words to steam. “You're disgusting for manipulating me like that.”

Nick laughed to himself, recalling her same logic being used to get him fired. He jogged to catch up to her.

“Right, well, let me make it up to you,” Nick said. “How about you come back to my apartment?”

“No, I’ve done too much already,” Karen sighed and walked a little faster.

“Oh, come on! You’re cold. I’m cold. My apartment’s just up the street. We can get warm for a bit,” Nick offered, watching her slow to a stop. He knew what the answer was once she rolled her eyes.


CHAPTER TEN




…Later That Night…

“Oh god… oh god… oh god…” she repeated absentmindedly. Nick finally relented and moved his hands down to the new drenched inner of her thighs. He massaged wet circles into her dancing muscles. Her hands pulled and adjusted at the handcuffs. “I didn’t… you look different… I didn’t know…”

“Don’t worry,” Nick said, grabbing at her hips and flipping her over onto her knees. Her hands twisted and formed an ‘X’ in front of her face with the handcuffs. “We have plenty of time to catch up.”

“What are you… what are you going to… oh, ahh!” Karen moaned as the tip of his cock pierced her already-soaked pussy.

Gripping the meat of her hips, Nick pulled her back onto his cock and felt her warm and slippery wet pussy encase his throbbing cock. The feeling of her pulsating pussy squeezing on his shaft, coupled with the singing moans of Karen, made him get lost in the moment.

“Oh, god, yes! Fuck me already!” Karen growled. Apparently, she was not too keen on being teased.

Happy to oblige, Nick gritted his teeth as he began to pound Karen’s pussy with hard, rough thrusts. He watched her thick ass bounce forward and back on his shaft as he railed her. Her pale skin almost glowed in the dark.

“Ugh! God! Is that all you got?” Karen goaded. Her head cocked to the side as she spat venom over her shoulder. “I knew you haven’t changed. You were, nghh… you were nothing back then, and you’re still pathetic today—ugh, ahhh!”

Pushing down on her back, Nick flattened Karen’s chest to the bed as he fucked her hard down into the bed. Her words became mewling cries as he used all the muscles in his body to fuck her like a worthless whore.

“Oh my god! Oh my fucking god!” Karen panted with panic in her voice. “Yes… Yes! Fuck me! Put it in me! Fill me up! Gah—yes!”

Bracing one hand against her bulbous ass, Nick used the other to grab a fistful of her hair and yank back on it, arching her chest up.

“Ahhh god, you bastard! You want to fuck me like a fucking slut? Fine! The give me that fucking cock already!” Karen groaned. “Yes, yes! Fuck. Me. Fuck. Me! Oh god! I’m going to cum! I’m going to fucking cu—ahhh!”

Penetrating Karen’s pussy hard and fast, the wet sounds her pussy made grew louder with every hard thrust. Karen’s tits jiggled almost as much as her ass did. The orgasm washed over her like a tsunami. Toes curled, legs trembled, and hands pulled at the handcuffs.

With a final thrust, Nick grunted as his orgasm peaked a minute after hers. His balls clenched as they pumped his seed deep inside her pussy, filling her up. The entire time Karen’s tight pussy walls clenched and milked his cock dry.

After a long minute, he released her hair, and she collapsed to the bed. Rolling her over onto her back, the pair continued to pant and coo as their bodies recovered. Nick found the handcuff key and came alongside Karen on the bed to remove the cuffs. All the while, he noticed Karen’s eyes flicking between his and his wet cock bouncing between them.

With the handcuff key touching the lock, he paused and looked down at Karen with suspicious eyes, “When I let you out of these cuffs, are you going to behave, Karen?”

There was a devilish smirk in the corner of her lips as she raised an eyebrow, “Do you want me to behave?”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN




Mark put the car in park in his office parking lot, sighed his daily defeated sigh, and then opened his door to begin yet another day of pointless office work. The Tesla driver parked beside him was parked on the dividing parking space line, so he could only crack open his door and hold his breath as he squeezed out of the parking spot. He grabbed his shoulder bag and coffee, but the cup slipped from his fingers. He dove inside to grab it, but the cup was a lost cause, and it spilled over the floorboard. Worse yet, during his dash to save the cup, he’d jammed his door open and dinged the Tesla with his door.

“Great, just great,” Mark said as he used a fistful of forgotten napkins from the door to blot up most of the coffee, then walked around the backside of the Tesla to confirm what he already feared.

Of course, it was fucking Cynthia’s car…

Cynthia was the office ‘Karen.’ Everyone knew to steer clear of her, and yet she was integrated so deep into the company that no one could run far. Cynthia was Human Resources Outreach, so her job was basically to get into every other department’s business about every little thing: training, reviews, customer relations, employee relations… you name it. Basically, it was a dream job for this bitch because it gave her a license to bother.

Mark knew it was hers from the single bumper sticker on the back of her vehicle that read:

‘My way or the highway’

He sighed, tried to rub the scuff mark away, and then resigned himself to marching toward his fate like a man.

God, I need to get a new job.

Entering work, he was thirty seconds late for the company round table meeting that they had each morning, AKA all the teams stood around their desks and cubicles in the middle of the office and listened to the manager, supervisors, and HR blabber on about menial tasks and changes that everyone had already read about in emails. Any movement or signs of life stood out, so all eyes were on Mark as he scooted to his cubicle.

Without effort, his eyes found Cynthia standing at the front of the office beside the rest of the speakers. Her eyes already glared at him for tardiness.

“So just remember to refill the copier with paper when your done,” his manager said for the third time since Mark entered the room. “That way I don’t have to fight with it for twenty minutes again like I did yesterday. Okay, Cynthia did you have something.”

“Yes,” Cynthia cleared her throat and seemed to angle her chin even higher as she stepped forward, “I’d like to remind everyone that the breakroom is a shared place for everyone. It is not a hang-out spot. It is not a socializing club. There should be no cliques forming in there. We are here to work, ladies and gentlemen, and the longer you waste company time gathered around the coffee pot, the less time others have to be in there and get what they need.” Cynthia elongated her neck to look down on as many people as possible. “Just so you know, time theft from the company is a disciplinary offense if HR notices a pattern.”

Mark used every muscle in his body to keep from laughing and rolling his eyes. If Cynthia didn’t try, so she had to act and look like a Karen, she would actually be kind of attractive to a woman in her late thirties. She had her brunette hair cut short in the inverted bob cut with it longer in the front and shorter in the back. He didn’t know if she had kids, but her ample breasts and curvy ass made him think that she might. Honestly, Mark mostly felt sorry for her husband. The dude really took one for the team being married to her.

“Right, then. Let’s get to work, guys,” their manager, Steve, said.

The meeting broke down, and Mark trudged between his coworkers toward Cynthia’s obnoxiously loud and high-pitched laugh. She had a flock of other bitchy clones gathered around her as she regaled them with a story.

“…I said, listen, idiot, this is costing the company seventeen cents a minute. Why don’t—” she paused her story when she saw Mark. “Well, Mark. Looks like you were late again. We’ll have to mark that down on your performance review if you keep this up. Didn’t you just put in for a promotion too?”

Mark eyed the half dozen middle-aged women who now scowled at him like vermin that needed to be crushed. He was a twenty-six-year-old man who didn’t submit to their authority or berating, so he was not accepted.

“Right, yes. And thank you for telling everyone,” he said. “Cynthia, may I have a word in private?”

Instead of moving to follow him right away, Cynthia scrunched her brow and then looked to her flock of judgmental hens, and they exchanged a mocking smile before she finally relented and followed Mark away from the busy office. He led her to the copy room, which was more like a large walk-in closet in the back of the office. With printers all over the office, the copy room was used more for stationary supplies storage than copying, so it gave them a little privacy. Especially if she began to yell at him which he predicted.

“Okay, what is it?” Cynthia sighed and looked at her watch. Mark closed the door to the copy room behind him.

“So I wanted you to hear it from me rather than find it on your own, but I just wanted to let you know that I parked beside you in the parking lot and when I opened my door it accidentally scuffed your door.”

Cynthia crossed her arms as he chest inflated like a balloon. “You did what?!”

“I’m sorry, but you parked right on the line so⁠—”

“I know where I parked. Do you think I’m stupid? I parked like that on purpose. So idiots like you wouldn’t park next to my Tesla! Now I hear you go out of your way to vandalize my car!”

“As you know, there aren’t enough parking spots, so you can’t take up⁠—”

“I work hard for my money and buy nice things like that Tesla so I can do whatever the hell I want to protect my investments! Don’t you dare take that tone with me!”

Mark pinched the bridge of his nose as she took step after step nearer to him. Her badgering shouts became too much, and his headache formed as the fog of her overused perfume filled his lungs.

“I will not only be putting this in your performance review but will be telling Steve directly about your behavior,” she shouted, wagging her finger in his face. Mark’s eyes became focused on the shade of red of her lipstick as her mouth moved at lightning speed. “Then I will sue you for every dollar you own if you do not pay to have my car restored to tip-top shape and in a timely⁠—"

The kiss happened so suddenly, Mark wasn’t sure who was more surprised by it, him or her. Cynthia’s eyes went wide as the tip of his tongue brushed hers, and for the briefest of seconds, she kissed back before she pulled away, shaking her head.

“What are you—what was—you kissed me!” she said, taking a step back and touching her lips as if checking to see if they were still there.

“Well, if you’re going to get in my face like that, I’m going to assume it’s either because you want to kiss me or fight me.”

“You’re disgusting,” she scoffed. “A depraved animal. I should have you fired.”

Mark let the moment take him as he committed to this improv decision. He stepped forward, reciprocating Cynthia’s aggressive advance on him by getting in her face. A flash of shock morphed into fear as she ducked back, leaving his face to linger over her breasts.

“Now, you tell me,” Mark said in a calm, almost whispering voice. You tell me, am I trying to hurt you or kiss you?”

His eyes searched hers, and her gaze danced between his eyes and lips. The pretentious scowl lingered at the side of her mouth, but Mark could feel her willpower waning before she finally gave in. They kissed again, this time Cynthia’s lips parted, eagerly accepting Mark’s tongue as his arms enveloped the petite woman. The pair made out like animals. Cynthia stumbled backward and caught herself on the copier as Mark slid one hand behind her neck and another behind down to her round ass cheeks. He wasn’t sure what had come over him. His hate and anger for the woman were at an all-time high, but so was his lust for the annoying bitch. His kiss was rough, and his hands aggressively squeezed at her ass cheeks and pulled at her hair.

“Ugh—mmm!” Cynthia groaned in response as Mark manhandled her body.

To Mark’s surprise, it was Cynthia’s hands that moved to his crotch, groping his surprisingly hard member through his work pants. He broke the kiss because the excitement had him panting. Grabbing her chin and pulling her head to the side, he used the time to kiss her neck and taste the sweet sting of her poured-on perfume.

“Oh, God… Of course, you’re already hard,” she growled as her hand continued to squeeze and roughly palpate the length of his shaft, which was quickly becoming an iron rod. “You’re a filthy animal coming into the office with that thing, you really—ah!”

It took several tries, but he was finally able to yank Cynthia’s pencil skirt up over her bulbous fat ass, exposing her white panties and her even whiter ass cheeks.

“Quite forward, aren’t we?” Cynthia said in a mocking tone. “You think that just because I’ll make out with some incompetent employee that you’ll actually get a chance to fuck—ugh god…”

Cynthia buckled over Mark’s shoulder, clapping a hand onto his upper back to keep from falling. Having slid her moist panties to the side, Mark sliced his ring and middle finger deep into her hairy pussy. The warm, gooey center choked his finger and covered his hand in her juices as he stuffed her. The muscles in his arm flexed as he fingered the woman at a hard, steady pace and he couldn’t help but smirk at the sounds the woman was making.

“Ohh… Oh, Lord…” she gasped, and her breathing became stagnant as he felt more of her weight hang on him. “Yes, do it—do it—do it!”

Biting his lower lip, Mark slammed his fingers inside the woman faster and harder until the sound of her wet pussy filled the copy room, and he felt her trembling thighs clamp shut.

“Ahhh ahhhmmmmm!” Cynthia panted a scream and quickly muffled it with his shoulder, then her hand. The orgasm came quick and strong. Her pussy squeezed his fingers tight until there was no room to maneuver, and in an instant, a shudder went through her body, and a squirt of juices rained to the carpet from between her legs.

“God, yes!” she moaned, raising to her tiptoes before crashing. Tilting on wobbly legs, she still clung to Mark’s neck to center herself as she panted like crazy. “Oh my god…”

Mark listened to her mindless cooing and moans as she caught her breath but didn’t pay attention to her. Turning her around so she leaned on the rigid copier to keep her balance, Mark glanced back at the door to make sure no one had entered yet. It was rare for the copier room to be used, and it was mostly HR using it before big meetings, but supervisors did as well on occasion, and the door didn’t have a lock. Mark didn’t care. Whether it was his peaked annoyance brought on by the office Karen or the pheromones of her pussy after having just came all over the floor, Mark was locked in like an animal.

“We… we… should get back out there before—Oh!” Cynthia started to try and fix her hair and skirt when Mark pressed on her back, flattening her chest to the copier. “What—what are you—oh shit!”

Mark grunted as the tip of his hard cock pressed between Cynthia’s pussy lips. For as wet as the middle-aged woman was, his cock struggled to push inside from how tightly she squeezed on him.

“You think you can just—ah—stick your filthy fucking, ng! god! Your filthy fucking cock wherever you want?” Cynthia balked from over her shoulder. Mark pulled out some and leaned forward again, this time getting more of his shaft inside her hole. “Fuck, you’re a big fucker, aren’t you? Makes sense. Ah—goddammit! Figure an office prick like you would have to have a big cock to match between those—oh, Jesus!”

“I’m the prick?” Mark growled through gritted teeth. “You’re the bitch that’s always on my ass.”

Cynthia’s eyes went wide with anger as she started to look over her shoulder, “Did you just call me a bitch!?”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Ahhhhmmm!” Cynthia cried out as Mark took the opportunity to fulfill his fantasy since first meeting this bitch of spanking her fat ass. The white, pale skin jiggled and bounced wildly with each slap. There was a pink circle on her right ass cheek by the time he finished.

“That’s right, bitch. Now it’s my turn to get on your ass,” he said.

His fingers dug into her love handles on both sides of her hips as he jerked her back as he thrust forward, spearing his long hard cock deep inside her. Cynthia gasped as she threw her head back and arched her back. Gritting his teeth, he began fucking her tight pussy with rough thrusts going in and out.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” she repeated as she squinted up to the ceiling as if praying to the Human Resource gods. Her obnoxiously long and large necklaces shook and rattled over the top of the copier as she grabbed at its edges desperately to stabilize herself. “Yes, yes, yes. Don’t you fucking stop. You worthless fuck. Fuck that pussy. Do something useful for once and—gah!”

Mark snarled as he slid a hand up her back and squeezed the back of her neck while going back to smacking her ass with the other hand. Biting down on his lip hard, he was releasing years of frustration between the spanking and the punishment his cock was doing to her pussy.

“Christ! Just like that, baby, yeah… fuck me… fuck me like a dirty fucking tramp!” she growled as she stuck her ass out like a porn star.

“Mmm, I knew you were a fucking whore,” Mark groaned between heavy breaths. The sounds of his cock slamming into her pussy filled the entire copy room.

“Ohhhh, yes… yes…” she squealed in a high-pitched voice. “I’m a whore… fuck—fuck me like a whore!”

Reaching under her arms, Mark roughly palmed at her breasts and heard the fabric stretch as he pulled her fat tits out from the neck of her shirt and bra. They flopped around even more wildly than her ridiculous necklaces with every thrust. Mark squeezed them and loved how the enormous breasts spilled between his fingers as he did.

“Yes, take me… take me… take me!” she demanded.

Mark grabbed a lock of Cynthia’s hair in the ball of his fist and yanked back on her head as she moaned a strained sound as he stuffed his cock all the way into her.

“Ahh, god, yes! I’m going to fucking cum!” she cried.

Every impact of their bodies made the woman’s fat ass jiggle like a tsunami went through it. Mark railed this bitch’s pussy raw as he felt her begin to seize and clench on his throbbing shaft. Her hands clapped at her breasts, then at the base of the copier, looking for a hold to keep her balance as the orgasm overcame her.

In an instant, Cynthia’s knees locked, and her thick thighs became vice grips that clamped together as her pussy forced his cock out. The squirt of juices drenched her legs and high heels as she screamed a muffled moan into her palm. Mark gave her no reprieve, though, as he quickly fed his pulsating cock back into her pussy and went right back to pumping inside her wrecked cunt.

“Oh my god!” she screamed through clenched teeth, and Mark could feel the most powerful orgasm building inside him. “It won’t stop—Jesus!”

Cynthia laid her tits across the copier as she gasped, and her thighs vibrated from her never-ending orgasm. While gripping her hips and shoulder, Mark’s eyes rolled backward as he shoved his throbbing shaft inside her for the last time and came. An ache rose in his ball sack from the power of the orgasm as he pumped his semen deep inside her sloppy pussy. She continued to sing a high-pitched moan with every flex of his cock as he emptied his balls.

When Mark finally pulled out, his cock glistened from her dripping pussy, and Cynthia struggled to stay standing as she hugged the machine like it was a life raft. She was cum drunk and beside herself from her orgasms for several minutes as she staggered to find her footing and slowly adjusted her clothes. When she finally did gather herself together, Cynthia used a small makeup mirror from her purse to fix her hair, touch up her overdone makeup, and adjust her dress to cover her breasts more.

“Well,” she said in a familiar Karen-esk voice. “I’ll be sending you the bill for the scratch to my vehicle.”

And with that, the woman Mark just fucked like a street whore and came inside of left with her chin raised to return to her Human Resources desk. Mark snickered to himself and shook his head. Whatever the payment would be, it was worth this happening. He felt better being at work than he ever had before. He worked a lot of stress out.

Making final adjustments to his clothes, Mark waited an appropriate amount of time, so he didn’t leave at the same time as Cynthia. He was about to leave when a stack of papers on the copier caught his eye. Sifting through them, Mark couldn’t help but laugh. There must have been a hundred colored copies of Cynthia’s chest. Some with clothes and others with her bare breasts pressed in various positions. None of them had her face, but anyone with an eye could identify the gaudy necklace in all of the images.

Mark held up the stack of copies, about to drop them into the recycle bin then hesitated. Wearing a wicked smile, Mark tossed the copies back onto the copy machine and left the room for his office. He had some work to get to. After all, he didn’t want to get called into HR’s office.


CHAPTER TWELVE




“I’m never leaving this goddamn place,” Mark mumbled to himself as his fingers clacked angrily on the keyboard.

The master lights in the office had clicked off hours ago. Somewhere in the distance, the cleaning crew vacuumed, and their small Bluetooth speaker played music.

It had been a month since his ‘encounter’ with Cynthia from HR, and quite a bit had happened. It turns out she never sent over that bill for her car repair and, in fact, had avoided Mark altogether, which was kind of great. On top of that, he’d received a promotion the week prior. He’d written himself off as getting it half because he knew Cynthia was going to trash him and half because, well, he hated this place. But it seemed one of the big pushers for his promotion was Cynthia. Apparently, after cheating on her husband and supervisors finding photocopies of her tits, Cynthia was much more cautious and pliable with her bitchiness.

“Did you watch the diversity training online?” the person and voice appeared in his office doorway suddenly, shocking Mark’s heart, who had been lulled into the darkness of the office.

“Jesus, you scared the shit out of me. What are you still doing here?”

Cynthia scowled, crossing her arms, “It turns out when lazy imbeciles like you can’t watch a stupid video and click a check box, HR has to work late explaining to corporate why we have fallen behind.”

“I’ll watch it later,” Mark waved his hand dismissively. It was already eight o’clock at night, and he had at least a half hour of more work to do before he could go home. It was Friday he was wasting his twenties in this damn office.

“No, you’ll watch it now,” Cynthia said; stepping into his office, she bodied her way between him and his computer. Clicking the mouse and typing on the keyboard from a crouch, she pulled up the Human Resources tab and found the required training he was supposed to watch a week ago.

Mark leaned back with an amused smirk as he took in the sight. Cynthia wore a short black skirt that barely came down past where her tan leggings began. His eyes followed up to the lavender blouse she wore and got distracted by her large, hooped earrings dangling from her ears as she shook her head with annoyance.

She didn’t come in here just for a training, he thought.

“There, now all you have to do is sit there and watch the stupid video. A dog could do it,” she said.

“I don’t think so,” he said and saw a flash of unadulterated rage boil in her glare down at him. She must not have a lot of people in her life to tell her ‘no.’ “I mean, as soon as you leave, I’m just going to close it and go back to my actual work. Unless you want to stay and give me a reason to let the training play…”

Mark leaned back in his chair and slowly undid his belt.

Cynthia scoffed, hanging her hands on her hips, “You are such a disgusting animal. I should’ve known you would be so juvenile.”

She lowered to her knees as Mark hooked the elastic waistband of his boxers beneath his ball sack. She grimaced at the sight of his half-mast cock hanging limply forward toward her.

“God, look at this grotesque thing. Why can’t you just have a normal-sized penis like every other man? It’s like a nasty snake,” Cynthia complained, making a face, but her actions were swift and without hesitation.

Gripping the meat of the shaft, she played with it for a minute while she continued her performance. She slowly stroked it with her fingertips and let the loosehead flop this way, then that.

“There is this what you wanted?” she asked as she started stroking the length of it. Her eyes glared up at him. “In order to do your job you need a grown up to supervise you?”

Mark’s cock flexed and quickly stiffened in her hand. Next to her face, it looked like an iron rod as her hand slid from bottom to top.

“You must like it; you’re harder than a goddamn baseball bat. Shit…” she gasped as her hand squeezed a little tighter and pumped a little faster. She licked her lips and bit the corner of her lip as she pumped a small droplet of milky white pre-cum from the tip of his shaft. He groaned and flexed against the tight grip of her hand.

“Mmmmm… yeah, you like that, you piece of shit? You need a reward in or to do your fucking job?” Cynthia asked in a gentle voice. “You young guys are all the same. Can’t do shit unless mommy’s there to talk you through it. Well, go on. Watch your training for Mommy, you pathetic coward.”

His eyes flicked to the monitor, where a rainbow of ethnicities held hands and took turns lecturing him on racism. He looked back down when Cynthia pumped his cock almost to fast in a short sprint.

“You follow orders well when your big fucking cock is in my hand, don’t ya? I bet you’re just a big fucking coward, aren’t you? Yeah, you walk around all hard-bodied and big dick, but you’re really just a pathetic—Mmmm!”

Having heard enough of her blabbering, Mark reached forward and cupped the back of her head. Pulling her lips forward and down on his shaft, her lips eagerly parted and swallowed the head of his cock. Cynthia gave him a nasty look of contempt as he bucked his hips and forced several inches of his cock in and out of her mouth. After several seconds though, the glare in her eyes disappeared as she began swirling her tongue around the head of his cock and working her lips in a circle as she inched deeper down his shaft.

“Fuck…” he grunted as she took more and more of him in with each bob of her head. “Who knew your mouth was better at cock sucking than shit talking, ugh!”

To his surprise, she didn’t have a retort, but in response, she brought both of her hands to the base of his shaft like she was holding a microphone. Putting all her effort into forcing her own lips further down his shaft, Cynthia panted almost panicked breaths through her nose as slobber and drool ran down her chin. Her bangs fell into her face and Mark took the effort to use a finger to brush them away and behind her ear. She looked up at him with innocent, watering eyes, and her mouth stretched as wide as it could go around the base of his shaft. It was the closest thing they shared to a tender moment together ever.

Finally, she pulled her lips off his cock, and a long thick rope of saliva trailed between her mouth and the tip of his red glistening cock. She gasped and panted deep breaths.

“See?” he said with a coy smile in the corner of his mouth, “you’re starting to learn what your mouth is really meant for.”

Still breathing heavily, Cynthia rose tall on her knees with a focus on her expression. She pumped his shaft faster, which was wet with saliva. While her other hand rolled his balls in his palm like she was reading the future with them. He groaned, and the older woman smiled a toothy smile of clenched teeth.

“Yeah? You like that? You like getting your dick sucked by a sloppy fucking slut? Come on, give it to me,” she demanded and wrapped her lips around his head once more.

Leaning forward, Mark slipped a hand inside her shirt and bra and palmed her heavy breast. To his surprise, she ripped the top buttons of her blouse and pulled both her tits out like it was nothing.

“You want these tits, don’t you? Yeah, I see you staring at them. I see all you filthy men staring at momma’s big fucking tits. Come on, baby,” Cynthia panted as she leaned forward and let her large melons spill on both sides of his cock. Bouncing up and down as she stroked his cock with her fist, Mark dropped both of her tits, mashing them around his shaft as he titty fucked them.

Squinting and losing control of his breathing, he looked to the ceiling as he tried to control himself, but it was too late. He was far too gone.

“Are you close, you piece of shit?” she asked. “Are you about to cum on this bimbo’s big fucking tits? Cum for me…”

“Ugh!” he groaned as the first of several big flexes went through his cock.

Cynthia bent over quickly to put her mouth on his cock, but the first string of cum slung over her face. Her lips fell over the head of his cock as she swirled her tongue over the tip repeatedly as squirt after squirt filled her mouth. Cynthia’s full lips slid up and down on his shaft for several minutes while he came. In some ways, those last seconds of her sucking his dick felt better than all the others. It was like she was making out with his sensitive head, and the orgasm lingered.

When she finally did stand, she staggered over to the desk to fish out a clump of tissues to clean the tears from her eyes, the drool from her chin, and the cum from her face. By the time they both finished putting their clothes back on, Mark realized the diversity training video had finished. Cynthia took the mouse, clicked the check box, and clicked ‘complete.’

“There,” she said. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“You tell me?” Mark said with a smile.

Cynthia struggled to keep her mischievous grin from her lips as she turned and left his office.

“Enjoy your weekend!” he called after her, but she didn’t respond. “I know I will.”
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BONUS BOOK!


Mob Boss’ Wife: Discovered


Ichanged lanes and my eyes alternated their focus between the rear view mirrors and the road ahead in a continuous cycle. No tails. The boss had called him specifically to be on alert this week. To watch his wife with a close eye. He wasn’t specific, but if the boss was calling, it was something serious. The last time I spoke to the boss was over a year ago, when I was first introduced to the family. I wasn’t Italian, of course. Like most Americans nowadays, I’m a hodgepodge of a dozen different nationalities, but that worked in my favor when I joined the Italian mob. They like Americans, in general. If I had been Greek, Spanish, or Irish, forget about it. They wouldn’t have touched me. But American? They know Americans don’t take sides. There’s no blood oath that we carry. We’re individuals, and that’s what the boss needed.

However, until now, the work I had done for them was a bit more sporadic. One-offs. Asset protection and delivery, transportation… a year straight of having five thousand dollars deposited in my checking account a week from an LLC that employed me as a contractor. And all I had to do was wait for a phone call that came two, maybe three times a month. For an entry-level job for a dishonorably discharged soldier, the pay wasn’t bad, considering my assignments. Now I was questioning that.

“Hey, new fucking guy? Is this as fast as you can go? I’m going to be late?” Marlene yelled from the back seat. The lingering touch of her distant Italian accent folded the end of each word. “Hello? Are you deaf?”

“No, ma’am,” I said with as much composure as I could muster. “I’m going the speed limit. Your husband said not to draw any extra attention to⁠—”

“My husband lives in Italy,” Marlene said, waving her hand at the rear-view mirror. I tried to respond, but I could hear Marlene cursing to herself or whoever was on the phone with her. She ranted in Italian for several minutes and shot glares at the back of my head. All the while, I could only wonder, how long will this assignment last?

It had been five days, but the boss hadn’t said there was a particular end date. All my other assignments lasted three to four days, six days max. I was told they were adding to Marlene’s security because of some kind of deal happening. They wanted someone with my skills as a former special forces operator to watch her rather than the regular guy who was more gangster than professional. Surely this can’t last much longer?

“Ohh, oh, I must go, love you, mwah!” Marlene signed off her call as she answered a second. It was her husband. The boss. They spoke in Italian as she held the phone up to her body and giggled as they must have been video chatting. I made several more turns and pulled to a stop at the red light. Marlene sighed and released a small moan.

My eyes flicked up to the rear-view mirror and saw that Marlene had hiked her long red skirt up to her taut belly with one hand as she spread her legs. All the while, she held out her phone with the other hand, filming it. Marlene wasn’t wearing any panties. Slipping a finger between her lips, the gorgeous woman began to masturbate in the car. There was a honking horn, and I realized the light was green and quickly lurched forward. Marlene’s eyes glanced at me, then quickly looked back to her phone as a smirk competed with the look of pleasure on her face.

Listening to the wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy was hard enough, but the added moans and screams made it nearly impossible for me not to react. My cock twitched, then stretched out in my boxers as I made the last turn. There was an obvious code amongst the guards against flirting or even looking like you were lusting after the Boss’s women. Doing so was a swift way to end up with your feet stuck in a bucket of concrete and being dropped at the bottom of the ocean.

“Ohh ohhh yahh oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Marlene moaned with her feet spread to nearly touch both doors. Her hips raised and fell in the air as she smacked her wet pussy and convulsed as she came.

I cleared my throat as I pulled into the event. It was some Miami Independent Film debut. A red carpet event for people who were local celebrities. Marlene said her goodbyes while adjusting her dress and lowering her skirt. When I pulled into a park, I exited the SUV and handed the key to the Escalade to the valet. The half dozen photographers waited to see who was inside, and I realized Marlene was waiting for me to get the door for her. Opening it, I took her hand and helped her out of the vehicle to a sea of white flashes and catcalls by the photographers. It wasn’t until she had moved on that I looked down and felt the wet pussy juices on my hand from hers.


CHAPTER TWO




The movie premiere was a dull affair. Enough private security and local cops working overtime assignments to ensure nothing would happen. It was the clubs that Marlene toured afterwards that had me nervous. After connecting with three of her friends who appeared to be models or influencers… some kind of non-job job… I began escorting the four of them to a series of bars, starting with the most exclusive, and thus, the safest. By the time I parked the car in the valet lane of the fifth club, the three girlfriends had gone their own ways, leaving Marlene to decide to go to the Tree Bar.

“Ma’am, I really think we should⁠—”

“No,” Marlene said, raising a palm to stop my sentence. “I really think you should drive my car when I tell you to.”

Biting down on my tongue, I took a deep breath and released it. “Yes, ma’am.”

The club was as chaotic as I imagined it to be. Then it got worse. The internal security was close to none once they were inside, and the number of people was way over capacity. I paid for VIP access for Marlene, which was standard protocol for her when she was clubbing, but the woman ignored the selective section for the main dance floor that was covered wall to wall with bodies.

Standing at the top of the stairs, I tracked her movements through the crowd.

“Fucking woman…” I sighed under my breath as I watched her dance between men, disappear for twenty seconds, then reappear grinding on another woman. I had half a mind to charge into the crowd, toss her over my shoulder, and carry her out kicking and screaming.

Don’t think that will go over too well with the boss.

Not that there were too many known threats meant to be at a place like this, but it was the unknown threats I was concerned with. The boss had several rival gangs in the Miami area that weren’t fans of the Italians, but it would be a fool to go after a boss’s wife. Such an attack meant war—a bloody war. The only time the family of a boss was touched was when the boss himself was assassinated. Then it was like a lion taking over a pride. The newcomer kills the mate, cubs, and all the remnants of the former boss. You’d have to be insane to ignite a war like that.

I stood for over an hour and a half as I watched Marlene switch between dancing on the floor and flirting with various well-dressed men at the bar. I hadn’t even thought of how I would handle her going home with another man. It was widely known that the boss had many girlfriends besides his wife, but no one spoke of Marlene.

Was it common knowledge that she slept around, and I just didn’t know?

It appeared we were going to find out. Marlene had selected a suitor. A clean-shaven bald man with a square jaw who wore a three-thousand-dollar Armani suit. I knew because I had the same suit in my closet. The man passed the bartender and a large wad of dollar bills, and the bartender pointed them down a back hall reserved for employees. I quickly followed, crossing the room, and entered the hall when the bartender was not looking. The hall turned and became a series of doors. Most were closed, but the few open revealed private rooms with sofas, TVs, and minibars. Marlene made eye contact with me from the room she went into at the end of the hall. Her face switched from laughing at what her new friend had said to an icy stare that appeared to be more of a warning to keep my distance.

By the time I reached the door, she had shut it, and I heard the latch lock. Stretching out my neck, I paced for a moment to let off the steam. If there were a heavy bag available, I would have unleashed a sprint of body punches. I was so angry.

How could a woman who has lived the life she has been married to the man that she is, be so inept when it came to the danger she is putting herself in?

Tossing my hands in the air, I gave up and resigned myself to the door guard while Marlene got her fuck on. I had already decided I would message my contact tomorrow and request a transfer. I didn’t care. I’d go to Italy to do some work if I had to. About five minutes after a blaring music roared from inside the room, I heard more noise. Clicks, thuds, a humming sound… I couldn’t place it and moved my ear closer to the door. I rolled my eyes as I realized I was probably listening to the woman getting railed, but then I heard the scream. It was a sharp sound that didn’t sound like pleasure. It sounded like fear.

“Ahhhmmm! Help!” she cried. I could just barely make it out through the door.

Trying the doorknob, I felt it was locked and immediately took a step back. Tucking my leg and kicking my heel into the meat of the door, just like I was back in Afghanistan, I watched the hundreds of pieces of wood splinter into a thousand directions as the door burst open. Charging inside, the stereo was turned all the way up with a new heavy rock tune playing. I turned and saw two black leather couches facing another, and on one of them was Marlene. Her dress was hiked up to her belly as her legs kicked in the air. Her hands were tied behind her back, with Andrew standing over her with no shirt on. To muffle her screams for help, Andrew had a pillow shoved down hard on Marlene’s face.

I moved quickly, already noticing my ward’s legs slowing their kicks. It was from exhaustion or she was close to suffocation. The roar of the guitar solo on the maxed-out sound system was loud enough that Andrew didn’t see me coming until I shoved him hard, bouncing his back off the wall and into the other couch. Swatting the pillow off of Marlene’s face, I cupped her cheek as I watched her wide eyes almost roll backwards, then forwards and rest on me as she gasped for air.

“Hey, you motherfucker!” Andrew yelled as he stood up from the couch and swung a looping hook at my face. Cupping my ear, I raised an elbow and blocked the punch with my shoulder and quickly countered with a straight cross that struck his chin and stumbled him back a step. Andrew made a half-hearted counter-strike that I chopped down with a parry as I sidestepped and landed a tight hook to his jaw. The bald man crumpled to the couch, and I shoved my knee into his belly as I landed five more hard shots to his nose that bloodied his face and made him go limp.

Satisfied with his level of injury, I switched couches and went to Marlene. I pretended not to see her red panties as I grabbed her skirt and slid it down her thigh before carefully turning her to her side. Removing a tactical, spring-assisted pocket knife and flicking it open, I cut the tie that was used to tie her hands behind her back. She immediately sprang to her feet and started kicking the unconscious man and stomping on his crotch while shouting in Italian. I grabbed the back of her arm, pulling her away.

“No, no, let me do thi—” I said and was startled when Marlene turned and embraced me in a tight and desperate hug as she sobbed. Not knowing what to do or say, I simply hugged her back and said, “It’s okay… he’s never going to hurt anyone again. It’s okay…”

After a few moments had passed, I got us separated and sat her on the couch as I removed several zip-ties I had in a pouch. Marlene watched intently as I zip-tied the man’s hands behind his back and his ankles together.


CHAPTER THREE




It was nearly three in the morning by the time I pulled the car over to the side of the road. The bridge I parked on was dark and poorly lit in spots. The MacArthur Causeway was a place I had done work before and was familiar with it. Marlene sat beside me in the front of the vehicle. Her tears and sniffles had followed us all the way from the club. Using the tip of her finger, she carefully dried her eye and tried not to smear her makeup any more than she already had.

“Are you sure you want to be here for this?” I asked gently. “I can get someone to take you home…”

“No, I’ll stay with you,” Marlene sniffled, then looked at me with sad eyes. “I thought I was going to die.” She broke into tears again as she cupped a hand over her mouth and she took gasping breaths. Aside from a few bruises on her arms and suffocation, she was lucky to survive as long as she had, with no lasting damage. “He… was just so mad out of nowhere,” she continued. “He changed as soon as we were in that room. He just held the pillow down on my face so hard. He didn’t even try to fuck me, and… and…”

Marlene was gasping in a panic again. I picked up the bottle of water in the center console, which I had cracked open for her, and opened it.

“Shhh shhh!” I whispered, “It’s okay… it’s okay… I have to take care of this. You can wait in the car if you want.”

“No, I’ll come,” she straightened and turned her face serious. “I want to see.”

Exiting the car, we both walked to the rear of the vehicle, and I took my time taking in the surroundings. The empty road was free of cars. There were no boats in the water nearby. I didn’t see any security cameras. There was no need to inform anyone what happened. Laying a hand on the boss’s wife had a certain consequence that must be carried out swiftly. I would call Lorenzo in the morning, and the boss would know by tomorrow afternoon. They would be glad to know the man was dealt with.

When I felt satisfied, I popped my trunk. The bloody mess that was Marlene's date was hog-tied and gagged in the trunk of my vehicle. His eyes were wide and panicked as I dragged him out and dropped him on the concrete. I stood him up on wobbly feet that were bound together. Marlene’s face hardened, and she stared at the man who could speak but could only give her pleading eyes.

“You fucked with the wrong bitch,” Marlene said with a stern voice.

She hawked a wad of spit that landed on his left eye and the bridge of his nose. The man cursed and writhed, getting ready to retaliate when I drew my sidearm from the holster and shot him four times in the chest. Marlene took a step back and her hands jetted up to her ears with each gunshot. As the rapist stumbled backwards into the bridge railing, I seized the moment and reached down, scooping a hand around his thigh. Lifting him up, I flipped his heels over head into the ocean below.

Turning to Marlene to check on how she was doing, I holstered my pistol and didn’t see fear in her eyes. The makeup washed down the sides of her eyes reminded him of the terrified woman before, but he no longer saw her. He saw a hardened mob boss’s wife.


CHAPTER FOUR




There was an almost psychopathic change in Marlene’s personality from the minute she spat in her attacker’s face to now. After dumping the man’s body, we quickly left the scene. Before I managed to get the car off the bridge, Marlene was already looking in the mirror with a tissue, fixing her mascara and drying any missed tears on her face. By the time I pulled into the parking garage for her Miami high-rise apartment, Marlene was back to herself. Her makeup was clean, edged, and sexy. She had straight shoulders, a back, and attitude-filled eyes. There was something reassuring in the return to normality, even if it meant the brief human moment we shared together was gone. At least Marlene could come through the other side.

Being attacked as a woman was bad enough, but witnessing what I imagine was her first homicide would be too much for most women. Marlene had been a mob boss’ wife for twenty years—since she was seventeen years old—of course, she had known of hits, murders, and worse, but at that level of the game and her being a woman, it wasn’t likely that she was party to them.

Until now, I thought, wondering if me allowing her to be there will come back to bite me in the ass.

Arriving at Marlene’s apartment building, I nodded to the bellhop as I brought her up to the top floor. It was the penthouse suite apartment. An enormous apartment with vaulted ceilings and luxurious hardwood floors. I escorted the lady to her room, past the plush white leather couches of the living room, and swept the entire four-bedroom apartment for intruders just to make sure she felt safe. She looked at herself in the mirror again while I did that. She tucked her hair behind her ear, plucked at her dress around her breasts, and modeled different sides of herself.

She just came home from the club. Isn’t she about to wash off all the makeup, take off the dress, and go to bed? Who is she looking pretty for?

“Ma’am, I searched the entire premise. No one is here. You’re safe,” I said and held her gaze long and strong to show that I believed it.

There was a wisp of a smile that broke in the corner of her lips that seemed genuine. Like he had said the magic words, regaining her composure, she reached for her purse.

“What are you? Twenty-four? Twenty-five years old?” Marlene asked with insultingly raised eyebrows as she dug in her coach purse with one hand.

“Twenty-three, actually,” I said and sounded as careless as I could manage.

Marlene rolled her eyes as she tapped a single cigarette free from her pack, flipped it between her index and middle finger, and raised it to her lips delicately. “God,” she complained while lighting it. “How did I get such a baby protecting me?”

I sensed this was a rhetorical question, but answered anyway.

“I’m good at what I do,” I said.

The older lady eyed me suspiciously. Her gaze was powerful. The dark mascara and eyeliner surrounded by her tan, olive skin gave her the look of a Greek goddess who stared with piercing eyes. Not wanting to relent to appearing weak after being insulted for my age, I didn’t break eye contact either. The long seconds ticked by as the seductive trail of smoke drifted up from the cigarette in her fingers.

Finally, her eyes softened, and her lips curved slightly. “And what is it that you do?” she asked, taking a small drag from her smoke.

I racked my brain for the brief second I had for consideration, trying to come up with a clever answer, but when none arrived, I went the other way.

“I hurt people who need hurting. I protect people who need protecting,” I said.

Marlene smiled, showing off her wondrous white and straight teeth as she ashed her cigarette in a tray, “I like you, Michael. Tell me, are you going to be working all night?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Good. That’s good. I will feel better knowing you are outside my door.” Marlene’s smile changed, somehow, to look like a laugh at a joke that I didn’t hear.

“Goodnight, ma’am,” I said, taking a step backwards and trying to leave professionally.

I closed the door and stood with my back to the door for several minutes before the sounds began. Light moans and flinted, pitched gasps. I could hear the gorgeous cries of Marlene’s voice as she masturbated. She did not try to hide the pitch of her voice. She wanted me to hear for a reason, and it was working. My cock stirred in my pants despite all efforts to stop it. Marlene, as I felt my cock flex against my pants.

Only minutes passed before I heard something else. My name.

“Michael,” she whispered. Like it was an enchantment of some kind. “Michael.”

There was no fear in her voice. No panic. I knew why she beckoned me when I turned to face the door. Taking a deep breath, I thought not to enter. Just to ignore her call. But my body moved like it had a mind of its own. Opening the door, I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.


CHAPTER FIVE




Marlene looked up at me from her bed. The covers were a mess beneath her. Her legs were spread apart. Her inner thighs glistened. The moonlight from the window cast a white glow over the woman’s olive skin. Shadows covered her eyes, but I knew she’d stared at me. With every step, I walked closer to her. The woman inched lower on her bed. The same sexy red dress was still draped from her body.

The woman looked up at me as she extended her hand and gently petted the crotch of my suit pants. With slow strokes of her palm, she brought my cock to life and felt it grow in my pants. All the while looking up at me with her haunted ocean blue eyes. One of her black strands of hair looped down her forehead over her cheek, beckoning me to reach out. Brushing the hair away, he cupped her cheek and felt the woman tilt her head into his hand. She bit her lip as she groomed his cock harder, forming a c shape with her hand to work it around.

Rubbing my thumb over her upper lip, Marlene’s lips parted and her white teeth quickly bit down on me as I depressed her tongue. The devious smile she made with my thumb in her mouth only made my cock throb harder. Marlene’s hands got to work undressing me. Unzipping my pants and unfastening my belt, she jumped and giggled when my pants fell to the ground with speed due to the weight of my gun holstered on the back of my belt.

“Is that dangerous?” she asked, sending a glance at my still holstered gun.

“Not as dangerous as me,” I said evenly.

A fire was lit in the woman’s eye as she rubbed my hardening shaft toward my abs as she put her lips to my boxers. Kissing up the base of my shaft, she slowly peeled down the underwear and let my bare shaft brush across her cheek. Marlene’s delicate fingers wrapped around my shaft and stroked me tenderly. Her pink lips came together to press kisses on my balls one at a time as her pumping motion intensified. I felt her other hand loop around my bare thigh, her fingernails digging in just below my ass to keep me tight to her. As if I’d leave.

Shake her long black hair out of her face. Marlene panted with excitement through parted lips as she inched her mouth closer to the tip of my cock. Seeing the growing droplet of pre-cum she was pumping out of my shaft, her eyebrows came together as she whispered something in Italian and she licked her lips. Extending her tongue, she licked a circle around the throbbing head of my cock before brushing the tip of her tongue over my urethra. When she pulled away, she held out her tongue to show the long stream of semen that dangled between her tongue and my cock before quickly bringing her lips back to my shaft and swallowing the entire string.

I released a gasp when I felt her moist lips wrap around the head of my cock. Marlene’s head bobbed on my cock, slowly at first. Inching forward and backward, she moved like she was making out with my cock. I felt her tongue lick and rub every side of my head as she hummed a note of approval. She wiped her free hand over several locks of hair that bounced over the side of her face.

Reaching down, I scooped her hair out of her face on both sides and pulled her hair back in a tight ponytail as she bobbed deeper down my shaft again and again. Each time inching farther down my length. Her hand pumping my shaft at its base adjusted to cup and lightly massage my balls. For a married woman of thirty years, she knew what she was doing. Marlene’s tongue licked at every angle. Her lips put the right amount of pressure around my shaft, and her increasing speed was almost too much to bear. Every muscle in my body flexed at different times as I struggled to keep myself from cumming only to feel her push down on me faster.

I released a groan, and she quickly moaned back. Breathing heavily through her nose, the mature woman's face fucked herself on my cock as it twitched and flexed between her lips. I came so hard I was dizzy as the strings of warm semen spurted on her tongue and the back of her throat. Feeling the length of her soaked tongue rub across the tip of my shaft, Marlene swallowed as she forced her lips down me, soaking my entire cock in her saliva.

“Ugh!” I groaned with a final flex.

When Marlene finally released her lips from my cock, a trail of slobber stretched down to her chin that she wiped away with the back of her hand.

“Mmmm…” she hummed with a high-pitched inflection. “You taste as good as you look. Here, darling. Let me make some room for you.”

Marlene leaned back on the bed with her legs spread. The skirt of her dress only covered the top of one of her legs as the slit revealed the perfectly shaved pussy lips. I moved forward, and Marlene scooted backwards with a playful smile on her face. Following her onto the bed, I chased after her in a crawl. The married woman giggled as she turned onto her hands and knees and tried to crawl to the head of the king-sized bed.

Slipping my hand in the crook of her skinny hips, I grabbed hold of her, prompting her to release a yelping giggle as I pulled her back to press against my front. My firm, calloused palm rubbed up the front of her body, feeling every ridge and curve she had. Her hard nipples pierced through the thin sheen of her dress. When my hands cupped her breasts and mashed them together in a massage, I heard her coo and moan. Marlene’s tight ass ground sharply against my crotch.

Sliding my hand around her hips, I left a streak of her pussy juices across her flesh as I shoved her forward roughly.

“Ooo,” Marlene yelped and giggled as her hands caught her fall on the mattress. My palm followed the curve of her ass, and my thumb slipped down the black line of her ass crack, prompting a mischievous, hooked smile over her shoulder at me. The tip of my middle finger made several wide circling motions over her slippery lips before plunging inside her.

“Oh! Yes…” she gasped desperately.

With a steady pace, I fingered her pussy with one finger from behind and listened to the high-pitched squeals escape her lips with every thrust. I inserted a second finger, and Marlene collapsed forward, biting the pillow as she moaned into it with her ass in the air. Brushing aside the red fabric of her dress, I watched the thin material slide up her body and nearly over her shoulders as her ass stood tall.

“Ooooo yahh… don’t stop…” Marlene whined. Her beautiful accent touched every note of her moans. “Fuck me… fuck me hard…”

My biceps and pectoral muscles flexed hard as my fingers pounded in and out of her pussy. I felt her juices soak my fingers as much as my hand as I stuffed inside of her. The arch of her back grew until it was shaped like a ‘U’, and her fists balled around the sheets that had been ripped from the bed.

“Ugh! Ah! Yes yes yes! Oh gahd! Smack my ass!” she begged.

I slapped my palm on her right cheek hard with a sharp sting. It made her yelp then groan in a moan. “Oh ya! Again!”

Raising his hand, I smacked it down sharply, causing a red mark on her cheek.

“Ohhh!” she screamed as I pumped her pussy harder. Rocking her entire body back and forth with every thrust.

Smack smack smack!

Her ass cheek turned a bright shade of pink and her hips buckled low as she cried out.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” she grunted.

Her tan brown thighs trembled and convulsed as she twisted the sheets beneath her. The orgasm overcoming her entire body.

“Oh gah—gah! Yes!” she cried and fell to her side.

My hand glistened as I pulled it from her pussy. Crawling over the top of the woman, I used my dry hand to brush the hair out of her face. She was panting when she turned on her back to look at me. We had time to share the briefest of smiles. Her glittering white teeth of her perfect smile.

The sound of glass breaking captured both of our attention, but the gun blasts that followed sent us both tumbling to the ground.
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PREVIEW!


Naughty School: Principal Daniels


The corners of Principal Daniels’ dark red lip sticked lips curved upward slightly. “I said, we’re going to have to have a group sit down meeting with you and your parents. And… I’m likely going to have to fire Professor Cherry. Maybe even submit the text screen shots to the police…”

“But we didn’t do anything… and I’m 18 years old—I…” Panic seeped into Michael. He really didn’t want to tell his parents about his sexting… not to mention the dick pic he sent his teacher. But more than that he didn’t want to ruin his teacher’s career. Professor Cherry was a nice lady and she was just starting off in her job. 

I mean, she’s 35 years old professor. If she got fired her life would be ruined. And  Principal Daniels doesn’t even know about Professor Rodriguez’s involvement, yet.

“Is there… Look I can do extra assignments, or community service, or anything really, just don’t punish Professor Cherry. Please,” Michael begged.

“You’re a sweet kid,” Principal Daniels admitted, uncrossing her legs. Opening a drawer in her desk, she removed a pack of cigarettes, withdrew a fat white stick, and lit it with a lighter. His eyes widened in shock, watching the trail of smoke dance above her as she stared at him. He quickly looked away, pretending he didn’t see the infraction. She reached behind her, picking up Michael’s cellphone on her desk and began swiping through the screen. It was the same phone that had screen shots of Michael’s sexting. As well as containing several dick pics and half nude images of his abs and chest. A playful grin came over her face as she looked at something she liked. “You’re pretty horny, too.” 

Principal Daniels’ eyes flicked to mine before returning to the screen they must’ve seen the utter panic in my expression. She took another pull and let the smoke drift out of her lips. There was a slight curl of amusement there.

How the fuck am I supposed to respond to that?

“Um… yeah… Sorry?” He said but it sounded more like a question. 

“The problem, Michael, is if I don’t respond to this appropriately, 1. I could get in trouble. And 2. How do I know that you won’t just keep doing this with Professor Cherry? Or another one of our teachers in this school?”

Michael was thinking fast on his feet, which he was terrible at. What is she looking for?

“Well, for one thing I have not told anyone nor would I because I don’t want Professor Cherry in trouble… or or… you. Also, I’ll-i’ll just-I won’t date or talk to anyone in this school. I mean, this is my senior year. I am graduating soonish.”

“I suppose, I could trust you… that is if I knew you had an appropriate way to stay honest, lets say… keep your mind out of the gutter…”

“Sure, sure,” Michael nodded, having no idea what she meant. He also tried to ignore the fact that he was not being totally honest with his principal, either.

“A schedule… maintenance of your needs, perhaps,” she said, setting the phone down.

“Of course, if that’s what it takes, I’ll do it,” Michael nodded.

Principal Daniels smiled as she stood straight, looking down on her pupil with cigarette in hand. “Excellent, dear. Then take off your pants.”
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