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Landing The Client

“Hey, honey. How did your meeting today go?”

“It was so frustrating,” Melanie said, pacing the length of her hotel room as she spoke into her phone. “I know it would be great to land this account, but honestly I don’t think I see it happening.”

“Oh?” her husband said over the phone. “Why’s that?”

Melanie thought back on the meeting she’d just had, if you could even really call it that. It was meant to be the first of four meetings that would take place over that week. The potential client, Rupert Shane, had recently inherited a great sum of wealth from a reclusive and estranged relative, and unlike that relative he wanted to be more aggressive with how he used that wealth. When he reached out to her, he had insisted on the multiple in-person meetings saying that he wanted to be thorough in going over and understanding what services Melanie was offering and how she would manage his money.

It was an unorthodox request, but Melanie had agreed because landing Mr. Shane’s account would be a big win for her. After not getting ahead the way she thought she should at a couple of different financial institutions, the 29 year old had decided to try striking out on her own as an independent money manager. She’d been at it for a few months and had a couple of clients, but she needed more and bigger ones if she was going to make her new business venture truly profitable. And so she’d driven the three hours upstate to Albany from New York City and rented a hotel so she wouldn’t have to commute back and forth each day for these meetings. She’d shown up at Rupert’s mansion, an old but well kept building a bit outside the city, ready to discuss how she might handle his portfolio. But that wasn’t what ended up happening at all.

The man who had opened the door was about a head shorter than her, roughly twice her age, and disheveled in appearance, but his posture and demeanor conveyed a level of confidence, even cockiness. Melanie reached out to shake his hand, but he didn’t take it. He simply stood in the doorway and looked her over, then frowned and shook his head.

“No,” he said. “Your outfit isn’t working for me.”

“Excuse me?” Melanie said, too stunned by the statement to even really feel offended.

She was dressed in a well-fitted gray pants-suit that she’d paired with a white blouse and black loafers. She wore a tasteful amount of make-up, and her long, brown hair was collected neatly in a bun. The whole ensemble projected crisp professionalism.

By contrast Rupert wore a navy track suit with a stained white tank top and sneakers. While Melanie was put together, the older man didn’t even try to be presentable, his thinning hair sticking up wildly, his face sporting several days unkempt growth, and the bottom of his beer gut sticking out from under his tank top. If anyone should be complaining about someone’s outfit for the meeting, it should be Melanie. Clearly she was the only one taking it seriously enough to show up in a presentable fashion, not that she would ever say anything like that to a potential client. And yet here the old slob was commenting on her attire.

“You heard me,” Rupert said, his eyes moving over Melanie’s body. Tall, leggy, curvy in the right spots, and gifted with a pretty face, she was no stranger to male attention, but most men didn’t leer so openly at her, especially in business meetings. But it was already starting to feel to her that this wasn’t what that was.

She was about to reply and point out his comment was inappropriate, but Rupert continued to speak.

“From now on when you’re meeting with me, I want you to dress sexy,” he said. He gazed intensely at her as he spoke, and all the while the fingers on his left hand gripped a ring on his right ring finger and rotated it. For a moment Melanie thought she saw the thing glow with an eerie light, but she was too distracted by Rupert’s inappropriate words to really pay attention to it.

“I want you to wear slutty clothing, and slutty make-up,” he continued, still turning the ring. “I want you to enjoy dressing this way. And I want you to enjoy revealing your body, especially to me.”

“Well, that’s…no,” Melanie said, taking a breath to calm herself. “Mr. Shane, I came here to talk business.”

“So did I,” he said. “And if you want to have me as a client, you’ll come back tomorrow having met my demands.”

Melanie had stormed away from the house after that. She fumed as she drove back to the hotel, was still fuming when she had called her husband. She didn’t want to burden him, but she needed to vent at least a little.

“His demands are just…so ridiculous,” she said.

“Let me guess, he wants some type of special treatment?”

“Something like that,” she said. “But really it’s more that he clearly doesn’t respect me, that he thinks he can walk all over me. I think that might be why he wanted to hire me.”

“Ah, one of those.”

“Yeah, one of those,” she said with a sigh.

But beyond that she decided not elaborate. Despite how angry her interaction with Rupert Shane had made her, Melanie found herself reluctant to go into details. She knew it would only rile her husband up, and she didn’t need that. She was a big girl who could take care of herself. So instead she pivoted the conversation towards her husband’s day and how he was doing while she was away on business. It helped to take her mind off that disastrous meeting and to calm her down, at least a little.

She was annoyed that this trip already looked like it was going to be a bust. She had been hoping to land this account, seeing it as a great way to really launch her business. She prided herself on her persistence and ability to problem-solve. In short, she was no quitter. But despite how good landing Rupert as a client might be for her, there was no way she was returning for a second meeting with that man.

X-X-X

“He’s impossible! He just wants…too much,” Melanie growled into her phone as she walked into her hotel the next day, the long heels of her open-toed stilettos clicking against the building’s marbled floor.

“I’m sorry this one’s so difficult,” her husband said. “I’m actually sort of surprised that you went back to see him today after what you said about him yesterday.”

On some level Melanie was surprised herself, but after getting off the phone with her husband the day before she had started to find herself more open to Rupert’s dress code demands. If all she had to do was dress a bit differently for him than she normally did in order to land his account, wouldn’t it be worth it? Was it really so difficult or distasteful that she couldn’t give it a try? She had ended up spending the rest of the afternoon seeking out the appropriate attire for her follow-up meeting with Rupert.

“I…came up with a new angle for the pitch,” she said. Of course she wasn’t going to explain that “new angle” was an outfit she would never have worn even in her youthful (and single) barhopping and clubbing days. The little black skirt clung to her hips and didn’t even reach mid-thigh, letting the world see her long legs which were made even longer and more statuesque by her six-inch heels. Her top left her toned mid-riff revealed and was designed to showcase her cleavage, which was elevated by the lacy push-up bra she wore underneath. Her face was made up with mascara, eye shadow, rouge, and red lipstick, and she’d let her hair down, so her brown tresses framed her face.

Melanie had never been one to dress in such a…showy fashion, but over the course of the day she had found that she liked it. There was something about it that felt freeing. And the looks she got, those were nice too. She caught yet another man giving her the once over as she walked by and felt a now-familiar warmness between her legs at having drawn his attention.

“I take it that still didn’t work.”

“No,” she replied to her husband, his voice drawing her from her reverie. “He was more receptive than yesterday, but I still don’t see how I can close a deal with him.”

She had expected that showing up to Rupert’s home dressed as he’d requested would open the door to business discussions, but that wasn’t how things played out.

He had actually let her inside this time, though only after having her do a turn for him on his door step, so he could see how her outfit looked on all sides, and letting her know she was a “hot piece of ass.” Melanie felt she should have found the whole degrading process upsetting but instead found it kind of thrilling, enjoying the way Rupert’s eyes took in her body.

Pleased by her acquiescence to his dress code demand, he had ushered her through the door of his home. The halls and rooms of the mansion were full of display cases and pedestals that housed or showcased various artifacts. Many of them looked ancient and like they came from other countries or cultures.

“Uncle Leo was a collector of curiosities,” Rupert said when he saw Melanie’s eyes moving between the displays. The way he said the phrase made it sound quoted, like maybe it was something Uncle Leo had said about himself. It was also the only explanation Rupert bothered to give of all the ancient oddities that were residing in what was now his home.

He led her to a room that he referred to as his office, which was quite plain in comparison to the rest of the house and held only a computer desk, a couple of chairs, and some filing cabinets.

“So, are we ready to talk business?” Melanie asked, about ready to take a seat and jump into things.

“Not quite yet,” Rupert said, still standing. “Before we get into any of that, I want you to give me a blow job.”

“What?” Melanie said, loudly in shock.

“I want you to give me a blow job,” he repeated, this time fixing her with an intense stare and twirling the ring on his finger again. “And I want you to be enthusiastic about it. I want you to love the feel of my cock in your mouth, in your hands, between your tits. I want playing with my cock to get you aroused and excited. And I want you to love the taste of my cum in your mouth and the feel of it on your skin. I want you to cum when you’ve gotten me off and feel fulfilled that you’ve satisfied me.”

“That’s a lot of wishful thinking, not to mention totally inappropriate,” Melanie said, manging only to find her voice once Rupert had stopped speaking. “This is supposed to be a business meeting — ”

“And if you want my business, you’ll have to please me first,” Rupert said, cutting her off.

“I’m a married woman,” she said, holding up her left hand to show off her wedding and engagement rings.

“This has nothing to do with your marriage,” Rupert said. “It’s about showing that you can satisfy a client.”

“I’m not going to cheat on my husband,” she said.

“A blow job is hardly cheating,” he said.

“It’s not happening,” Melanie said in a firmer voice. Then she batted her eyes and softened her voice as she continued, “but maybe this will help satisfy you.”

She had gotten naked, then though not all at once. She had made a show of it, each piece of her skimpy outfit getting slowly removed and discarded one by one. As much as she had enjoyed the way her outfit showed off her body for Rupert, being naked in front of him was even more exciting. She ended her little routine sitting on the free chair in only her heels with her legs spread to reveal her well-trimmed bush and her chest thrust out proudly to let his eyes feast on her tits.

She had let him take a picture of her like that with his phone, the prospect of him getting to see her fully revealed body whenever he wanted adding to her excitement. She had proceeded to make the case that there wouldn’t be another money manager out there willing to let him have such a nice view during meetings. But still he had been adamant about the blow job, and that had been where negotiations had broken down.

“He’s playing hardball then?” her husband asked over the phone.

“Pretty much,” Melanie said, as she arrived at the hotel’s elevator banks and hit the up button.

“Well, you said he was more receptive today,” he pointed out. “Maybe tomorrow you’ll find a work around or way to break through.”

“Maybe,” she said with a sigh, as she stepped into the elevator. She wasn’t about to tell him what Rupert had actually requested of her, though he would probably be happy to know that it had effectively killed any chance of the man becoming her client. She didn’t want to mention it just yet, but she was thinking about seeing if the hotel would partially refund her reservation if she checked out early. It just didn’t seem that there was much point in meeting with Shane again.

Another hotel guest joined her in the elevator before the doors shut. She felt his eyes on her body and felt the pleasant warmth of having drawn his attention. She turned the conversation to her husband’s day, aiming to keep things G-Rated while she was in the elevator, but she hoped he might be up for a…different type of conversation once she was alone in her room. At least that way she could have a little fun before pulling the plug on this trip and putting Shane and his outrageous demands in her rear view.

X-X-X

“Hey, babe! Any progress today?”

“No,” Melanie said, her voice dour in contrast to her husband’s chipper tone. She stepped out of her car and began walking towards the hotel. “I just feel like I can’t make any headway with this guy.”

“So he won’t budge on certain issues?”

“No, it’s not that exactly,” she said, thinking back on the meeting she’d just had with Rupert.

This time she had shown up in a red bustier crop top that really pushed forward her cleavage and a black latex mini-skirt that hugged her backside and exposed most of her legs. The outfit had met Rupert’s approval, and soon they were back in his office where he had taken a seat in his chair and enjoyed watching Melanie slowly remove her top. Then she had gone to him and sat on his lap, letting him fondle her tits and taken them in his mouth all while grinding against his crotch and feeling his bulge press against her.

“I’ve changed my mind,” she whispered seductively into his ear. “I’m ready to show you just how much I can please you.”

“What happened to all that talk about not cheating on your husband?” Rupert asked, taunting her.

“You were right,” she said. She wasn’t sure when it had happened but at some point the previous night the next words uttered really had come to make sense to her. “This is just business.”

She moved off his lap to kneel between his legs, and he raised his hips off the chair to let her remove his pants and boxers. His dick was already hard and pointing rigidly towards the ceiling. Outside of the gray hairs around it, his member didn’t look so different from any of her past lovers’ in terms of size or shape, but even as she just took it between her hands she knew it was different.

She let out a soft moan as she fondled him, her pussy starting to feel wet even from just handling his cock. The sensation of her arousal only intensified when she took him into her mouth. Melanie had never objected to giving head. She enjoyed doing it for her husband, as she had for her past boyfriends, because she liked them and wanted to make them feel good. But she had never received joy simply from performing the act the way she did with Rupert. The more she worked him the more aroused she found herself, and so the more enthusiastically she stroked and sucked him.

“Mmm…that’s nice. Yeah, suck it, slut,” Rupert moaned and egged her on with similar comments, his breathing getting gradually more ragged, until finally she felt him grab a handful of her hair and start to thrust up into her mouth.

“Oh God, I’m gonna cum!”

He thrust up into Melanie’s throat with a final grunt, and she felt his member beginning to pulse between her lips. His cum filled her mouth, and at that same moment she felt her own climax wash over her. She moaned loudly around his cock as her mouth continued to fill with his load. She drank it down, her head still held in place by his grip, and somewhere in the back of her mind she acknowledged that she enjoyed the taste and feel of his cum in her mouth, something that she had never felt before.

Eventually the pulsing of Rupert’s cock slowed, and he released his grip on her hair, as he leaned back in his chair. Melanie swallowed down the last of his cum, then released him from her mouth. She sat back on her heels smiling up at him. She was somewhat surprised at how she had climaxed just from giving head. That had never happened before. It left a warm glow in her body and felt at least like a reward for a job well done.

“I hope that was satisfying enough, Mr. Shane,” she said coyly.

“You are quite a good cocksucker,” he said, leering down at her, “just like I thought you would be.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she said. “And maybe now we can get down to business.”

“Well, as good as that was, I have to tell you that I’m not going to agree to anything until I get inside that pussy,” Rupert said.

“What?” Melanie said, her flirty smile disappearing into a look of disbelief.

“I’m not going to sign anything or hire you until I get to fuck you,” Rupert said, rephrasing his point and speaking more slowly in order to drive it home.

“I thought we had a deal,” she said, exasperated. “I give you a blow job, and we talk business.”

“I am talking business,” he said. “I’m telling you that I will sign with you, but only after I get what I want.” He gave her that intense stare again and began turning his ring. “And I want you to let me fuck you. I want you to love the feeling of my cock inside you. I want you to experience more pleasure fucking me than you have with anyone else. I want you to realize that no other cock will be able to bring you pleasure like mine can. And I want you to experience a massive orgasm whenever I cum inside you.”

“You’re not gonna fuck me, much less cum inside of me,” Melanie said when Rupert was done. “Look, a little BJ here or there to help entice a client or smooth something over is one thing, but I love my husband, and I’m not gonna cheat on him.”

“Well then I guess we’re at an impasse,” Rupert said.

“Are you sure?” Melanie said, slipping back into her flirty voice. She leaned in and kissed his cock, then swirled her tongue around the head and smiled up at him. “Is there nothing I can do to change your mind?”

She took him back into her mouth and began to work him until he was hard again, which happened faster than she might have thought. Then she really went to town. She deep throated him, gagging herself on his length until her eyes watered. She took his heavy balls into her mouth, sucking on them as she stroked his shaft. She pressed his wet cock between her tits, massaging him with her melons.

“No other money manager will do this for you,” she cooed as she titty-fucked him. “Just think, I can do this for you every time we have a meeting. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“I’ve stated my terms,” he replied.

“But you’ll be missing out on all the things I will do for you if you don’t sign with me,” she said, before taking him back into her mouth.

She had sensed when he was ready to cum and brought him just to the edge with her mouth before stroking him to completion and letting him unload all over her face. Melanie had never let a man cum on her face before, but she wanted to go all out for Rupert, to show him the type of treatment he could expect from her. She hadn’t really been expecting the degrading act to trigger another orgasm in her, but it was a nice added benefit. Still, Rupert had remained unwavering in his demand, and so she had left.

“The problem is that he keeps moving the goal posts,” Melanie said to her husband, as she entered the hotel.

She felt the eyes of some of the workers and guests she passed moving over her and felt that nice little thrill of knowing they were taking in her body. She also became acutely aware of the fact that if they happened to look closely at her face, they would notice Rupert’s cum still there, caked on her skin. She had wiped away the biggest globs — sucked them off her fingers just to enjoy the taste — but plenty remained, and the thought that someone might see it made her even hotter. What a naughty girl she’d become on this trip.

“That’s annoying,” her husband said. “But you do have another meeting with him tomorrow. Maybe you can find a way to hammer something out.”

“Hopefully,” she said. She was still uncertain about whether or not she should take that last meeting. Rupert certainly seemed like he was going to stick to his demand for sex, and that was a line Melanie simply wouldn’t cross. But maybe a sexier outfit and some more blow jobs would help to persuade him that she was, in fact, the right money manager for him. But that was a problem to ponder later. At that moment there was something else she wanted to focus on.

“I’m going to be back in my room shortly,” she purred into the phone. “I was thinking that maybe we could have a ‘chat’ like yesterday to help distract me from these awful negotiations.”

Her husband was predictably excited by the prospect, and Melanie was happy to put Rupert out of her head and enjoy herself on the last night of what ultimately looked like it was going to be a fruitless trip.

X-X-X

“Hey, baby, uh, I’m, uh, s-sorry I didn’t pick up earlier. Mr. Shane and I are, um, still working some things…out.”

“Oh, still?”

“Uh-huh! I…mmm, I think we’ve had a, uh, break through.”

“Really? Well, congratulations, that’s great!”

Melanie couldn’t help but let out a little giggle. She doubted her husband would be quite so enthusiastic if he could see what that break through actually looked like.

At that moment she was on her back in Rupert’s master bed wearing nothing but fishnet stockings and the garter belt they were clipped to. Those same stocking-clad legs were draped over Rupert’s shoulders, as he knelt on the bed. He gripped them in his hands as he thrust slowly and steadily into her, his large belly shaking each time his hips rocked forward. He wore a smirk on his face as he watched her trying to keep it together as she spoke to her husband while his cock was lodged inside her.

“Yes, it is great,” she said, winking at Rupert. “We’ve been, uh, going at it…long and hard…uh, all day.”

Indeed, what was it? The eighth time now? Melanie had lost count. She had come to him after checking out of the hotel having decided, after sleeping on it, to give in to Rupert’s demand. She really did need his account, and she had already done things with him that she knew she had to keep from her husband, what was one more? Ultimately it would be good for their finances, and so, in a way, she was doing it for him, even if he would never know about it.

The first time had been in Rupert’s office with her bent over his desk as his cock took her to heights of pleasure she had never felt before that ended with her screaming like a banshee when he erupted inside her. She had really only planned for it to be the one time, to let him have his way with her, get him to sign the contract, and then head home. But in the shivering afterglow of the most powerful orgasm she’d ever had, she found that she couldn’t resist when he guided her to her knees and placed his cock on his lips.

One more time soon became another, and at some point Rupert had led her from the office to his bedroom. He did seem to have an amazingly short recovery period. Between one of their sessions Melanie had said as much, and Rupert had said something about one of Uncle Leo’s artifacts being some sort of fertility totem, but she figured he was just messing with her.

“Well I’m glad this last meeting ended up being so productive,” her husband said. “Do you think you’re gonna be hitting the road soon?”

“Mmm…well, unfortunately that’s the bad news,” Melanie said. “We’re, uh, very close to a, uh, deal, but there are a few more, um, things to hammer out. I, um, I am going to, uh, need to stay through the weekend.”

In reality Rupert had actually already signed her contract. It had happened in another one of those little down times between fuck sessions. But he had made one last demand of her to stay through the weekend to keep him company, and between the deal finally almost being closed and her brain being so sex addled, Melanie found that she couldn’t refuse. Of course, her husband didn’t need to know all those details.

“Oh, that’s…well I was looking forward to seeing you tonight, but I understand. I miss you.”

“I miss you too, sweetie. I’m, uh, sorry about all this.”

“Did you have any problems extending your hotel stay?”

“Uh, no…well, um, Mr. Shane offered to put me up at another, uh, place, since he’s, uh, demanding more of my time,” Melanie said, to assure him. Of course, the place Rupert was going to be putting her up at was his own home in his own bed. But again, her husband didn’t need to know all these details.

“Well that’s nice of him.”

“Oh yeah, real nice,” she said, struggling to hold back her moans, as the pleasure she was feeling from Rupert’s cock threatened to overwhelm her. “Anyway, I, uh, should really get going. We still have…lots to do.”

“Okay, I won’t keep you,” her husband said with a chuckle. “I’m glad you managed to turn things around after that rocky start.”

“Uh, yeah, it feels so good to finally be on, uh, the same page,” she said. “But I’ll talk to you later — oh! — uh, tomorrow. I’ll call, uh, tomorrow.”

“Sounds good, baby. Good luck with the rest of your meeting. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Melanie pulled the phone away from her ear and jammed her finger against the end call button. When she saw that she was no longer connected to her husband, she tossed the phone away from her and let out a moan.

“Oh God…mmm…fuck me.”

“With pleasure,” Rupert said, smiling down at her as he began to pick up the pace. “That was so naughty. You liked it, didn’t you. Talking to your husband with my dick inside you.”

Picking up the call mid-coitus had been Rupert’s idea. Melanie had wanted to wait to just call him back, but he had thrust the phone into her hands, and she had found herself going along with it. Part of her felt guilty about it, but a bigger part of her really enjoyed it, and so she moaned out an honest response.

“Uh, yesss. Fuck. It was so hot.”

“That’s what I thought,” Rupert grunted. “You’re my naughty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Uh-huh. Yes. Ungh!”

“Say it,” Rupert growled.

“I’m your naughty little slut!” Melanie moaned, feeling herself getting closer to yet another climax. She’d lost count of how many she’d had that day with each of their sessions bringing her over the cliff multiple times. All she knew for sure was that she’d never experienced anything like the kind of carnal pleasure she was receiving from her new client.

“Yeah, that’s right. You love this cock, don’t you.”

“Oh it’s…so good. So fucking good.”

“Better than your husband’s?” he said, leering down at her.

“So much better!” she moaned, responding without hesitation. With her orgasm approaching she was far past feeling any kind of guilt or reservation.

“Yeah, he can’t fuck you like I can, can he?”

“No. Ungh! Ungh! Oh God!”

“I bet your happy you agreed to stay so you don’t have to go home to his limp dick,” Rupert taunted her. Melanie just moaned, which apparently wasn’t the response that he wanted, as he started to slow down his thrusts.

“Yes, I’m happy! I want this cock! I want your cock! Just don’t stop!”

Rupert chuckled and picked up his pace again, and Melanie began to moan. Rupert’s cock wasn’t any bigger or different than any of her past lovers’, but the way it felt inside her was. Every thrust seemed to hit exactly the right spot and bring with it continuous growing waves of pleasure. Until…

“I’m cumming! Oh! Ungh! Don’t stop! Ungh! So good! Ungh!”

The pleasure crested, filling her body, then dissipated slowly, leaving her feeling warm and tingly. She looked up at Rupert, still positioned between her legs, giving him a lazy, contented smile.

“God, I love watching you cum for me,” he said, a smug look on his face. “It’s so fucking hot.” While he hadn’t stopped thrusting into her, he had slowed his pace as she rode out her orgasm, but now he began to thrust hard again. “And now it’s my turn.”

“Oh yes, fuck me, baby,” Melanie said, giving him a sultry smile. “I want you to cum for me. Finish inside me.”

Over the course of the day she had discovered that, no matter how many times she came while he fucked her, she always seemed to cum in response to Rupert’s own orgasm. She had also discovered that as good as her orgasms were when he finished on her face, or her tits, or her backside, they were always best when he finished inside her. And so she coaxed him towards that outcome.

“I want you to fill me up, baby. I want to feel that load inside of me. All that cum, I want it in my belly.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” Rupert grunted with exertion as he thrust into her. His belly slapped into her hips, shaking from the impacts, and sweat beaded on his brow. “I’m gonna give it to you.”

“Yes, give it to me. Do it, baby. Make me yours.”

“Ungh! Fuck!”

Melanie felt his cock pulse inside her and let out a sudden howl of pleasure. Her back arched, toes curled, and her hands gripped the bed sheets as an even larger explosion of pleasure than the one she had just experienced wracked her body. She felt herself shaking as it passed through her. She felt Rupert’s member moving inside her, felt the warmth of his discharge. Then at some point she was vaguely aware that he had stopped moving, and then that they were disconnected, but she was too overcome to do much other than bask in the joy of the carnal release that rippled through her body.

When she came back to her senses, Melanie found Rupert propped up on some pillows looking down at her prone form.

“Well, I have to say, you certainly know how to take care of your clients,” he said. “I’m glad I signed with you.”

“You drive a hard bargain,” she said with a smirk. “But I think it’s worth it.”

“Oh me too. And now that I am your client, I have some thoughts on how we can establish a better working relationship.”

“Better than this?” Melanie said, waving her hand in a gesture encompassing both of their naked bodies and the bed they were lying in together. “I’m already giving you much more…special treatment than all of my other clients.”

“Yes, and I appreciate that, but I want an arrangement with a little more…exclusivity,” he said. He raised his hand as he began to turn that ring on his finger, gazing intensely at her as he continued to speak. “I want you to realize that you don’t want or need any clients other than me. I also want you to realize you’ve fallen out of love with your husband. I want you to realize that your full devotion is to me, and I want you to leave your husband and your old life to come live here where you’ll be able to satisfy all of my needs full time. I want you to realize that’s the type of arrangement not just that I want but that you want as well.”

When Rupert was done, Melanie just laughed.

“Look, it’s one thing to fool around a bit, but I’m not uprooting my whole life to come up here,” she said. “I love my husband and the life we’re building together. I really enjoy my job. I’m not going to abandon all that.”

“We’ll see,” Rupert said, smirking at her. “I have a feeling that you’ll come around to my way of thinking sooner or later. I the meantime, why don’t you get over here and remind me how well you can take care of your clients.”

He opened his legs, and Melanie could see that his dick was already starting to get hard again.

“Haven’t I been reminding you all day?” Melanie said, making a face at him.

“Just once more, and we can take a break to go to dinner,” he said. “Speaking of which, I hope you have some more sexy outfits to show off to me packed away in that suitcase?”

“You know it,” she said, as she repositioned herself on the bed, bringing her face right up to his cock.

“Good,” he said. “I can’t wait to go out on the town with a hottie like you on my arm. But first…”

He placed his hand on the back of her head and pulled her closer. Getting the message, Melanie moved forward and took his dick in her mouth. Once again she felt her pussy responding. She had to admit that she was maybe more happy that she had landed Rupert as a client for what he could do to her body than what he could do for her business. Even if that might sometimes involve having to listen to his wild and unrealistic demands…

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out Be My Valentine.
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