
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 2:

Her Coworker

Alex Skylar

Published by Alex Skylar, 2017.


This is a work of fiction.

Similarities to real people, places, or events

are entirely coincidental.

My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 2:

Her Coworker

First edition. January 17th, 2018.

Copyright © 2018 Alex Skylar

Written by Alex Skylar.

This story continues the events of My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend, by Alex Skylar.


Once upon a time, my wife Sarah and I got divorced. Now I know that doesn’t sound like the start of a fairytale romance, but in this case, it was.

Following our divorce, Sarah opened up with me that she had started seeing an old fling after we separated. I had always wanted to watch her with another man, but she had always brushed it off as a joke. After I started to ask her for details on her new man, she realized I wasn’t kidding. That started a crazy new relationship between us, where she would see her boyfriend, then tease me mercilessly while letting me have his sloppy seconds. Our old feelings resurfaced, and soon we found ourselves together in a non-traditional relationship where she could date other men while we stayed together and raised our son as a couple.

While her relationship with her old fling eventually fizzled out, Sarah would continue to date and sleep with other men. One such relationship developed with one of her coworkers. As the relationship progressed, she shared the details of it with me.

It all started on a midsummer day. Sarah worked in a long-term care facility as a nurse’s aide, where she helped out the patients with simple requests and kept an eye out for medical emergencies. Most of the residents weren’t mobile, and required assistance with even the most basic things.

There were three to four aides on each floor at any given time, and Sarah was frequently the most popular on her floor. A lot of the male residents loved having a gorgeous blonde to look at, and the male aides were just as eager to be on the same floor as her so they could drool over her looks.

There was one particular guy who stood out from the rest, though. His name was Paul, and unlike all of the other guys who milled around her, he was the only black man that worked shifts on her floor. From time to time, they would end up on the schedule at the same time, and Sarah found herself drawn to his fun personality. She was always intrigued by men who could make her laugh, and he had a cocky confidence that lent itself to being the jokester on staff.

His looks were pretty nice, too. He was tall and well-built, a regular at the gym. He had short cropped hair and a handsome face. It wasn’t long before Sarah began to wonder if the rumors about black men having bigger cocks was true.

Paul seemed to be equally interested in her, and they would often flirt innocently when they worked together. One night, she was joking around with him while the other aides were off with patients. As she overcame a fit of giggles, she realized he was staring at her with a sly grin.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked, feeling a little self-conscious.

“I’m trying to figure out if you’re on birth control, so I know if I’m going to put a baby in that belly when I fill you up,” he said with a smirk.

Sarah was on birth control, but that really didn’t matter. The way he was looking at her, fucking her with his eyes, she would have let him do it even if she was unprotected. The sheer audacity of his words destroyed all of her self-control. She knew she had my permission to fuck anyone she wanted, and in that moment, she wanted Paul inside her.

Sarah hopped out of her seat and grabbed him by the hand, pulling him down the hallway. The last four rooms at the end were unoccupied, so she led him to the farthest one and pulled him inside.

As soon as they were through the door, she pushed it closed and immediately pulled herself up against him into a passionate kiss. His hands pawed at her body, clutching it tightly as the sexual tension brought them closer together.

Sarah reached down for his cock. The thin fabric of his scrubs left little to the imagination, and she could feel the thickness of his manhood through them. She could feel the veins throbbing on the surface as he grew steadily harder. Sarah tightened her grip, and Paul moaned loudly into her mouth.

“On your knees,” he whispered in a deep, husky voice.

Sarah slid to the ground, her eyes looking up at him as he closed the blinds so nobody could see them. She grabbed the waistband of his scrubs and pulled them down. His boxer briefs came with them, and his thick black cock popped free right before her eyes. She gasped when she saw the sheer size of it, and she immediately knew this wouldn’t be the only time she hooked up with Paul. His beautiful cock held so many possibilities.

Sarah parted her lips and slid them over his fleshy shaft without any hesitation. His skin was warm and salty against her tongue, which fueled her desire for him.

Paul cupped her head and pressed his length deeper down her throat. He began thrusting, fucking her mouth while she knelt before him obediently. Sarah simply opened her throat and let him push as deep as her body allowed.

“Damn, you’re a good little slut,” he smirked down at her. “I bet your husband has no idea what a naughty little whore he married.”

Sarah released his cock and stood up. There was a look of confidence and lust in her eyes.

“He has no idea,” she replied, then pulled her shirt off and began unhooking her bra. “Let’s make it our little secret.”

Once she was topless, Paul grabbed her and pulled her back into his arms. Her breasts mashed against his chest and her fingers dug into his arms. She could feel herself dripping, her panties already wet. That was when he really took control.

Paul spun her around and grabbed her ponytail, then bent her over the bed in the room. The linens were fresh and smooth, and her nose filled with the clean scent of the detergent they used in the facility. She felt Paul pulling her scrub pants off, then ripping her panties aside as his other hand kept a tight grip on her hair. The heel of his hand pressed into her neck, keeping her face mashed into the bed.

His free hand probed her sex, and when he felt how ready she was, he grabbed his cock and rubbed the tip across her slit to lubricate it. Sarah’s body tensed in anticipation of his size, but he held back and continued to tease her mercilessly with just the tip.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded. “Just give it to me.”

“Beg me,” he commanded, as his fingers joined in the teasing.

“Please fuck me,” she groaned. “I need to feel a real man’s cock. My husband’s limp little dick could never compare to your cock. I want it so bad, more than I’ve ever wanted a man in my entire life.”

Sarah had a way with words, and that was all it took to convince him. Paul pressed the tip of his cock into her pussy and slipped easily inside. She clutched the sheets tightly as his manhood plunged into her and stretched her pussy wider than she had ever felt before.

Sarah clenched her teeth together, trying not to scream front the pain and ecstasy. If one of the other aides caught them, it wouldn’t be good. She put all of her energy into a steadily tightening grip and buried her face in the mattress below her.

Paul moved slow and deliberately, feeling her muscles move around his length. Sarah’s pussy seemed to hold him perfectly, and he increased his pace with every thrust. Soon he was pounding her hard enough to shake the entire bed.

After a few minutes, Paul pulled free and flipped her onto her back. Sarah lifted her legs up in the air and spread them wide, and her lover moved between them and slipped inside her again. For the first time, she looked into Paul’s eyes as he fucked her relentlessly. He leaned down and pressed his dark lips against hers, his hips maintaining the in and out motion of his cock. The sensation was incredible, and she lost herself in it.

Sarah’s first orgasm came hard and fast. Her entire body began to tingle at the same time, before the pleasure quickly intensified deep in her belly. Paul saw she was about to scream, and he clamped his hand tightly over her mouth to stop her while continuing to work her vagina. Her nose wasn’t covered, but his hand made it more difficult for her to breathe. The reduced oxygen fed her climax in a way that she had never felt, and the tightening in her belly spread down into her thighs and up her torso.

Sarah reached out instinctively to push him away, but Paul wasn’t about to give up his control. He let go of her mouth and grabbed her hands, pinning them over her head. He covered her mouth with his to stifle her cries while he fucked her harder and faster.

Thankfully, Paul only lasted a few more minutes himself. He pressed his cock deep inside her and unleashed a heavy load of his seed into her waiting pussy. She had never answered his question about if he would get her pregnant, but it was clear he didn’t care. He wanted to send her home to her husband dripping with another man’s cum.

Paul was still kissing her as his cock let out its last few twitches. He slipped free and stood up, towering over her with a look of smug satisfaction on his face.

“I hope that was a yes on the birth control, because I just left a pretty big load in there. I haven’t gotten off in over a week.”

Sarah giggled. Her entire body was still tingling. She wanted more, but the others would notice if they were gone too long, so she got up and hurriedly cleaned herself up while Paul tucked his beautiful cock into his scrub pants.

Sarah ducked out of the room first so that it wouldn’t look too suspicious. There was another aide waiting at the desk, but the young man didn’t say anything when she came out, so it seemed she had gotten away with it. Paul joined them a few minutes later, and the day continued as if nothing had happened.

Sarah continued to fool around with Paul whenever they were on the same shift together. Their flirting became more intense, and it only took the slightest suggestion to inspire them to sneak off for some fun. They often used empty rooms for their time together, but other times they would get creative. Sometimes they would meet in a stairwell that wasn’t used very often, and other times they would use the janitor’s closet or the boiler room for some privacy. The dirtier the place, the more Sarah enjoyed her bad behavior.

When the scheduler began assigning Paul to the overnight shifts, Sarah volunteered to work alongside him. It was a bit frustrating for me to sleep alone, knowing that my beautiful wife was sacrificing her time with me to spend more time with her new boyfriend, but that made it even more exciting when she would wake me up with her lips on my cock and a pussy full of Paul’s cum.

After a few months of working overnight, things got a little more interesting on one particular fall evening. Paul and Sarah were assigned to work together, but all of the other aides had called out for one reason or another. That left the two of them all alone on the floor. Normally that would be a good thing, but since they were the only ones there in the event of an emergency, they couldn’t sneak off to fool around. They had to stay at the desk when they weren’t in the room with patients.

Paul was particularly flirty that night, and he seemed to enjoy teasing Sarah endlessly. He knew what she wanted, and he kept the thought of his cock fresh in her mind. Sometimes his hand would brush across her ass, or he might make a joke about how a thorough fucking would help her stay awake for the whole shift. Every time he teased, she would roll her eyes back in her head and walk away, knowing that she would find no relief that night.

Around two in the morning, they were sitting at the main desk chatting again. All of the patients were asleep, and the entire building was silent. Once again, Paul took the opportunity to stimulate Sarah’s mind.

“What is the fastest you’ve ever made a man cum with your mouth?” he asked with a sly grin.

“I’m not sure, but I’m sure I could get you off in less than a minute if I really tried,” she snapped back with a matching smile.

“I doubt that. I’m not that easy, even on my worst days.”

“Is that a challenge?” she said, turning her chair to face him.

“Come on, now,” he said. “You know we can’t leave this desk. If one of these alarms goes off, we have to be here.”

Sarah’s smile widened. She looked down the hallways quickly, then slid off of her chair onto the floor. She climbed under the main desk where the lead aide would usually sit, then beckoned to Paul. He immediately knew what she was up to, and rolled his chair over to the desk. Sarah untied his scrubs and he helped her slide them down off his hips. She sank her mouth onto his half-erect cock without another word and began sucking hungrily, feeling it grow between her lips.

Sarah felt so naughty. She loved fooling around in places where she could get caught, and this was probably the riskiest place they had tried yet.

Paul slipped his fingers through her golden blonde hair and moaned softly. Her lips slid up and down along his flesh, milking him with her oral muscles. They were approaching a minute when she heard a sound that made her stop cold in her tracks.

The elevator directly across from the desk dinged and the doors slid open. Someone had come to their floor, and there was no way for Sarah to get out without making it obvious what she was doing.

Paul tensed and sat up, but he held Sarah’s head down so that she couldn’t take his cock out of her mouth. She stopped moving, not wanting to draw any attention, but kept her lips on his shaft.

“Hey, Chris!” Paul said loudly. “Why are you doing down here?”

Chris was an aide from the floor above them. He was good friends with Paul, and had always been friendly with Sarah when they ended up on the same floor. She still didn’t want him knowing anything about her and Paul, so she remained still and listened to the two guys talking.

“Just thought I’d stop in and say hi,” Chris replied. “Are you all alone down here?”

“For now,” Paul answered. “Sarah is working, too, but she ran to the vending machine on the first floor to get some snacks.”

“Damn, that’s too bad,” Chris said, leaning on the desk over her head. “I was hoping to get a peek of that tight little ass of hers. She is an absolute smokeshow.”

Paul released his grip, and Sarah pulled away and raised her head to listen closer. She had the idea that Chris was interested in her, but he wasn’t really her type. That didn’t stop her from enjoying his blunt compliments.

“I guess, if you’re into that ‘skinny white girl’ look,” Paul answered nonchalantly.

It was clear he was trying to throw Chris off the scent, but Sarah still found herself a little annoyed by his response.

“Are you kidding me?” Chris exclaimed disbelievingly. “I would bang her any time, anywhere she wanted.”

“You’d fuck anything with a pulse,” Paul shot back. “Besides, I think she’s married.”

“That doesn’t mean anything,” Chris said, chuckling and brushing off the obstacle.

“I suppose that’s true,” Paul agreed. “Some girls will do anything for some dick, with or without a husband.”

Sarah knew he was teasing, trying to get a rise out of her, and it worked. She narrowed her eyes at him, even though he was looking at Chris and couldn’t see her. She was about to pinch him when she realized that her revenge was right in front of her eyes.

Sarah leaned forward and slipped her mouth around Paul’s raging erection. She began sucking him slowly and gently, making sure that she didn’t make any smacking sounds. Paul was left in the difficult position of having a woman pleasure him while having to hide his enjoyment. One of his hands tried to push her away, but she grabbed it and held it as she renewed her oral ministrations.

Feeling his warm cock on her tongue, Sarah tuned out the conversation going on above her and focused on Paul’s magnificent cock. One of her hands reached up and cradled his balls, and his shaft stiffened between her lips. She could hear the struggle in his voice as he tried to keep his focus on the conversation with Chris.

They continued chatting for a few more minutes before Chris had to get back to his floor. He threw up his hand in a perfunctory wave, then headed back to the elevator. Sarah listened cautiously until she heard the door open and then close again, and Chris was finally gone.

She was about to stop so she could tease Paul, but before she could sit up, his hands grabbed her head and pushed her mouth down onto his cock until she was on the brink of gagging. Her hands grabbed the chair and pushed back, and he released his grip just enough so she could catch her breath again. Then he began pumping his cock upward into her mouth, pressing it against the back of her throat forcefully.

“If you’re gonna tease me like that, then we’re gonna make this one count!” he boasted, fucking her mouth relentlessly.

Sarah relaxed her throat and went with it. The way he took control was incredible, and even though she could feel him pushing her boundaries, she went with it willingly.

Paul’s grip tightened, and she felt him growing harder. She knew he was close, so she tried to pull back, but he fought back and held her mouth on his cock, guiding her up and down on it. Sarah never swallowed for her husband, and had only swallowed a few times for Jacob, but this time, she would have no choice.

“You’re gonna take that cum, and I want you to swallow it,” he growled at her. “Every single drop.”

Sarah felt the wetness between her legs in response to his words. She wanted it in her pussy. She wanted it on her bare skin. Paul wanted it in her mouth, though, and his desires came first.

Paul slowed, then stopped. His warm cum shot against the back of her throat, filling her mouth, and she began swallowing in an attempt to catch it all. She felt a lone drop dribble out around his shaft, and she quickly slipped her lips down to capture it. He wanted her to take every drop, and she couldn’t let him down.

Paul finally loosened his grip, and Sarah looked up at him proudly as she licked the last salty drops off of her lips.

“God, I need to fuck you,” he said as he tucked his swollen cock into his scrub pants. “How are we going to make that happen?”

The next morning, I was getting my son Jackson ready to go to daycare when I received a text from Sarah.

“Hi, honey! What time are you leaving for work? Paul has been teasing me all night, and I really want to bring him over and fuck him in our bed after you leave. Is that okay?”

My heart started to race with excitement when I read her text. I stopped what I was doing so I could send her a reply.

“Of course,” I said. “Can I turn the webcam on?”

I had purchased a nice camera for our bedroom. It was usually off, but I had set it up in the hopes of a situation just like this one. I could go to work and watch her play with her lover from my computer, though I hadn’t gotten to test it out yet.

“Yes!” she replied excitedly. “It will be even more fun knowing you’re watching us. I told him that you’re into me fucking other men, so I’m sure he’ll love the idea of giving you a show!”

“Awesome! I should be gone by nine.”

I finished getting ready and tucked Jackson into the car, then headed off to daycare. A half hour later, I had dropped him off and was firing up my computer in my office at work.

It was a quiet morning, so I was able to lock my office door and have some privacy. I opened the camera program, and a view of our bedroom popped up on the screen.

I was worried that they had already started while I was on the way to work, but luckily the bed was still empty. I did some menial work to distract myself, but always kept the computer screen in the corner of my eye so I could catch the action as soon as it started.

A half hour later, I saw the two of them enter the bedroom. They were both still dressed in their scrubs from work, and Sarah was leading Paul by the hand toward the bed. She turned and smiled at him as she fell back onto the bed and pulled him down on top of her.

After all of the stories I had heard, I expected the two of them to start ripping each other’s clothes off, but instead they just laid out on the bed, kissing and cuddling with their arms around each other. That was when I realized that this was a first for the two of them. Their previous encounters had always been furtive couplings, with the imminent possibility of being caught to hurry things along. Now they had the whole house to themselves, and they could take their time exploring each other.

Sarah rolled Paul onto his back and straddled him. Looming over him, she pulled her shirt up and off, then unhooked her bra and removed that as well. Her breasts bounced free while his hands moved slowly up her sides and cupped them. Sarah pushed them away, then slipped her hands under his scrub top and slid it up. As she exposed his chest, she leaned down and kissed the newly exposed skin. Once his shirt was completely off, their lips came together in another passionate kiss.

After a few more minutes, Sarah climbed off of him and began pulling his scrub pants down. As they slid off, his swollen member popped free, swinging back and forth. My wife had told me many times how big he was, but this was the first time I had seen it in person.

With a moment of hesitation, Sarah lowered herself and began sucking on that thick, black shaft. She moaned openly, loud enough for me to hear through the microphone on the camera. I had plugged in a set of headphones so nobody else in the office would hear my wife’s dalliances.

Once his cock was glistening with her saliva, Paul pushed Sarah back onto the bed and slipped her pants off as well. My beautiful wife, who had once been so sexually innocent, spread her legs to welcome his tongue on her clitoris. He licked and sucked eagerly, tasing how wet she was in anticipation of his cock. When he finally crawled up over her and teased her slit with the tip, Sarah was ready to take him all.

Paul kissed her and pushed down into her, filling her pussy easily. I remembered thinking that Sarah had felt a little looser lately when we had sex, and now I knew why. She had fucked Paul so many times lately that her body had changed to accommodate his substantial girth. Bigger had become the norm for her.

Paul made love to Sarah in slow, deliberate movements, pressing his entire body down into her. His cock reached places that had never been touched by another man, and the slow pace brought her to a powerful orgasm drawn out over several minutes. She didn’t peak hard, but instead tightened up until her muscles were trembling. Suddenly, it all seemed to melt away and her body fell limp.

Paul paused while still inside her and began kissing her softly and lovingly. They rolled around again and Sarah ended up on top. Her hips began swiveling slowly against him, fucking him tenderly. Her thin white body looked so sexy splayed out over his black frame, making a stunningly erotic image.

The two of them continued for over an hour. I had to pause to do some work, but every time I came back, they were still together. Eventually I noticed Paul struggling, and I knew it wouldn’t be much longer until he filled her with fresh cum. I put everything aside and watched closely.

Paul’s hand went to Sarah’s throat and gripped it tightly as he began to move faster. Sarah cried out lustfully, with her hands wrapped around his wrist. She began to cry out in orgasm, and seconds later, Paul’s cock exploded inside her.

As their climaxes subsided, Paul pulled his cock out of Sarah’s pussy. The camera was barely able to capture the white bubble of cum oozing from between her labia.

Paul whispered something to her, and Sarah nodded and looked at the camera. She grabbed her phone and began typing a message. My phone dinged a few seconds later.

“Were you watching that?” she asked.

“Every second,” I answered. “You two look amazing together. Does he feel good?”

“So good,” she said. “Much better than you. There’s something I have to tell you, though. I hope you aren’t mad.”

“What is it?” I asked, a little nervous.

“Last week, Paul asked me to stop taking my birth control, so I did. I’m not sure if it still works for a little while afterward, but there’s a possibility that he’s going to get me pregnant every time he fucks me. I know it’s risky, but it’s such a turn on to know that either one of you could knock me up.”

My heart began racing. It was so bad, yet so arousing. I knew I shouldn’t want this.  I knew I should say no, but there was something inside me that wanted her to keep doing it.

“Then he should get as many shots in you as he can before I get home, because I’m going to be trying all night.”

Sarah was looking at her phone, and when she read his reply, she looked up and smiled at the camera.

“You’re going to have to try pretty hard. His cock cums so much deeper inside me than your little dick. I’m going to turn off the camera now so we can have a little time alone. Get back to work, and I’ll talk to you later. I love you!”

She climbed off the bed, pressed a button on the camera, and she was gone.

I sat back at my desk and closed my eyes, breathing deep and slow. Another man was trying to knock up my wife at that very moment, and I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it until this evening.

It was going to be a long day.

I checked the feed several more times throughout the day, but the camera was still off. I hurried through my work, eager to get home, and managed to finish up an hour early.

“I’m leaving the office,” I told her. “I have to get Jackson at daycare, though.”

Her answer was swift and efficient.

“My Mom is picking him up,” she replied. “Get your ass home and take your shot. If you think you’re man enough.”

I smirked at the text, then hurried out the door.

A short time later, I pulled I to the driveway and hopped out of the car. There was a skip in my step as I hurried up the walkway toward the front door, but I was only halfway there when I saw it open. Paul stepped out, still dressed in his scrubs, and walked slowly toward me with a cocky swagger.

We met face to face a few moments later, and he held out his hand.

“You must be Sarah’s husband,” he said smugly.

“I am. You must be Paul,” I replied, taking his hand and shaking it firmly.

“That’s me,” he said, pulling his hand back and continuing his slow stroll past me. “She’s waiting for you upstairs. I hope you enjoy her as much as I did.”

His words would be enough to make most men boil with anger, but they only fueled my sexual hunger. My wife was waiting inside with another man’s seed in her fertile womb. I mumbled something non-committal and rushed inside and up to our bedroom.

As soon as I entered the room, I saw Sarah curled up in the bed with the covers pulled tightly around her body. Her hair was a frazzled mess from her day of sexual adventure. She smiled at me devilishly, then pulled the covers back to show me her naked body below. When she spread her legs, I could see a smear of fresh cum between her labia. He had left a fresh load inside her, and I was sure that it wasn’t the only one he put there.

I stripped my clothes off in seconds and climbed on top of my wife. I didn't waste any time, sliding my already-erect cock into her waiting pussy. She was wet enough from him that foreplay wasn’t necessary. The entire day had been one big tease leading up to this.

My lips found hers as I began pounding into her hard and fast. She moaned openly below me, and when I lifted myself up to look at her face, I saw a mixture of lustful love and excited playfulness.

“Knock me up,” she pleaded as she looked deep into my eyes. “Do you think you can?”

Her words needled at me, digging into my ego. She saw the effect she was having on me, and her face brightened even more.

“Yes,” I grunted, putting all of my energy into fucking her as hard as I could.

“I don’t know about that,” she giggled. “His cock is so big, it felt like he was dumping his seed right into my womb. I don’t think your average cock could ever reach that deep inside me.”

“I can still try,” I grunted, feeling my body start to tighten.

“You can try all you want, but he already filled me three times. You have your work cut out for you.”

My orgasm swelled quickly inside me. I could have gone longer. I could have slowed my pace and lasted longer. In that moment, though, all I wanted to do was be the man to put a baby in my wife’s belly. I drove myself all the way in, and my cock began spurting inside her.

Sarah gasped as she felt me letting go, and clutched my body even more tightly. Her cries grew louder and she squeezed me harder as she found her own climax under my forceful touch.

Our orgasms subsided slowly, and eventually we curled up and snuggled for a bit. I kept expecting my cock to grow limp, but somehow it stayed hard. We began kissing again and soon we were wrapped together in another carnal embrace.

We made love all night, only stopping for a quick snack break. By the time we fell asleep, I had matched Paul’s three loads with my own. Hopefully that would be enough, but I knew that I would have many more opportunities to try.

For the next two months, Sarah and I had sex almost every single night. I never missed an opportunity to increase my odds, and Sarah loved the attention I was giving her. The desire to have a child, and the need to have it be my offspring, had stirred the passion of our relationship once again.

Sarah also continued sleeping with Paul, but their meetups were much less frequent. They had returned to their fleeting trysts in unused rooms, which were only possible in the most optimal circumstances. They had to have an empty room and ample time without the risk of being caught, which didn’t happen very often.

Despite having both of us, Sarah’s period came and went, indicating that neither of us had been successful in our attempts. That didn’t dampen our fervor, but instead amplified it.

After a few months, the situation at Sarah’s work changed drastically. She was called into the office of one of her big bosses. A heavyset man in his late forties with a bald patch developing at the back of his head, Mr. Owen was in charge of oversight for the entire building. The facility had three different buildings, and Sarah’s was his kingdom to reign over.

He had called my wife into his office to offer her a promotion. She had impressed a lot of people with her patient care, and they wanted to give her more responsibilities as the staff scheduler. The new position would come with a significant pay increase, as well as a more standard 9 to 5 schedule.

The other nice little bonus that came with her promotion was that she would get her own office on one of the upper floors. Because she wouldn’t be working with patients anymore, she was also able to dress in something other than scrubs. She would always make sure to keep it professional, but she loved the idea of being able to wear tight dresses to work to show off for the men.

The first week was spent training with Mr. Owen. Once she had the basics down, she was left on her own for the second week, with her boss available if she got stuck.

Sarah was excited for her first week on her own, but not because she loved the job she was doing. Ever since she had found out she would have her own office, she had been looking forward to the possibilities that it offered.

On that first day, she went to work in a tight little dress. It was short, ending halfway down her thigh, and when she walked by the other offices on her floor in that and a pair of black heels, she could feel all of the men ogling her longingly. Once again, she found herself loving the attention.

Sarah sat down at her desk to start her work, but Paul popped into her mind. It had been a week since she had seen him, and she hadn’t had a chance to tell him about her promotion yet. She pulled up the schedule for that day and found his name on their usual floor, meaning that he was in the building at that very moment. She grabbed her phone to send him a quick text.

“Is it busy down there?” she wrote, then hit send.

“Not too bad,” he replied. “Are you coming on for the next shift?”

“Not exactly,” she replied. “They promoted me to scheduler. I can still work on the floor for a shift or two, but I'll be upstairs on the executive floor most of the time. I even have my own office! You should come up and visit me on your lunch break.”

“Well, congratulations!” he said. “I’ll be up as soon as I can!”

A few hours later, Sarah was finishing up the schedules for next week when she heard a light knock on her door. She looked up and saw Paul standing in the doorway.

“Look at you!” he proclaimed excitedly. “You’re moving up in the world.”

“Thanks!” Sarah said, getting up from her desk.

Paul got his first look at her new work attire, and his eyes slid down across her body to drink it all in. His approval was obvious.

“Damn, you look good,” he said. “I think I could get used to seeing you like this.”

Sarah walked slowly around her desk, letting him enjoy the view. He had stepped into the room, and she stepped around him and closed the door softly.

“I think I could get used to having a daily lunch meeting in here,” Sarah countered, then slipped her arms around his neck and kissed him hungrily.

Paul’s arms snaked around her and pulled her close. They were alone, the door was locked, and they could do whatever they wanted as long as they kept quiet.

The two of them made out like a pair of horny teenagers, while Paul explored her body. His hands cupped her ass, pulling her into the kiss as his cock swelled against her belly. When Sarah felt him getting hard, she pulled away and led him to her desk chair. She pushed him down into it and dropped to her knees in front of him.

Sarah pulled his scrub pants off, the wrapped her lips around his cock. She felt so dirty, cheating on her husband with her lover in the privacy of her own office. It made her feel both sexy and powerful, and the thick cock in her mouth made her wet enough to soak through her panties.

Sarah serviced him willingly, sucking his cock enthusiastically as his fingers slipped through her carefully curled hair. He moaned softly, guiding her head as it bobbed up and down.

It had been over a week since she had tasted Paul’s cock, and even though she had enjoyed mine several times in that time, there was no comparison. His thickness and length made her mouth water, and the result was a blowjob that was both sloppy and wet. Paul seemed to like it, as his cock had never been this hard for her before. That made her need him inside her even more.

When she could no longer hold herself back, Sarah stood up in front of him. She pulled the edge of her dress up until she felt her panties, then slipped them down and off while he admired her body. Then she turned to her desk, pulled her skirt up around her hips, and bent over it with her ass sticking out toward him. It was an open invitation, and he didn’t hesitate to accept it.

Paul got up out of the chair and moved behind her. His cock was in his hand, and he lined the tip up against her waiting pussy, then grabbed her hips and pushed deep inside her.

Sarah’s fingers clutched the edge of the desk and she let out a sharp gasp as she felt the familiar sensation of his manhood splitting her open. The wetness of her blowjob mixed with the juices flowing from her pussy and created the perfect lubricant, but the sheer size still pushed the limits of her body. As he began to fuck her harder and faster, her entire body filled with carnal pleasure.

Paul had already messed up Sarah’s hair while she was blowing him, and now he reached out and grabbed those same golden curls. The leverage allowed him to thrust harder and deeper, touching places that only he could reach.

Sarah’s orgasm crept through her body, making it more difficult to stifle her cries. It wouldn’t be good if her boss caught her fucking another staff member in her office on the first day, but she couldn’t resist the temptation. Knowing that Mr. Owen was just a few doors down the hall added to the taboo and brought her even higher.

The added stiffness of Paul’s cock was still there, which made it difficult to tell when he was close to cumming. One second he was pulling back on her hair while he pounded her against the desk, the next he was burying his entire length in her as he squirted a fresh load of cum deep inside her. When she felt his seed in her pussy and imagined him impregnating her right here in her office, her entire body dissolved into a trembling mess. All thought disappeared from her head, and her vision waivered. She had never felt a climax like that, and it took a few moments before she remembered where she was.

Sarah dropped into her chair and sat motionless, trying to catch her breath. Paul was already tucking his cock away in his pants and laughed at her.

“You really do love that black cock, don’t you?” he said smugly.

Sarah couldn’t speak. She just nodded and closed her eyes, letting her body recover.

“Let’s see if your husband can compete with that!” he boasted as he left her to return to his floor

Later that evening, Sarah told me about her first fling in her new office. A part of me wished I could have been the first to take her there, but the thought stoked the fire in my belly and soon I was as hard as a rock and trying to put a baby in her belly again.

With her own office, Sarah began seeing Paul even more frequently. The added competition made me nervous, but I continued to fuck Sarah as often as possible to help ease my cuckold anxiety. She had no problem with that, and would let me take her any time I was hard and ready.

Over the course of the next month, their relationship began evolving. Paul became even more dominant and controlling, pushing her to try new ways of being naughty. He would suggest having sex in places where they had a better chance of getting caught, or at more risky times. One day he stopped by her office and pushed her for a quickie when she had a meeting with Mr. Owen in ten minutes. She was late to the meeting, and showed up with no panties under her dress and her lover’s cum dripping down her thigh, all by his command.

On another occasion, he texted her at one in the morning and asked her to come in and see him while he was working. I wanted her to stay, to snuggle in bed with me, but Paul had developed into her sexual master, and she was prepared to do anything he asked. She slipped on some sweats and a t-shirt with no underwear and headed into her work.

The building was particularly quiet that night and the other aide had called out, leaving him all alone on his floor. At first he was content to just have her blow him under the desk again, but the urge to fuck Sarah was too much. He pulled her up from the floor and bent her over the desk, pounding her pussy as she stared at the elevator doors and hoped they didn’t slide open. Luckily, he only lasted a few minutes before dropping a load inside her and sending her home to me freshly used.

The true test came almost a month after Sarah’s promotion. She was in her office working on the schedule just after lunch when there was a knock on her door. She looked up from her papers and saw Chris standing in the doorway.

Sarah’s first instinct was to blush. Chris had been the one who came downstairs on the night that she blew Paul under the desk. As she sat under the desk, she had heard him prattle on about how much he wanted to fuck her. He had no idea that she had heard him, but knowing how he felt meant that he was likely undressing her with his eyes at that very moment.

“Hey, Sarah,” he said with a friendly smile. “Paul asked me to stop by and have you sign this paper so I can bring it back to him. He said you would know what it’s about when you read it.”

Sarah furrowed her brow, then held out her hand to him. Chris stepped into the room and handed her a closed envelope. She tore it open and pulled out a single piece of paper. It was a note written in Paul’s distinctive handwriting.

“Sarah, I have a task for you to fulfill. If you want to ever feel my cock again, I want you to follow my directions exactly. I want you to stand up and bend over your desk, and ask Chris to fuck that nice little pussy of yours. Whatever he wants to do, let him. Now be a good little slut and do as you’re told.”

Sarah felt her heart start to race as she read his words. The idea was so dirty and over the top, but Paul knew she would say yes. Just the idea excited her, but she reread the letter to give herself time to summon her courage.

“Could you close the door for a moment?” she said, looking up at her guest.

Chris shrugged and turned to push the door closed. As he did so, Sarah stood up and stepped out from behind her desk. She looked him over, contemplating what she was about to do. He wasn’t a bad looking guy. He was slightly overweight with pasty white skin, but he was handsome in his own way. She would normally never consider sleeping with a guy like him, but this was a different set of circumstances. The fact that she was being commanded to let him use her somehow made it erotically enticing. She also liked the fact that she was going to make his day when he realized he was finally going to get to fuck the woman he had been lusting over.

Sarah was wearing another one of her form-fitting dresses and her favorite pair of black high heels. This one had a zipper that started at the lower edge of the dress and went all the way up to the plunging neckline. It was the kind of dress that you could quickly show more cleavage just by lowering the zipper tab.

The door clicked shut and Chris turned around to find her standing a few feet away from him. Without a word, Sarah reached for the zipper and pulled it down slowly. There was an impish smile on her face as the fabric slowly parted. Chris’s eyes widened when he realized what she was doing, but he made no attempt to stop her.

Sarah bent down as the zipper reached the bottom and popped the two pieces apart. She stood up once again and slowly peeled the dress off of her body and tossed it onto a nearby chair. Luckily she had chosen a cute bra and panty set today, because other than her heels, that was all she was wearing now.

Chris stammered, clearly caught off guard. His nervousness was cute and endearing though, and Sarah giggled excitedly. She decided it was only fair to give him the best show she could, so she reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and tossed that aside as well.

Sarah stood proudly before him, letting Chris enjoy the view of her breasts. It was clear he had no idea how to respond, so she walked toward him, slipped her arms around his shoulder, and kissed him firmly on the lips. His hands came up around her and pressed against her naked back as he finally broke free from his trance.

When Sarah pulled away from the kiss, she smiled at him playfully, then dropped to her knees. Her hands went to his pants, untying them and sliding them down over the growing bulge in his crotch. His cock sprang free, an average-sized member that wasn’t particularly spectacular in any way. That didn’t matter though, as she wasn’t giving herself to him out of attraction. She was doing it because Paul wanted her to do it, and she wanted to give her lover anything he asked of her.

Sarah began sucking Chris’s cock, all while kneeling on the floor in just her panties and heels. The taboo of what she was doing made it even better. She felt like she was in a cliche porno where a woman just randomly lets the cable guy fuck her, but it in this case it was a coworker who had been fantasizing about her since the first day they had met.

It only took a few minutes to get Chris hard enough to fuck, and Sarah didn’t want to waste any time. She stood up and peeled off her panties, then walked to her desk and bent over it, just as she had for Paul. Her bare ass faced him, with her pussy lips exposed invitingly. Chris didn’t waste any time either. He simply moved behind her and pushed his cock inside her waiting pussy.

Sarah sighed longingly. His cock felt alright, but it wasn’t anywhere near the feeling that Paul gave her. Still, she pressed herself back against him, meeting every thrust with a little wiggle of her ass that forced his length a little deeper. Chris grabbed her hips and began driving into her more forcefully, finally getting into the rhythm of the moment.

Sarah felt him growing harder, and she knew he wouldn’t last very long. His cock wasn’t enough to get her off, but when he leaned down and started whispering in her ear as he pounded her, her body responded involuntarily.

“I knew you had to be a dirty little slut,” he growled to her. “I had a feeling you’d give yourself to any dick you could. I’m sure you’ve probably fucked most of the building already.”

Sarah’s mind burned with anger at his words, but it was true. She was a slut who had just given herself to a random coworker with very little persuasion. As much as she wanted to say she was a good girl, those words would never apply to her again. She was a whore, and she loved it.

The anger morphed into arousal, and Sarah suddenly found herself getting incredibly wet. Her pussy started to make a loud squishing sound every time he pressed his manhood into her. Sarah felt her belly tighten with the first pangs of an orgasm, and her fingers gripped the desk tightly.

Chris began grunting, and his cock suddenly twitched inside her. As his seed began shooting into her body, the sensation carried her to a mild climax and she clenched her teeth together to stifle her moans. He didn’t stop when he was finished, but instead continued to thrust blindly for a few minutes until his shaft went soft.

Chris finally stepped back and tucked his little dick into his pants as he ogled her naked body one last time. Sarah stood up, feeling his cum leaking out of her pussy, and quickly slipped her panties back on so the mess wouldn’t spread down her leg. She then replaced the rest of her clothing before scribbling a quick reply on Paul’s letter.

“I did as you commanded, master,” she wrote, then tucked the letter back in its envelope.

Sarah handed it back to Chris, then gave him a peck on the cheek.

“I hope you enjoyed that,” she said with an affable smile. “Give this back to Paul and tell him I said hello.”

Chris looked at her with a puzzled expression, but took the paper and headed out of her office. He would never know that Paul was the only reason he had gotten laid unless he opened the letter and read it, but she wasn’t too concerned about that.

That night, Sarah told me about her misadventures while we were cuddling up in bed. The fact that she had acted so impulsively and done exactly what Paul had asked was a huge turn on, but there was one other detail I hadn’t even thought of.

“Looks like Paul isn’t the only one in the running to get me pregnant now,” she said with an evil grin, stroking my cock. “I’m sure you’re eager to leave your mark, too.”

“Yes, please,” I begged as she pushed me down on the bed and straddled my lap just below my erection.

Sarah leaned down and began kissing my chest, her hands brushing lightly across my skin. I wanted her so badly, but she insisted on teasing me.

“Wouldn’t it be a shame if that limp-dick loser ended up being the father of your child?” she giggled. “You would have to raise him anyway, and every time you looked at him, you would see the eyes of someone who was more of a man than you.”

Sarah pulled my boxers down and kissed the head of my cock lightly. I pressed my hips forward, wanting to feel her mouth on me, but she pulled away with every thrust. That same evil smile danced across her lips.

“Maybe I should really torture you,” she said.

“You’re already doing that,” I groaned.

Sarah relented and parted her lips around the tip of my cock. The wetness of her lips surrounded my cock and filled my body with pure ecstasy. Her hand gripped the base of my shaft and she squeezed lightly as she filled her mouth with my length. My entire body tingled. She milked me enthusiastically for ten minutes before releasing my cock and smirking at me.

“That’s not how I’m going to torture you,” she continued. “I have something much worse in mind.”

Sarah crawled to her side of the bed and pulled the drawer of her nightstand open. Her hand disappeared inside, but when it came out, I couldn’t see what she was holding. She returned to me and straddled my lap again, in the same position just below my erect length. Her eyes met mine and she held out her hand with the item sitting in her palm.

It was a condom.

My mind swirled with emotions. Not only had she given another man the chance to knock her up, but now she was going to deny me my one chance to challenge him. I wanted to object, but I could see the glint in her eyes, and I knew there was no point. She had her mind set on this.

I resigned myself to my fate and nodded forlornly to her. Sarah was pleased as she tore the package open and removed the small circle of latex. She placed it on the tip of my cock and rolled it down along the shaft until the entire thing was covered. Then she lifted herself up and lowered herself onto my covered cock.

Even with the condom on, the feeling of her muscles pulsing around me was blissful. Sarah began grinding her hips against me, pushing me even deeper as she moaned loudly. Her beautiful breasts, perfect and pert, bounced lightly with every sway of her body.

The condom meant something entirely different for the two of us. For me, it wasn’t just that I couldn’t feel the wetness of my wife’s pussy. My cock was hard because my body wanted to impregnate her, to make her baby my own. My effort was futile, but that didn’t stop my body from trying.

For Sarah, it was all about control. She had teased and humiliated me. She had let another man have her bare and unprotected, and denied me that exact same pleasure, yet I was still hard and aroused. My body craved her so much, even the most degrading act would stimulate it.

Soon my wife’s body was bucking hard against me. She climbed toward a powerful orgasm, using my cock like a sex toy to get herself off. Her hands pinched her own nipples as she exploded all over my cock and flooded my lap with her juices.

Sarah had never responded like that, and it brought me to the edge. I felt my balls tighten and my muscles begin to contract as my body pumped my precious seed into the reservoir tip of the condom. My opportunity was wasted, but the act had been one of the erotic encounters I had ever shared with my wife.

Sarah’s relationship with Paul had grown increasingly more complicated, and everything finally came to a head a week after her encounter with Chris.

On that day, Sarah came into work in the morning as usual. She fired up her computer and checked the schedule first to see if Paul was working today. She had put on her favorite lingerie that morning with the hope of a quick lunchtime rendezvous, and it appeared she was in luck. He would be in the building.

Before she could message him to suggest a meeting, she checked her email and found a short message from Mr. Owen.

“Hi, Sarah.  I was wondering if you could stop by my office around ten this morning. I have a very critical matter I need to discuss with you.”

Sarah looked at the screen quizzically, trying to figure out what could be so important, but she brushed it off and sent a quick reply confirming the meeting.

Something about his request gnawed at her brain, making her feel a little unsettled. Was there a problem with her scheduling? Was there an issue with something else? Had someone told him about her illicit relationship? It bothered her enough that she completely forgot about texting Paul.

The next few hours ticked by slowly. When the clock finally hit ten, she grabbed her paperwork and headed down the hallway to Mr. Owen’s office. His door was open, but his face was buried in a report, so she rapped lightly on the door frame to let him know she was there.

“Hey, Sarah,” he said when he looked up. “I’m glad you could stop by. Come inside and close the door. There is something I need to discuss with you.”

Sarah stepped through the door and pushed it closed behind her. As she took a seat, she saw Mr. Owen’s eyes skim up and down her body quickly. He tried not to make it obvious, but she still noticed. She was dressed in a short black skirt and a form-fitting button down top, so there was plenty for him to appreciate.

“Sarah, you are one of my favorite staff members here. You get along well with everyone, and your care and concern for both the patients and your coworkers is always obvious. But we have rules in our facility that are put in place to protect those very same people, as well as our facility itself. If those rules are broken, then it puts us all in danger of losing our jobs. One of those rules is that relationships are not allowed between staff members on the premises.”

Sarah felt her stomach drop. She had no idea how, but he had discovered her relationship with Paul. There was a very good chance she was about to lose her job, but she struggled to remain stone-faced as she waited for him to finish his spiel.

“One of the security guards has brought it to my attention that one of the aides from your old floor, Paul, has been stopping by your office frequently, often with the door closed. I usually wouldn’t think much of it, especially considering that you are a married woman and it would be highly inappropriate to be having an affair. I brushed it off, and told myself that perhaps you two are just friends.”

Sarah looked down at her hands interlaced in her lap. The panic was starting to set in as he detailed how far she had truly dug herself into her own grave.

“When that same guard came to me last week and told me that he had witnessed you having sex with Paul at the main desk during one of the overnight shifts, out in the open where anyone could have discovered the two of you, I was incredibly disappointed. Such risky behavior is not something I can ignore. But then the security guard told me something else that made the issue even more urgent.”

Her eyes drifted closed and she lifted one of her hands to her face to hide the red in her cheeks. Mr. Owen continued, despite the fact that she was obviously getting upset.

“Another aide, Chris, has been telling the other staff that he came to your office to give you a note, and that you had stripped down and performed oral sex on him before having intercourse on your desk. When the security guard heard the rumor, he checked the tapes and confirmed that Chris had indeed disappeared inside your office for a lengthy period of time, which seems to corroborate his story.”

Sarah was still hiding her face, but this time it was out of shame. She had been proud to be a slut, but now that she was being confronted for her behavior, she could feel herself falling apart inside. She wanted to cry, she wanted to scream, she wanted to run away, but she remained glued to her seat, hoping there was some way out of this.

“If it was just one staff member, then I could ignore it and just give you a warning, but I have a lot more to be concerned about if you are going to start sleeping with multiple people in the building. Was Chris just a whim, or is it your intent to sleep with every man who works here? How am I supposed to deal with something like that?”

It was Sarah’s turn to reply, but she just wanted to crawl into a hole and hide. Her mind clawed for some sort of defense, some way to save her job, and that was when it happened.

Something clicked deep inside her brain, making her realize that things weren’t quite right here.

First, she had seen people get fired before. It was always a fairly big production, with at least two members of the managerial staff in the room to act as witnesses, in case the terminated employee chose to pursue legal action. In a case like this where there was the possibility of a sexual harassment claim, it seemed like that should be a big concern. Mr. Owen wouldn’t be handling this alone if he intended to fire her.

The second thing that was out of place was the timing. If Mr. Owen had been aware of her affair for as long as he had, it was surprising that he wouldn’t have said something sooner, especially when he heard that she was having sex in a location where she could easily be discovered. Instead, he had waited until she had slept with a second person before taking action.

The pieces all seemed to fit together into one simple answer: Mr. Owen had realized that Sarah was a sexually open-minded person, and one that had no qualms about sleeping with as many men as she wanted. He had realized that her relationship wasn’t an affair, but more a product of her being a whore, and that gave him the motivation to take a shot himself.

Mr. Owen had pulled her into his office in the hopes of blackmailing her into sleeping with him as well. He could threaten her job in an effort to convince her to let him have a go.

The realization sparked a wildfire of rage in Sarah’s brain. The fact that he would threaten her like this was sexual harassment in itself. She could easily sue him and the facility for a large chunk of money, but that would mean she would lose her job while having to air her personal laundry in court. There was a much better way to deal with this situation, while allowing her to have a little fun at Mr. Owen’s expense. It was time to put her boss in his place.

“Okay, so you know I’m sleeping with other members of the staff,” she said as she lifted her eyes and stared him down, “but you didn’t call me in here to fire me. If that was your plan, then you would have brought witnesses to oversee it. And if you did have others in the room, they would be asking you why you waited so long to intercede. Am I right?”

“Well, I…” he stammered nervously, not expecting to be called out.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she snipped, cutting him off. “So what do you want? Are you hoping that I’ll fuck you, in exchange for keeping my job and not telling my husband?”

“That wasn’t my goal, I assure you,” he responded quickly.

Mr. Owen was clearly thrown off by her blunt response, and it took him a moment to compose an answer. His eyes darted from side to side, trying to avoid her gaze, but she was relentless. She wanted to let him know she was in control now.

“I doubt you would admit it, regardless of whether or not it’s true,” Sarah replied calmly, “but that’s not where I’m going with this. What would you say if I suggested we play a game? A game that might end up with you getting the opportunity to fuck my tight little pussy?”

The evil smile spread across her face again as she sat up and unbuttoned the top button of her shirt. It was so tight that it popped easily, exposing her plentiful cleavage and the top edge of her favorite bra. She stopped and stared him down again, waiting for an answer and hoping that she had read the situation correctly.

“I’m listening,” he said after a brief pause.

Sarah felt giddy with excitement. She still wasn’t sure if he would follow her lead, but she seemed to have at least captured his interest.

“Do you know why I cheat on my husband?” she asked, before realizing that a question like that might have some regrettable answers. “Actually, don’t answer that. I’ll just tell you why I cheat on him. I cheat on him because his cock is too small. I’m a sexually active woman, and while I love my husband, his cock isn’t enough to please me. He knows that, though, and he knows that I fuck Paul because Paul can please me in ways that he can’t. Let me ask you a question, Mr. Owen. Do you have a nice cock?”

“I’ve never had any complaints,” he said gruffly.

“That doesn’t mean you have a nice cock,” Sarah replied with a quick giggle. “Why don’t we give you a little test. I’ll get down on my knees and suck your dick right now. If you have enough self-control to last ten minutes without blowing your load, then I’ll let you fuck me. If you can’t hold out, though, then we are going to call Paul into your office and you have to watch him fuck me right here on your desk. Do we have a deal?”

“I’m sure I can hold out for that long,” he smirked with a sense of false confidence. “Let’s see what that pretty little mouth can do.”

Sarah stood up and smiled down at Mr. Owen. She would need to pull out all of the stops if she wanted to succeed. Nothing would make her happier than to get fucked by her favorite cock while forcing this misogynistic asshole to eat his words and watch another man enjoy the body he was hoping to claim.

Sarah walked around the desk and paused in front of him, then looked down and slowly unbuttoned the rest of her shirt, moving from one button to the next. As she unfastened the last one, she peeled back her shirt to show him the cute bra she had picked out. There was a small clip in the valley between her breasts, and when she unsnapped it, the bra popped open to free them. She peeled the bra away and gave her boss a clear view of the rack he had been fantasizing about.

“Fuck, you are beautiful,” he mumbled.

Sarah giggled, then slid her skirt off to show him the matching panties. Mr. Owen would have loved to seen her freshly shaved pussy, but he would have to earn that right, or wait until Paul took her panties off. It was better to leave at least a little bit to the imagination.

Sarah dropped to her knees in front of Mr. Owen and began unbuckling his belt. His hands fumbled to help her, and soon his pants slid down and exposed his half-erect cock. She paused for a moment to pull out her phone and set a ten minute timer, then leaned down and took his growing manhood in her mouth.

One of her hands held the base of his cock, with her index finger and thumb making a circle around the shaft. His balls rested in the palm of her hand, and when she gave them a light squeeze, she felt his cock twitch excitedly in response. In less than a minute, he was completely hard and moaning softly.

Mr. Owen’s cock was an average size, perhaps even a little bigger than mine. It was nothing compared to Paul’s thick black rod, though, and the thought of cuckolding the man who had tried to blackmail her into fucking him made her suck his cock even more enthusiastically. Her head bobbed up and down at a quick pace, pausing every now and then to give him a seductive smile.

A few minutes passed, and Mr. Owen’s cock grew a little stiffer. His orgasm was close, and she wasn’t even halfway through her allotted time. His hands came up and tried to push her away, and it became clear that he hoped to last ten minutes by slowing her down when he got close to the edge. If she was going to let him fuck her, it wouldn’t do to have him stopping every few minutes to collect himself. She wanted someone who was going to pound her relentlessly until she was cumming without having to worry about him losing his load prematurely.

As soon Mr. Owen’s hand came up, Sarah swatted it away with her free hand and bore down on his cock mercilessly. He tried again, but this time she grabbed his hand and pinned it to the chair.

“No!” he cried out.

Sarah gave his balls one last little squeeze, and he grunted helplessly as he began to flood her mouth with his cum.

His cock gave out a few final twitches, then stopped. Sarah looked at him as she wiped a stray drop of his seed off of her lip, then sucked it off of her finger sexily. When she looked at her phone, it had only taken her four minutes to get him off.

“Well, that just won’t do,” she said, shaking her head. “Why don’t you call Paul up her so I can show you how a real man handles a woman like me.”

“You cheated!” he snapped back haughtily as he tucked his shrinking manhood back into his pants. “You should have stopped when I told you to!”

“I made no promises like that,” she said, narrowing her eyes at him. “If you’re going to back out, maybe I should contact the board of directors and tell them what went down in this office. I think I have a pretty good case for sexual harassment here.”

Mr. Owen let out a resigned sigh and grabbed his phone and dialed a number.

“Hello, Paul, this is Mr. Owen. Could you come up to my office please? Great, thank you.”

Mr. Owen hung up the phone. Sarah stood up and looked around the room. There was a chair tucked into one corner of his office that wouldn’t be visible when the door opened, so she made her way over to it and took a seat.

Her boss was still ogling her half-naked body, so Sarah decided to give him a show while they waited. She lifted one of her legs up and hooked it over the arm of the chair, spreading her legs wide. Her panties still covered her vulva as she reached down and began rubbing herself through the soft fabric. Her body began to tingle immediately, and she let her eyes slip closed.

As Sarah lounged in the chair, she began thinking about Paul’s cock. She thought about how sexy she was going to feel getting fucked on Mr. Owen’s desk right in front of him, and how she was going to squirt all over the warm wooden surface. One of her hands came up to her breast reflexively and she squeezed her nipple tightly between her thumb and index finger. Her pussy was dripping with anticipation, and she eagerly awaited her lover’s arrival.

Sarah was startled out of her blissful haze by a heavy knock on the door. She remained seated while Mr. Owen got up and made sure it was Paul. It would be difficult to explain why she was in her boss’ office naked if it was someone else.

“Hello, Paul, thank you for stopping by,” he said to the person standing outside. “Please come in for a moment.”

Paul came into the room with a smile on his face, but when he saw Sarah sitting half-naked in the corner, his face was filled with a look of shock and surprise. He froze dead in his tracks, unsure of what was happening.

Mr. Owen closed the door and returned to his seat silently, while Sarah got up and approached Paul to explain.

“Hey, baby,” she said with an excited smile that eased his concern. “Mr. Owen here has been spying on the two of us. He was hoping to use that to get me to fuck him and his mediocre dick, but we decided to make it into a game, and, well, he lost. So now he has to watch me get fucked by a real man while all he gets to do is play with his little dick. Think you’re up for the challenge?”

The understanding dawned on Paul’s face with a smile as he put it all together. He turned toward Sarah and slipped his arm around her waist, pulling her pale body closer with his powerful black hands.

“I think I can handle that,” he chuckled, then pressed his lips against hers.

The two of them kissed passionately, their bodies drawn together as their hands clawed at each other. The kinkiness of the entire situation made it that much more intense.

Paul’s hand slid down her back and cupped one of her panty-clad asscheeks and squeezed. Sarah yelped, then broke into a fit of giggles. She turned and looked over her shoulder at Mr. Owen, who had already started rubbing a fresh bulge in his pants.

“Oh, look at that,” she said with a smug expression. “It looks like it turns you on to know you’re the lesser man. Don’t worry, I won’t judge you for that. My husband is the same way. Would you like to see what a real man’s cock looks like?”

Mr. Owen’s face turned a deep shade of red. Her words burned into him like a hot poker and he sat silently, unable to respond. After a brief pause, he spoke slowly and deliberately.

“Yes, miss. Please.”

Hearing her boss submit his entire being to her made Sarah feel both powerful and incredibly horny. She smiled and dropped to her knees, looking up at Paul as she reached for his waistband.

Paul pulled his shirt off as Sarah slid his scrub pants down. The fabric slipped off of his cock, and it bounced free like a flagpole swaying in the wind. Unlike Mr. Owen, he was already hard and ready to go. Sarah wrapped her fingers around the shaft and looked back at her boss again, giving him a clear view of Paul’s magnificent size. Then she turned back and wrapped her lips around the big black head.

Sarah began sucking Paul in the same passionate manner that she had used on Mr. Owen, but Paul’s self-control was much better. He could hold himself back, no matter how aggressively she attacked his cock, and that allowed her to channel all of her desire into pleasuring him.

It didn’t take long before Sarah was itching to feel his cock inside her. She coated the flesh of his member with her saliva, then stood up and turned toward Mr. Owen. She peeled her panties, then bent her naked body over his desk so that her face was staring directly at him. Her breasts mashed against the desktop as she spread her legs wide.

“Take that little cock out and play with it for me,” she purred as Paul moved behind her. “I want to see you jerk off while he fills me in ways you could only dream of!”

Mr. Owen did as she asked and slid his pants off again to free his raging erection. He began stroking himself just as Paul pressed his cock forward into Sarah’s waiting pussy. She gasped sharply and opened her mouth into a frozen circle.

“Oh, fuck,” she muttered, trying not to scream. “It feels so good. I would pick this cock over yours any day of the week!”

Mr. Owen’s hand moved faster, while Paul grabbed Sarah’s hips and began slamming her pussy hard and fast. She clutched the edge of the desk and bit her tongue to stifle her cries.

Sarah felt the first hints of her orgasm, and she began grinding her hips back against Paul’s, pushing him even deeper inside. Her eyes rolled back and her breathing deepened.

Paul gripped her hips tightly and began slamming himself into her. He loved putting Mr. Owen in his place as much as she did, and that made him even more aggressive with her. He reached for her hair and gripped a handful, then yanked back as he thrust forward into her.

Sarah loved it. Everything inside her began to pulsate and tingle, until her entire body lit up in a climactic explosion. Paul’s cock exploded suddenly inside her, carrying her to a place she had never experienced. Everything went black and she passed out, trembling and helpless, on the desk between the two men.

It was a brief encounter, but it was intense.

When Sarah opened her eyes, she saw Mr. Owen with his cock in his hand, and his cum dripping down onto his fingers. The sight of Paul fucking her had been too much for him, and he had cum with the two of them. She smiled groggily and lifted herself off of the desk.

“It looks like you enjoyed my show, sir,” she said with a satisfied grin. “I sure did.”

Mr. Owen was speechless. He didn’t move or make any attempt to clean himself up, while Paul and Sarah both dressed themselves. Sarah went to him and gave him a final peck on the cheek.

“If you’d like to follow up on our little exercise another day, please feel free to email me again.”

With those words, Sarah pushed Paul out of his office and closed the door behind quickly behind her.

That night, as Sarah shared her story with me, I slid between her legs and gently licked her pussy. When she was finished, I stopped and pulled up next to her, coming together in a loving kiss.

“I’m surprised you didn’t let Mr. Owen fuck you anyway when you were done,” I said, chuckling softly.

“Hey, now,” she said sarcastically, “I’m not a whore!”

We stared at each other straight-faced for a moment, then broke into laughter together. I leaned in when the moment had passed and gave her a soft kiss on the lips again. I was about to climb on top of her and retake her when she pushed me away for a moment.

“Before we do that, I need to tell you something else,” she said, then paused for what felt like an eternity. “You’re going to be a father.”

My stomach churned as I considered the implications. She was pregnant, and there was a very good chance that the baby was going to be half-black. How would I explain that to my family?

Sarah saw the wheels of confusion and fear begin to turn in my eyes, and she put a hand on my chest and looked deep into my eyes.

“You are going to be a father,” she said, drawing out the first word.

“How do you know?” I said, trying to see how she could be so sure.

“Remember when I told you that Paul asked me if I was on birth control because he wanted to know if he was going to put a baby in my belly? Well, he later told me that he says that as a pickup line because it turns some women on. The truth is that he can’t impregnate anyone. Some genetic thing, but it’s basically impossible for him to have a kid. So he tells women that because he knows he doesn’t have to worry, and it seems to turn a lot of them on to have the risk of getting knocked up by a stranger.”

“So why did you stop your birth control if it didn’t matter?” I asked, a little confused.

“Well, I was actually still taking my pill when I told you that. I just wanted to turn you on, too, so I said it to get you riled up. After a week or two, though, I saw how much you were into the idea, and that made me want to have another kid, too. So I stopped taking my birth control because I knew that would give us both something we wanted, and it was amazing. You were like an animal every night, and I didn’t want it to stop.”

“But what about Chris last week? How do you know it wasn’t him?” I said, still feeling like all of the pieces weren’t on the table.

“I actually went to my doctor last week before I slept with Chris. I was already pregnant at that point, so it really didn’t matter if he came inside me.”

That was the last hurdle for my mind. It became real and unbreakable. I was going to be a father again, and it was going to be my child.

Sarah’s hand found my erection, and she began kissing me again as she stroked it. When she rolled on top of me and slipped down onto me, the world disappeared into a haze of lust and excitement.

“I love you,” she whispered in my ear. “Now, Make me yours again.”

I grabbed her and flipped her back onto the bed, then pinned her under me. Sarah was my wife, and in the end, she always would be, no matter who else came along.

Now we would have one more thing to bind our lives together in our own special way.
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Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man?

WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 
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