
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


OFFICE SEX STORIES


an erotic short collection

by Cindy Jameson

Smashwords
Edition
all
rights reserved copyright 2013 by Naughty Daydreams Press








The Boss Needs a Good Girl

Debbie Delights the Boss

Banging the Bartender

Doing My Dad’s Boss

Performing For the Boss










The Boss Needs A Good Girl

an erotic short by Cindy Jameson
All
rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams
Press









“This is not getting any better.”
Jane’s boss, Jim, sighed in frustration and sat back down in his
chair behind the desk coated with piles of papers.

Jane looked around in sympathy. She
agreed that the situation was looking hopeless. They had been
working since closing time at seven, trying to prepare the files
for the auditor that was due in two days. She let her eyes go from
the piles of paper to her boss, who was resting his head back in
his chair and had his eyes closed.

When her boss had approached about
working overtime to help with the paperwork for the audit, she had
readily agreed. She definitely could use the money. Her credit card
bills were threatening to bury her. That had not been the real
reason for her enthusiasm, though. Her boss had been the real
draw.

Since she had started work at the
organic foods wholesaler, she had felt a deep attraction to her
boss, Jim. He was about forty-five, attractive with his slightly
graying blond hair, his green eyes and his boyish grin, and he had
treated her like a close friend from the start. She never felt
small around him the way she had around former bosses.

Jane was an attractive girl. She knew
it. With her thick auburn hair that fell in glossy waves down her
back, her clear creamy skin and her almost translucent blue eyes,
she caught the attention of many men. Her body was also an
eye-catcher, curvy and yet toned, with legs that looked longer than
they actually were. It all added up to some very bad moments for a
young receptionist. It was why, when she first showed up for her
job at Organic Zoo’s Foods, Inc., she had cast a cynical eye around
at her co-workers. At only twenty-one, she had already dealt with
the rotten side of being a beautiful woman in a professional
world.

“What do you think, should we take a
break and clear our heads for a while?” His voice broke into the
reverie she had fallen into.

She smiled at him and nodded. “I think
that would be an excellent idea, Mr. Davenport.”

He shook his head at her. “Okay,
seriously, I will run you out of this office the next time you call
me that. After the past year, I think you know me well enough to
call me by my name. I will only answer to Jim, I’m warning you.” He
came around the desk and took her hands in his to bring her to her
feet.

For a moment, they stood close to each
other, and a small shiver ran through Jane’s body as she felt his
hands move to her waist. Before going any farther, though, he
pulled away and shifted some papers on the desk. “I’m sorry, Jane,
if that seemed inappropriate. I’m just tired and this audit is so
worrisome and . . .”

“It’s okay, Jim.” He turned and smiled
at her at the use of his first name. She shrugged and looked away
for a moment. “It does seem hot in here, though.” Without looking
at him, she shifted out of her suit jacket and let it drop into the
chair behind her.

When she turned to him again, she saw
his eyes go directly to her breasts. They were full and, in the
black lace bra that clearly showed through the sheer white blouse,
they were pushed together and looked even more round. Yes, she had
just used one of the oldest tricks in the book, but it got his
attention where she had wanted it for the past year.

Jane ran her hands up and under her
auburn hair and lifted it from the nape of her neck. “I agree that
we could use a break. I’m feeling so worn out. “

Jim nodded, his eyes still riveted to
her chest. Then he closed them and seemed to deflate. “I know this
has been a tough work session, Jane. I really appreciate all your
help.” He raised a hand to rub at his eyes.

 Jane took that moment to move closer to him and to very
gently massage his neck and shoulders. He didn’t open his eyes and
he didn’t push her hands away. Slowly, Jane worked his own suit
jacket from his shoulders and down his arms, finally slipping it
off and laying it carefully on top of her own in the
chair.

Now, she let her attention return to
Jim. She reached around and loosened his tie, opening it enough to
slip it over his head, ruffling the perfectly cut blond hair. She
reached up to smooth it down as she dropped his tie on top of their
jackets. She let both hands trail through his hair and down over
his neck and shoulders, sending a shudder through his body.
Smiling, she got on her tip toes, leaned in and softly kissed him
on the neck just at the hairline.

Suddenly, he whirled around and grabbed
her, pressing her body against him and pressing his mouth down on
hers. His hands were running along her body and squeezing her ass
roughly as his tongue pushed into her mouth. She was breathing in
heavy gasps that matched his own. Finally, letting go, he stepped
back and grabbed at her breasts through her blouse.

She reached up a hand to help him
unbutton it, but he pushed her hand out of the way and ripped it
open, sending buttons flying as he pulled it down off her shoulders
and to the floor. He put his mouth on her breast and sucked at it
through the lace of her bra as her blouse dropped away.

She gasped at his sudden attack. Her
hand reached for his head, running through his hair as he pulled
down on her bra, freeing her breast for his mouth. He took her
entire nipple into his mouth and sucked hungrily, making her drop
her hands from his head to grip the desk behind her for support.
She could feel his tongue run over her nipple, sending sensation
rolling through her body straight to her pussy.

Now, it was her turn to push him back.
She stood up from the desk and worked at the buttons on his shirt
until he grew impatient and, again pushing her hands out of the
way, he pulled open his own shirt, ripping it from his chest and
balling it to be pitched aside on the floor. Without slowing, his
hands went to his pants, and now Jane moved forward to her knees,
batting his hands out of the way she quickly undid his belt and his
pants and yanked them to the floor.

She put her hands on his thighs and
pressed her face against the bulge in his underwear. Slowly, she
let her manicured nails trail down the front of his legs and then
up the back of them until they reached his ass. She squeezed his
ass cheeks hard as she opened her mouth and took the bulge
completely into her wet mouth, letting her hot breath excite his
cock through the fabric.

He groaned and reached down to her
head, grabbing fistfuls of her beautiful auburn hair. Her hands ran
from behind him to the front again and slipped inside the top of
his underwear to grasp his hardening shaft. His impatience showing
again, he grabbed his own underwear, releasing her hair, and pulled
them down to puddle them around his ankles. Returning to grab at
her hair with an even firmer grasp, he pulled her forward and
thrust his cock into her mouth.

He was large and instantly filled her
mouth. She felt him press against the back of her throat and she
felt her pussy twinge in response. He thrust deeply a few more
times before he pulled her from the floor for another long kiss.
His tongue thrust where moments before his cock had done the same.
She found herself sucking on it as he put his hands on her waist
and picked her up to sit her on the edge of the desk.

He let his hands pull her legs roughly
apart and snaking under her skirt, they grabbed at her panties and
pushed them aside to delve deep into her slippery folds. His
fingers began to move furiously inside her as he continued to shove
his tongue into her mouth. Eventually, her gasps grew heavy and his
mouth pulled away to suck at her neck. Suddenly, her back arched
and her pussy clenched at his hand as she began to come
hard.

His powerful arms enveloped her at this
point, and feeling herself lifted into the air, she cried out as he
thrust her downward onto his slick cock. He stumbled with her to
the wall behind the desk, planting his hands against the glossy
wood while he supported her legs over his arms and fucked her with
hard, deep thrusts. With every powerful move, she yelled, her pussy
still spasming with the sensation of her orgasm.

Finally, letting her legs slide to the
floor, he turned her again and walked her back to the desk to bend
her over the edge and push his cock into her from behind. His
thrusts were so hard that her feet were lifted from the floor each
time he moved deep inside her. She felt the piles of papers beneath
her, pressing into the flesh of her stomach. She reached forward
and grasped the farther edge of the desk.

She then felt him pull out and his
hands maneuvered her up onto the desk, placing her knees on the
edge so that her pussy and ass were hanging out in space. The air
on her bare backside shocked her and made her shiver. Suddenly, his
tongue was attacking her pussy, pushing deep in the dripping folds
before sliding up and plunging into her tight asshole.

The shock of feeling his tongue in her
little puckered hole, slowly working it open with widening circles
his tongue was making made her almost fall off the desk. Quickly,
he grabbed her around the waist and fell back into his chair with
her on his lap. Without warning, he pulled her ass down onto his
waiting cock, pushing between the cheeks and into the tiny
opening.

She screamed but he was pumping her so
fast that the initial pain faded and her screams became moans. Her
hands gripped the arms of the chair and she leaned into him,
pushing herself down onto his thrusting cock. His hands moved to
her front, moving her legs wide open and then pressing his fingers
to her pussy, playing with her clit.

She heard his breathing growing harsher
as his cock began to grow and throb hard in her ass. His fingers
moved wildly over her clit, driving her to an orgasm that threw her
body forward as he thrust one final time deep in her ass, releasing
his come in her ass and filling her with its sticky warmth. Slowly,
his grip tightened and he pulled her up into his lap again. Both of
them sat still for some time, panting in rhythm as they fought to
regain their composure.

Eventually, Jane moved out of his arms
and stood up. She walked around the desk to gather her clothes and
slowly pulled them on. Finally dressed, she collapsed in her own
chair and looked across to her boss. He had also dressed and
returned to his chair. His hair was wildly mussed and his shirt was
still unbuttoned halfway. She slowly smiled and then laughed out
loud.

He looked up at her and smiled shyly in
return. “Well, I think we better get back to work.”

They both surveyed the papers that had
been pushed out of their tidy stacks and scattered on the floor.
Shrugging, Jane scooted forward and began straightening papers. Her
boss, after smoothing his hair and buttoning his shirt, leaned
forward and began doing the same. After a few minutes, Jane
yawned.

Her boss looked at her and grinned.
“Need another break?”
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Debbie watched as the
tall, handsome man walked into the room. Her boss pointed to a
chair and he took a seat. He’s
beautiful, she thought. He had dark hair
cut in a business style. He was handsome, that was for sure. He was
the type of a man that you might find on a magazine cover when it
was something featuring business. He wore a beautifully tailored
suit, dark blue with a white shirt underneath and a burgundy tie
that had some subtle design she couldn’t quite decipher. He had
piercing steel blue eyes that were accentuated by the blue of his
suit. She found she couldn’t stop staring at him.

Of course, the three other women in the
meeting were all fawning over him too, talking to him, engaging him
in their inane office chatter. Debbie sighed. That was her life. In
school, she’d sat quietly in the back as others talked and raised
their hands. Even though she got straight A’s and her Japanese
mother had passed on her beautifully exotic features, soft almond
eyes, silky straight black hair, and a trim figure that would put
most movie stars to shame, she had never learned to speak
up.

She watched her blonde, redhead and
fake blonde coworker chatting this guy up and she felt anger rising
in her. It just wasn’t fair, why couldn’t she be like them? Why
couldn’t she talk? Why was she always overlooked?

Her boss said, “Okay everyone, let’s
get down to business. This is Tom Matthews. As you know, we’re
expanding the call center to include evenings. Tom has been hired
to head up the evening shifts. We haven’t staffed it yet so, he’ll
be spending the next two days getting used to the
operations.”

Everyone applauded primly, and though
she clapped along, Debbie thought the applause was kind of stupid.
He was hired because he was qualified, not because he had pulled a
prize out of a cereal box. Debbie was glad for his qualifications,
though. Debbie herself was qualified. In fact, her sales team
performed better than anyone else’s did. “Alright, let’s settle
down, now. I need a favor,” her boss looked around the room, “I
need someone who will show Tom the ropes for the next two
days.”

Of course, blonde, redhead, and faux
blonde raised their hands immediately. “Wait a minute,” the boss
said, “there’s more. After you’ve shown him the ropes for two days
here, you’re going to have to work a double shift on Tuesday night,
so he can begin setting up his own operation for the start date
next week.”

The three hands that had jumped up so
eagerly fell back down. “Come on, everyone, we need to get him
trained and there’s no other group of individuals more qualified
than the people sitting in this room.”

Debbie looked at
them, the bimbos.
They were all ready when it didn’t take any real effort and all
they got was attention, but the moment it required any work they
weren’t willing to do a damn thing. She was sick of it, tired of
being backstage. She had better sales numbers than anyone else in
the group, her employees were retained longer and the customers
they brought in stayed with the company longer. She wasn’t going to
take it anymore, “I’ll do it.”

All eyes trained on her, everybody’s
focus settling in her direction. Her boss raised his eyebrows at
her, but said, “Alright, Debbie, thanks. You’ll start tomorrow when
we open. Tom, you shadow Debbie. She’s easily our best crew
manager, so you’re sure to learn everything just the way we like to
do it around here.”Debbie glowed with the praise and when Tom
smiled at her, her heart melted.

That night, she took a
long shower and for the first time in months, seriously considered
what to wear to work. She settled on a business suit that really
complimented her figure. She actually tried the blouse on with
three different bras until she found one that showed her firm ample
breasts to the best advantage. She took even more time picking out
shoes and then applied, took off and applied make-up until she was
satisfied with the results. By the time she was done, she thought
she looked very professional but still exotic. She wondered whether
Tom was into Asians. Who cares if he is,
he will be when I’m through with him.

Debbie had a determination
that had seen her to valedictorian of her class. It had also landed
her the job of sales manager at one of the largest call centers in
the country. At the age of twenty-three, two years after being
hired, she was the star manager, and yet she had never shown this
kind of determination in her social life. Not anymore, she thought,
I’m tired of nobody noticing
me.

So, it was with a great deal of
determination and no small amount of excitement that she stood by
the door of her office at eight o’clock the next morning, waiting
for Tom to arrive. Tom walked up to her office at about 8:05. That
was good. The business didn’t actually open until 8:45, and Tom
showing up early showed the kind of enthusiasm and responsibility
that she wanted to see. He was wearing a nice olive-colored suit
today, but it was still as perfectly tailored as the one he wore
the day before. His tie was again subtle but beautiful. He smiled
at her, “You’re here early too, huh?”

She chuckled at him, “First thing you
learn in sales, show up early and . . .”

“ . . .stay late,” he
finished. She reached forward and adjusted his tie. It wasn’t
really crooked, but she had read somewhere that when a woman
adjusted a man’s tie it showed she was interested in him. She hoped
he had read the same thing. He thanked her.

She opened her office door and invited
him to sit down. The first hour or so, she simply gave him
background information on the company. She made sure he knew when
paydays were, what to dial to get an outside line, that sort of
thing. He paid close attention and she was gratified to see him
taking notes.

When the employees shuffled in around
9:15 so they could get on the phones by 9:30, she sprang into
action. He followed behind her as she visited each employee,
checked on their sales goals for the day, gave pieces of advice
concerning troubling prospects and did her best to help them
understand what was going on.

At lunchtime, Tom surprised her by
suggesting they should eat together so he could continue his
education about the company. They did and she talked about the
business, smiling at him as she did. He told her that she moved
fast and that he had never seen a sales manager with such a good
understanding of her employees’ abilities and skills and also their
customers’ needs. She smiled and said, “Try your best to keep
up.”

She fixated on that comment for most of
the afternoon. It had been perfect. It had shown just the right
level of confidence and playfulness, and he had laughed at it,
letting her know he’d do his best. She moved through her shift the
way she moved through her morning, efficiently, effectively,
motivating her sales staff, and by the end of the day, the numbers
were good.

At 4:45, her staff began to head out as
the office shut down. Tom stayed with her as she prepared her
reports for the shift, and then walked with her when she brought
the reports to her boss. He took them, looked them over and thanked
her. Her boss had Tom stay over and, as she walked out of the
office, she heard Tom say, “I can’t believe how well she works with
the staff,” and it gave her a thrill. It gave her an even bigger
thrill when Tom mentioned that her numbers looked good too, and her
boss said for her it was just an average day.

She knew as she walked down the hall, a
satisfied glow settling on her, that her boss was busy telling Tom
that she was that good every day. It gave her a curious mix of
happiness and fear, happiness because Tom got to see how dedicated
she was, and fear that Tom might think she was putting on a show
just for him.

The next day went the same as the one
before, except when the shift ended and the reports were turned in,
she and Tom left the office and went to a diner nearby and had
dinner while they planned setting up Tom’s new operation. When they
got back, they spent the next several hours organizing cubicles,
setting up a sales board, making sure that phone lines were in
place, negotiating the irritating waters of IT professionals who
were needed to set up computers and phone software. By eleven,
things looked good and Tom remarked that he thought he could hit
the ground running on Monday. Then he surprised her. He looked at
Debbie and he asked if she would have time to help him with some of
the interviews. “You don’t want to interview your own staff?” she
asked.

He smiled at her, “Well, I have a
feeling that if you do some of the first interviews instead of the
human resource department, that I’ll start off with a much better
staff.”

She smiled at him and said, “I’d love
to.” They stood at the office and Debbie realized they were done
and Tom was just waiting for her to tell him they could leave. She
walked up to Tom and straightened his tie again, “Well, I think we
can get out of here. If you’re not going straight home, it’s been a
long day for both of us, we still have some time to catch a
drink.”

Tom smiled at her and said, “I’d like
that.”

Tom was still using taxis, so Debbie
drove them to a nice hotel with a lounge that would be quiet and
intimate. They went inside and Tom ordered a scotch while she
ordered a vodka and cranberry juice. They asked each other about
their backgrounds and shred sales war stories until finally the
bartender cried out, “Last call.”

Tom said, “Oh my God, Debbie, we’ve
been here for four hours and it felt like twenty
minutes.”

Debbie smiled, “I thought so
too.”

“Thank God tomorrow’s
Saturday and we don’t have to work,” he said. It gave her a
thought, and she decided what the hell,
I’m tired of being ignored. She took his
hand in hers and said, “You’re right, we don’t have to work
tomorrow. In fact, that gives us hours.”

He looked at her, his eyes growing wide
as he suddenly understood what she was implying. She stood up, took
him by the hand and led him out of the lounge to the front desk
where she booked a room, paid and got the room key. The two stepped
into the room. It was nice, spacious with a large bed.

Debbie didn’t waste time. Even as Tom
looked around the room, she took off her jacket and tossed it on
the bed. She pulled off her blouse and was just finishing removing
her bra when Tom finally saw her. He stared and breathed in
sharply. She smiled and fell to her knees. She moved forward,
topless and moved to him, unbuckling, unzipping, and uncovering.
She smiled when she’d exposed his cock. It was a nice dick. It was
good sized and perfectly proportioned. She leaned forward and ran
her tongue over the edge. She licked and sucked at him for a while
and then stood up and dropped her pants.

She hadn’t been naked in front of a man
for quite a while, and she was thrilled at the way Tom leered at
her. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered, and she felt beautiful when
he said it. She looked down at herself, her nice breasts, her tiny
waist, her impossibly small, shaved pussy. She smiled at him and
moved her hair so that it fell down over her breasts. She knew that
men loved to see the way it hung down, the last wisps of it just
long enough to tickle at her thighs and, if it were angled right,
the tip of her clit. She stepped forward and kissed him and then
pushed him backwards against the recliner the hotel provided and he
sat.

She knelt again and began to use her
mouth in earnest. She held the base of his cock and moved her mouth
half way down and up, down and up, down and up. After three dips,
she took her mouth off and ran her tongue all the way down, flat
against the shaft until she flicked at his balls and then licked
her way back up. Then, it was up and down again, and she thrilled
at the way his cock reacted. She kept up the cycle for ten minutes
or so. She sucked up and down three or four times and licked up and
down. Again and again she did it while Tom groaned in
pleasure.

She felt herself growing more and more
overwhelmed. She wanted him. Still, she kept herself on task and
moved down to lick and suck on his balls while she stroked him
softly. He continued to groan and she finally stood, his cock still
in her hand, and she straddled him. He leaned forward and kissed
her as she positioned him against her, and she slowly lowered
herself down. He felt so good inside of her, and she leaned back so
he could see himself enter her. She knew that her pussy seemed far
smaller than it was, and she imagined his delight as he watched his
cock push into it.

He stared transfixed at where their
bodies joined, and she smiled. Then, she began to move herself up
and down on him. He groaned and reached forward to grasp at her
breast. She thrilled at the touch of his hands on her nipples, the
way he squeezed around them, the way he pinched her. She felt
herself, after only a few moments, close to orgasm. She moved
quickly on top of him, and he moved his hands from her breasts to
her waist, holding her tight and pushing up into her. She leaned
forward and kissed at his neck, moving her hips back and forth
along his shaft, thrilling at the feel of it inside of
her.

Tom’s hands moved from her waist to her
ass, cupping each cheek and squeezing hard as he pumped in and out
and she moved back and forth. She felt his mouth on her cheek and
then at her ear. “You’re so good, Debbie. My God, you’re so good.”
She felt herself flush at his words, and she gasped as his pushing
brought her right to the edge.

Suddenly, he stood up, his hands still
on her ass. She was lifted up with him, and he continued to pump
into her as she threw her arms around his neck and moaned into his
ear. “Oh yes, yes Tom, yes!” He kept pumping into her as he walked
from the chair to the bed and laid her onto it without ever taking
himself out of her. She gripped the edge of the mattress as he
pushed into her, and she used her arms to pull herself against him
as he pumped into her. She knew it was only a matter of seconds,
and she cried out. Her body was sending waves of feeling through
her, and she cried out again. “Oh, Tom! So good, Tom!”

He pushed into her hard and fast, and
she felt the comforter beneath her like every cell on her body had
somehow become attuned to every sensation that was possible. He
pushed in, filling her so completely and then pulled out leaving
her with a delicious, yearning emptiness. He did it over and over,
and she finally screamed, “OH YES, TOM” and she felt her orgasm
grasp all the energy in her body and throw it back over, igniting
every nerve ending in an explosion that tensed every muscle and
then released the tension but not the adrenaline so that she
shuddered under its power. Meanwhile, Tom kept pushing into her as
she clamped on and off of his cock.

She watched as his face suddenly tensed
and she felt him speed up. He grabbed her waist so hard that it
almost hurt, but she welcomed the feeling and tried to arch herself
up against him. Finally, he groaned a final time and she watched
his whole body tense as he shoved deep inside of her and she felt
his seed splashing inside of her. It was hot, and she felt a whole
new wave of sensation rush over her as he came. She sat up and
threw her arms back around him, moving herself up and down,
reveling in his facial expressions as he finally grew too sensitive
and pushed her onto the bed.

He collapsed next to her. “Jesus,
Debbie.” He panted through his words. “You’re the best sales
manager I’ve ever seen, an incredible date, and that was far better
than anyone has a right to expect. Jesus, what else do you
do?”

She was breathing hard as she rolled
over to lay her head on his broad chest. She stroked it lightly and
then reached down to softly take his still-sensitive cock in his
hand. She moved her hand lightly and softly over it and kissed his
shoulder. “This hotel has room service, Baby. I promise you’ll find
out what else I do before breakfast.”










Banging the Bartender

an erotic short by Cindy Jameson
All
rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams
Press









"Are you going to stare into space the
entire night?"

Vicki looked up for the first time, the
words breaking her self-imposed daze. She looked at her glass of
cola, seeing the distinct lines of condensation as they snaked down
the side of the cool glass. She hadn't told him that she had
slipped the smallest amount of rum into the glass when he wasn't
looking, her attempts at being more adult causing the drink to take
on a different, unlikeable flavor. She felt the beginnings of a
blush and forced her hand forward. She quickly downed the glass's
contents and ceremonially wiped her mouth with her sleeve. It was
far from a ladylike gesture but she couldn't find the need to
care.

"It's not so bad. You can just talk to me.
After all, talking to a bartender is better than therapy," Greg
offered, winking at her as he took the glass from in front of her.
"He was a jackass anyway."

She shrugged but didn't comment. She had
been working at the restaurant for a long time. Maybe it had even
been too long. If her mom hadn't been married to Greg she's sure
she would have long ago been fired anyway. He knew as well as Vicki
did that she just came onto her shifts to grab a date or two. She'd
dated some real winners as well, most of which always turned out to
be married just like the most recent jackass. Maybe it was time to
give up on fairy tales, after all. Heck, there was always online
dating. Sure, she was only eighteen but that failed to make a
difference in her mind. She was getting old too fast.

"You're too good for him, Vick. You need to
start setting higher standards."

Greg moved around behind the bar, careful to
clean the glasses and organize them. They were the only two left in
the establishment, the two o'clock closing time long gone. Usually
they split the cleaning duties in half. However, that particular
night Vicki had been too busy drowning herself in self-pity. Greg
had swept, mopped, and cleaned the tables. He was always good about
that. Reliable. Maybe she had always envied her mother that much.
She had managed to find someone that could always be counted on,
someone that wouldn't just leave.

"Well, I don't think many share your
opinion." She stood up and stretched her arms above her head before
slowly allowing her hands to wipe at the still present tears.
"Waitresses are a step above strippers but that's about it."

 

Greg huffed and arched a black eyebrow. "You
really believe that?" He dropped his drying rag and stared at her
for a moment. "You're still a kid and you're already this
pessimistic?"

"I'm hardly a kid," she growled. Her
shoulders visibly moved as she shrugged. Part of her hoped it was
just the depression talking but the truth was becoming evident.
Nice guys don't date bad girls. Well, employed guys don't date bad
girls. She turned and almost lost her balance. She didn't drink
much and the slight amount of rum was hitting her in a way she
hadn't expected. She was far from drunk, but she felt momentarily
sick.

Before she realized what was happening, Greg
had her by the arm and led her to bathroom. For a moment she
struggled against his grip, somewhat angry that he was being
forceful with her.

"Look at yourself."

He put his hands on her shoulders, settling
her in front of the mirror. She started to pull away again and
stopped as he pushed down gently on her. Finally she looked at
herself, seeing what he saw.

Her mascara had run down her face, the
majority of her makeup looking disheveled and painted on. Her
lipstick was smeared from her lips on the right side, a bright red
stain blending with the cake like makeup.

"Wipe it off."

For some reason she did as he asked, her
hands turning on the water and quickly wiping away the layers of
previously applied foundation. She wiped for minutes, rinsing her
skin several times as she worked. Finally, she was finished and she
stared at her eighteen year old face with unease. She was naturally
blond, her blue eyes peering at her without the usual outlines of
mascara or eye shadow. She felt truly naked there under the dim
light of the bathroom.

"Do you see that?" he asked, smiling from
over her shoulder. "That's you. You're a pretty girl. A gorgeous
girl." He pointed at the discarded paper towels in the garbage.
"That's what you think you are." He turned her, looking into her
blue eyes. He gently took her chin into his hand and angled her
face up. "You are better than the scum you chase after."

She started to feel awkward, his hands on
her face feeling anything but fatherly. She had often fantasized
about Greg, his masculine features, his well-toned body. She envied
her mother, she envied their relationship. She opened her mouth to
protest, to say that she needed to go. Instead her mouth was
covered by his. She could feel the heat of his breath as his lips
pressed firmly against hers, his tongue snaking into her open mouth
and leaving her motionless for the shortest of seconds. Then, out
of nowhere, she felt her body begin to respond.

Vicki sucked at his tongue, feeling it
stroke the insides of her cheeks and the roof of her mouth. She
felt a tension ease in her. She had no idea how long it had been
there, how long her body had been so on edge. But in that instant,
she felt like a weight had moved off of her shoulders.

They stayed kissing for what seemed like an
eternity, both of their tongues darting in and out of each other's
mouths in a sort of abstract tango. It was only when they came up
for breath that she allowed Greg to lead her gently to his office.
She did very little at that point, Greg taking complete control of
the situation. He wasn't being cruel or forceful. No, he was just
being dominant. He took care to unbutton her shirt without pulling
at the small plastic fasteners, softly pushing her hands away when
she reached up to help.

"No," was all that he said, a single word
that held the subtle hint of control that she had craved for so
long. He had always embodied everything that was perfect for her.
Since her mother started working at the bar when Vicki was twelve,
she had been fascinated by his strong personality, his strong
everything. She immediately obeyed, any indications of resistance
or rebellion gone from her body and mind with one simple word.

He soon had dropped her blouse on his desk,
her black bra following it. As he disappeared behind her, his
fingers tracing the rise of her breasts, she could feel the rows of
chill bumps rising along her skin and up her back. She couldn't
tell if it was the cold or the excitement, but the shivering
accompanied the increased wetness between her legs. Vicki could
feel him gently unzip her skirt and as it moved down her legs, she
obediently discarded her heels and stepped out of the garment. It
soon joined the pile of her clothes, the only separating her from
complete nudity being a small pair of French cut panties.

He didn't move for several moments, Vicki
immobile as he stood behind her. Soon enough, however, his hand
appeared in front of her, his fingers going to the front of her
panties before working down. She blushed crimson as his fingers
stopped on the wetness, the pressure of his fingertips increasing
dramatically.

Greg's face was next to her ear in an
instant, his warm breath making her ear flex uncontrollably.

"Good girl," he whispered before pushing the
fabric aside and burying his fingers deep inside her folds.

The sudden intrusion made her gasp, her body
shaking and almost lifting into the air as he speared her with his
digits. He played in her wetness and made sure that his fingertips
went as deeply as they could as he angled her face to kiss her lips
once again. His tongue went into her mouth as his thumb played on
her clit without remorse or pause.

Vicki could barely see, lights appearing in
front of her eyes as he played masterfully with her pussy and
sucked at her mouth. She didn't even realize when she got to her
knees, his hand ripping at her panties and throwing them across the
room as he pulled his mouth from hers. He stared at her for a few
moments, his green eyes meeting her blue in an intense moment of
understanding. When he pushed her head forward and settled her on
all fours she quickly realized what position he was going for.

She heard his zipper slide down but could
see nothing. It was only when she felt him at her opening that she
realized the sheer size of his cock. He played along her lips for a
moment, languishing in her juices and then teasing her by pressing
at her hole halfheartedly. She felt herself tense at the pressure,
his size much larger than anyone before. She inhaled and tried to
relax as she felt him settle into a spot, his hands going to her
hips and holding them tightly.

As he pushed into her she released an
animalistic sound. He filled her completely, her walls stretching
to accommodate him as he pushed against her g-spot before bottoming
out near her cervix. She felt the force of his penetration as it
grazed her womb, the sensation almost like a cramp. Vicki could
barely catch her breath as she felt him pull back, careful to
stroke her walls. Immediately he thrust in again, this time the
force much more commanding. The way it felt, the fullness and
pleasure, caused her to grip handfuls of carpet between her
fingers. She could hear the grunts and groans leaving her mouth
each time his heartbeat caused his organ to pulse inside her.

Greg pulled out slowly before driving back
into her with even more force. As he moved to adjust his body, his
angle, each powerful thrust caused her to lose her breath. But soon
he settled into a rhythm, his cock adopting a fast rhythm of deep
drilling that always managed to hit all the right places. She
tightened her walls around him each time he pulled out slightly,
her pussy hungrily trying to keep him inside. It was difficult to
tighten around him at all, however. His size filled her
dramatically and completely, his cock so thick that the veins that
surely accented his shaft managed to send tingles up her spine and
add to the pleasure he was giving. On top of that, every time he
moved it was deliberate and thoughtful, almost as if he wanted her
pussy to mold to him. Vicki realized in that instant that he wasn't
only fucking her, he was claiming her.

Her clit was untouched, unaffected by the
angle of entry. However she didn't need it. His deep internal
fucking was more intense than anything before. Her body was
shivering and her breath was becoming harder and harder to catch.
She again gripped him with her walls, wanting to massage him, to
give him the same pleasure. It was almost as if she were
desperately sucking at him with her body, drinking in that feeling
of fullness that he was supplying. She tried to push her mind
somewhere else several times, wanting to forget that feeling that
was slowly and surely developing in the pit of her stomach. Each
time his veined shaft buried itself in her she could feel that
intensity spread up her body like a flickering flame.

But soon, she felt the tension growing
beyond her control.

Greg seemed to increase his movements,
almost as if he could sense her distress and rising pleasure. She
began to groan more loudly as soft grunts escaped his lips. Her
breath was becoming harder to catch, her muscles tight and flexed
in preparation. Finally, she released a guttural scream as her body
went into overdrive. She gripped his cock wildly, a pulsing
sensation accompanying her movements. She dimly heard him growl,
his hips jabbing forward almost violently as she felt a warm gush
in her insides. She couldn't see much in that instant, a distinct
array of white spots dancing in her vision as her body exploded in
orgasm. She could feel her womb suck as his cock, drinking in his
come as she tightened and spasmed around him. It was as if she had
momentarily lost consciousness and the pleasure was the only thing
left.

It took several moments before their breaths
relaxed and their bodies began to soften and loosen. She could hear
him pull away from her with liquid sound, something that caused her
blush to return with earnest. She dared not move until she could
see his hand in front of her face.

Greg lifted her to her feet, taking a moment
to stare into her eyes before carefully kissing her lips. He held
her there for a few moments, stroking her hair as he rested her
face against his chest. She stayed there for the longest,
forgetting everything else. The only thing that crossed her mind
was a simple thought that forced a soft chuckle from her body.

"What?" Greg asked gently.

"Just thinking that you were right. Talking
to bartenders really can be… therapeutic."
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It was a warm and sunny day and outside
the air smelt sweet like honey and the birds were chirping away. I
was washing my car in my short shorts that showed my nice plump but
firm ass and my bikini top that showed off my perky tits. Not
knowing that a black car was pulling into the driveway, I bent over
to get the sponge wet again and as I turned around my dad’s boss,
Randy, was standing right there smiling. I could tell that he got a
great view of tight ass and maybe even some of my pussy because my
shorts were sooo short.

“Hey Ashley is your father home yet?”
He asked with a smile on his face.

Randy was oh so hot. He had nice blonde
hair and he was built from the neckline down. I really wanted a
piece of him, but I did not want to upset my dad and get him fired
or something. I had just turned 18 so the world was opening up for
me one way or another. If I could just feel his nice dick inside me
I would never ask for anything else again.

I snapped back to reality and told
Randy that my father was out for the day and he would not be home
until Friday night. He looked at me sharply and smiled again. I was
sure he knew that dad was gone, I mean he is my dad’s boss after
all. I decided to ask him in for a drink of lemonade and he quickly
said yes.

I was so nervous that I was shaking as
we walked into the house because I did not want to get in trouble
from bringing my dad’s boss inside. I walked to the refrigerator as
Randy sat on the couch with one knee over the other smiling and
waiting patiently for me to return. I smiled back and poured him a
glass of fresh lemonade that I made myself earlier in the day. I
walked over to him in my sexy short shorts and bikini top and
handed him the glass of lemonade.

I guess that I should have thrown on a
top over my bikini but what the hell. I was feeling very sexy and
horny. When he took the glass from my hand, his eyes meet up with
my perky tits. I watched him while his eyes wandered all over my
body, enjoying the feel of his intense gaze on my toned body. I
could even make out the beginning stages of his growing hard
on.

When he finished his drink, he sat it
on the table and moved closer to me with his big pretty eyes. I
loved his nice blue eyes as they sparkled when he smiled. I decided
to be brave and touch the top of his leg. He offered no objection
at all and he moved me closer. Suddenly, he leaned in close and
kissed me, and I knew that things were going to get wild from
there.

He started to move my left bikini strap
down and I took that as a sign to move my hand from his leg to his
cock. I could tell by rubbing him through his pants that he was
very large and his cock was growing bigger and bigger each minute
as I kept stroking it up and down. He pulled down my other bikini
strap and pulled the whole top down just enough to expose the upper
parts of my tits. My cleavage is very impressive and he paused to
take in the sight.

Then he told me to pull down his zipper
so he could feel my warm hand wrapped around his cock. I complied
and started taking his pants off so that I could get a closer look.
When I saw his beautiful dick, I was surprised at how big it was. I
could feel myself become very excited. I had never seen such a big
cock before and I was not sure how much of it that I could fit into
my mouth. But I was sure willing to find out, so I started sucking
him as far down my throat as he would go without gagging. He was
moaning and groaning as I sucked and licked his cock in and out of
my mouth. He pulled off my bikini top the rest of way and started
to fondle my tits as I sucked him off.

I was still sucking his huge dick when
he told me to lie down on the couch so that I could have my turn. I
knew all along that what I was doing was wrong, but it sure felt
right to me with his strong hands all over my supple tits. I lay
back on the couch and let Randy have a great view of my panties and
bare tits. He whispered that he loved my round nipples, and gave
them a pinch making them instantly hard. While he was feeling my
tits with one hand, his other was busy pulling my white panties
down around my ankles.

After my panties were off, Randy
started licking and sucking on my pussy as I lay there moaning and
shouting in ecstasy. “Aww, more Randy, don’t stop please.” I
shouted. He kept on licking and sucking until I felt my body tense
and I started to come. I told him that I was coming and he smiled
and kept on going. As he kept sucking and licking, I moved side to
side more and more until I felt the whole sensation. As I came, I
squealed a little and grabbed at my own tits, squeezing my already
sensitive nipples. Randy stopped licking and sucking my clit so I
could rest a little and then he began to move his cock toward my
wet pussy.

Randy started off rubbing my pussy with
the tip of his raging cock as I moaned and told him to put it in.
He started off slow and then he moved a little faster as he started
entering. His cock was so big that it stretched my pussy walls more
than I have ever felt before. Once he was inside of me, he moved
faster and faster. I could not believe that I was actually having
sex with my dad’s boss at this moment.

As Randy started moving faster and
faster I started yelling more and more, because it felt so good.
After awhile, Randy started slowing down so that we could catch our
breath a little. He was moving slow as his muscles cringed together
a little like he was exercising at the gym. He placed his hand on
my right tit as we moved with each other.

Randy decided to turn me around for the
back position, so I lifted up and turned around. My little tight
ass was gleaming in the light as Randy grabbed my ass cheeks and
smacked them hard. I actually jumped because I never had a man hit
me that hard before. When I was ready, he teased me a little bit
before he started entering my wet pussy again. When he entered the
second time he decided to go in a lot faster than before, but he
stopped after a few minutes. Randy adjusted his raging dick and
started the penetration over again. I loved this position because
my pussy was tighter than ever.

Once we were comfortable, we started
moving faster and faster against one another. The fast tempo felt
incredible because the penetration was getting rougher and rougher.
I knew that Randy was enjoying it because he started smacking my
tight ass again and again. At first it hurt, but I got use to it
after awhile and was able to moan to every smack. My perky tits
were bouncing all over the place as well. At one moment these were
hurting like hell, but I was getting used to them bouncing
everywhere. We were getting a little tired so we started slowing
down again, but I wanted to suck more of Randy’s hard cock, so I
told Randy to stop and lay down on the couch.

I moved up on Randy and sat right on
his chest as I started to stroke his nice raging cock. He was
getting a little slack so I decided to spice it up a little bit by
making sure that he was comfortable and hard. I put his cock in my
mouth and, as I did, he started growing larger inside of my mouth.
His cock was up and running now, so I kept on going and going as he
moaned and groaned every minute. I was having so much fun deep
throttling his dick and playing with his nice huge
balls.

Randy loved every second of me sucking
and licking his huge cock because he kept whispering to me about it
over and over. I knew at one point that he was ready to come, but I
did not let him. I wanted him to be teased first before he came.
Every time I felt that he was reaching his peak, I waited a few
minutes so that he could get a little annoyed with me and then I
went back to sucking. I started going deeper and deeper as it went
on so that he could feel my whole mouth move. After awhile, I even
started biting him more and more so that he could squeal a little
bit for me.

I remembered how good it felt when he
was smacking my ass, so I started doing the same thing with his
balls, but very gently. He did not like it at first, but then he
started telling me to do it more and more. I even started sucking
them after awhile because he wanted to feel more of my tongue. I
sucked and licked his balls more and more as he moaned for me to
stop, but I didn’t. Randy was so insistent, but I kept on sucking
and playing with his huge smooth balls.

I started back on his cock, but it was
not with my mouth. I decided to go and get a nice little toy for
him to moan and grunt to. He was really hesitant, because he hated
the vibration at first, but at one point it started to make him
feel good. I started turning the toy on and off on him so that he
could moan and beg me to stop. I loved to hear him beg. He started
begging me to stop, but I was not listening to him at all. I kept
on going and going until he cried out. “I am going to come.” I
looked at his vibrating dick and told him to come as much as he
wanted.

Randy started moaning louder and louder
as I turned up the vibration on the toy. He was getting ready to
come all over me and my athletic small body. I turned the toy up to
the max and he was really moaning and groaning then. Randy started
moving side to side a little as I kept the toy at a nice and steady
position. His legs were tightening and he was moving his toes. His
whole body was getting taut and I knew that any minute he would
come, so I started lowering my body near his nice big dick so that
I could catch all of the come on my tits and round
nipples.

We were having so much fun and it was
an amazing night. Randy was still moving and then he started
moaning louder than I expected. He braced the couch with his hands
and said that he was coming. His dick started spurting out his
sticky semen all over my nipples and tits as I sat there catching
every squirt of it. Randy shot out about five times before he was
done.

As Randy started to move, we heard a
noise from outside that sounded like a car pulling up. I rushed to
the window and saw my dad’s car in the driveway. I told Randy to
move fast and go put his clothes on. I started lighting scented
candles and opening windows. We sat on the couch with lemonade as
if nothing happened. My dad walked in and smiled at both of us,
saying hello. I looked at him and asked. “Why are you home early?”
He replied that work was finished and that everything was fine. He
quickly shook Randy’s hand we both looked at each other and smiled.
It had been a close call but it was worth it.
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Evelyn watched Jake, the new stable
master with a careful and critical eye. He knew how to handle the
horses. She watched as he calmed even the most high-spirited of the
beasts, calming them from skittishness to docility. She took his
eyes off the corral and walked into the stable. She walked through,
inspecting the stalls one by one and noticed that he had taken good
care of them. They were all well groomed, fed, and
watered.

Also in the stable was Jake’s pretty
little wife, Darlene. She was wearing those tight, tiny cut-off
shorts that were so popular among the young people these days. She
also wore a flannel shirt, with the shirt tails tied beneath her
breasts, exposing her navel. The girls claimed it kept the shirt
tails from snagging on equipment or tack, but Evelyn knew they
really wanted to show their bodies off. She didn’t mind. She had
been one of them a few decades before. Darlene wanted to show off
her tight, little body. Evelyn considered the girl.

It was indeed a tight, little body.
Darlene had long slender legs despite her diminished height, and
the tiny cut-off shorts made them seem even longer as the bottoms
of her buttocks were exposed on either side of the upward angled
denim. The girl was bent over a bucket pouring feed into it.
Darlene’s hips weren’t very wide, but the angle gave her ass a bit
of help, and Evelyn knew that when she stood, her waist was so tiny
that she still appeared to have an hourglass figure. Evelyn felt a
thrill as she watched Darlene from behind. The young girl couldn’t
have been older than twenty-years old. Evelyn was forty-two, but
she remembered her youth, the cut-offs and the cowboys.

Evelyn looked at the girl’s tight body
and thought about her own. She hadn’t let herself go. She was still
trim and fit, but she was also forty-two. Her breasts weren’t as
firm as they had been, and she was softer now in places that should
have been hard. She was still a handsome woman. In fact, men came
to call on her regularly. They’d politely waited a full year after
her husband died, but then they turned out in droves. Evelyn
received them warmly and sent them on their way. She couldn’t be
sure if they wanted her or her land, and she certainly didn’t need
anyone’s affection. For eighteen years, she and Jeremiah had built
the ranch into a successful enterprise, and just prior to his death
the two had liquidated certain land investments and ensured that
the ranch could operate for the next century whether or not it
turned a profit.

It did turn a profit, though, and she
could never be sure if someone wanted her or that profit. She
didn’t mind. She didn’t want a relationship with a man. She enjoyed
her memories with Jeremiah and didn’t want them obscured by a new
man and the attention he would need. Still, as she stared at the
young girl happily working, bent over so that her tiny cut-off
shorts made her ass look beautiful, she recognized that although
her emotions were fine without a man, she realized that her body
wasn’t as cooperative. She watched Darlene and thought of her own
youth, bringing a stirring to herself that she knew would haunt her
in the evening.

Darlene stood up and saw Evelyn. “Oh!
Mrs. Stanton. I didn’t know you were there.”

Evelyn smiled at her. “It’s no problem,
Darlene. I’m just examining the horses. You and your husband are
doing a fine job.”

Darlene smiled nervously.
“Well, thank you, ma’am. Thank you.” When she said,
ma’am, she gave a short
bow, and Evelyn noticed through the two open buttons on her shirt
that the girl wore no bra, and again a thrill rushed through her.
The tiny flash of the girl’s nipples stimulated her, but not
because she was attracted to women. She’d never cared for that. She
was attracted to the youth of it, the idea of the woman sleeping
with Jake. Feeling herself flush, she nodded back at Darlene,
excused herself and left the stable.

As she crossed out of the
stable door, Jake entered. She greeted him, and he tipped his hat
to her. She told him, as she had said to Darlene, that she thought
he was doing a fine job. She didn’t need to stare at Jake’s body to
picture it. She’d studied it for two weeks. He was tall and
muscular. When he worked, his muscles strained against his shirt.
His jeans seemed too tight for his strong legs and his attractive
ass. Evelyn sighed. The days of youth,
when all we thought about was working, eating, and sex.

An idea formed in her mind. She knew of
a small group of trees right next to the staff cottage she had made
part of the arrangement when Jake and Darlene took the job at the
ranch. There was an oak tree with a comfortable crook that made a
nice chair, and were one to sit in it, a full view of the cottage’s
bedroom was afforded by the large plate glass window. The trees
themselves would allow anyone to watch the goings-on while
remaining completely unseen. She decided she had to find a way to
get Darlene and Jake behind those windows. Her body told her it had
to be tonight.

Evelyn returned to the main ranch house
thinking of ways to create energy between the two. A plan formed in
her mind. It was excessive, but if it worked, it would be worth the
effort. When she reached the guest house, she called the head
servant and told him to invite the new stable master and his wife
to dinner. The cook was instructed and the entire household staff
was galvanized to prepare. For her part, Evelyn sat in her office
handling various ranch issues and thinking about the evening. At
5:30, she wrote a rather large check, called for her valet, and had
him take it to her place at the table. She went online to check on
her stock investments, but she’d already done it. She was simply
trying to make the time pass. She sighed. She stood up and walked
to her parlor and looked in one of the antique mirrors she owned.
She was still beautiful. She knew it. Still, the efforts at chasing
men were the efforts of the young, and even though she was only
forty-two, the responsibilities of the ranch made her feel
older.

At 6:30 Evelyn walked into
the dining room and sat at the head of the table. Jake and Darlene
were already in place next to each other, dressed in their Sunday
finest. Jake wore a nice suit with a bolo tie, and Darlene wore a
yellow dress and had a daisy in her hair. They’re lovely, just lovely. Evelyn
nodded to the valet and he put plates in front of them. The three
ate in silence for a while, and Evelyn knew they were likely
enjoying one of the finest meals they’d ever had. They seemed
uncomfortable, and Evelyn wanted to set them at ease. She put her
fork down and smiled at them.

“Jake, Darlene. Thank you for coming. I
invited you here today because I looked at the stables and the
corral, and I’m afraid I’ve done you a great
disservice.”

Jake looked shocked. Darlene said,
“You’ve been nothing but kind to us, Mrs. Stanton!”

She held up a hand. “How long have you
been here, Jake?”

“About two weeks, ma’am.”

“In two weeks, the two of you have
completely undone all of the damage the idiot who held your job
previously had done. I’ve seen my horses, the horses I love, go
from mangy and unkempt to proud and well. They’ve become the kind
of horses I can take pride to own. Once again, I enjoy the stables,
and it’s all because of you two. As I said, I’ve done you a great
disservice.”

Jake stared at her. “Ma’am, we’ve been
very happy here. You’ve done right by us.”

Evelyn shook her head. “No, I haven’t.
When I brought you here, I offered you the guest house and a
salary. I thought at the time it was a fair salary because that is
what I paid the previous stable master. I know now it was unfair.
You have done twice the job as he.” She reached under her placemat,
took the envelope, and handed it to Jake. He took it and just
stared at it.

“Go ahead, young man, open it.” Jake
nodded and opened the envelope. When he pulled out the check, his
jaw dropped. He stared at it, his hand shaking. Darlene looked over
at it and gasped.

“Good Lord, Mrs. Stanton. We…we can’t
accept that!”

Evelyn smiled. “Of course you can,
dear. I’ve simply doubled your annual salary. Because I have a
rather tyrannical accountant who insists on no changes prior to the
fiscal year’s end, I’ve written you a check for the difference from
the operations account. Next year, your weekly paychecks will
reflect the change. This year, you’ve been paid half up front.” She
paused as the words sunk in. “You’re not planning to quit before a
year are you?”

Darlene said “Oh, no! Mrs. Stanton.
No!” She leapt up from her chair and threw her arms around Evelyn.
The servants stared, and Evelyn delighted in their shocked faces.
She hugged Darlene back and kissed her on the cheek. Still holding
her, she said, “You deserve it, dear. Your husband is a fine stable
master.” She looked at Jake and said, “You be sure to buy your wife
a new dress if she wants one, Jake.”

Jake nodded. “I sure will,
ma’am.”

She squeezed Darlene a final time and
then whispered in her ear. “And you be sure to make your man know
how much you appreciate him tonight, dear. A man needs that.” She
let Darlene go and as Darlene looked at her before she sat again,
Evelyn winked at her.

Darlene smiled, bit her lips, and
mouthed the words, “I will.”

The conversation wasn’t strained for
the rest of the meal, and Evelyn entertained them with stories of
Jeremiah. She talked of how they met, how they bought land
constantly and expanded the ranch. How they lived and loved and how
their children, away now at college, would someday return and take
over the operations of the ranch. Finally, when the plates were
cleared, she invited the couple to her parlor for a drink before
calling it a night. She poured a shot of whiskey on the rocks for
Jake and a sweet blackberry liqueur for Darlene. Finally, she told
them she wouldn’t keep young lovers cooped up when they wanted to
be alone. As Jake got his hat and Darlene’s jacket, she winked at
Darlene. Darlene winked back, and Evelyn smiled.

The couple left, and as soon as the
door closed, Evelyn walked through her study to her private garden.
The garden path led directly to the cottage with a distance of only
half of what the couples would have to cover. She came to the group
of trees, found the crook in the oak, and sat. She stared through
the window and waited for the couple to arrive. She was awash in
excitement and could feel her pussy start to get wet.

In ten minutes, she saw them walk into
the room. Darlene didn’t disappoint her. The moment they were
through the door, she covered his mouth with kisses. Evelyn smiled
as the girl put her hands on her husband’s cheeks and kissed him.
The girl probably thought it was passionate as the world, but it
seemed innocent and chaste to Evelyn. There was a loveseat by the
fire, and Evelyn was gratified to see them end up there, still
kissing, because it afforded a better view. It was closer to the
window and angled perfectly.

They separated, and Darlene said
something to Jake and he smiled and said something back, looking
her up and down. She’d complemented him, and he’d complemented her
in return. Jake leaned in close and kissed her again. Then, he
reached forward to tickle her, and Darlene giggled. When he moved
his hand up to cup her breast through her dress, she slapped his
hand away playfully and laughed. Evelyn laughed, too, and then
quickly stifled it. Then, Darlene’s face took on a hungry
expression, and she reached forward to pull off his bolo tie and
unbutton Jake’s collar. When Jake reached forward again to cup her
breast, she let him. He held her for a while and kissed her as he
softly squeezed.

Then, he reached behind her and
unzipped her dress. He pushed it to her shoulders and it fell to
her waist. Evelyn gasped in delight as she saw that Darlene wore a
soft pink bra. She only saw it for a moment because Jake deftly
unsnapped it and pulled it off her. He leaned down and began to
suck on the nipples while he ran his hands up and down her back,
and Evelyn felt her own nipples harden as she watched. Finally,
Darlene pushed her man away and finished unbuttoning his shirt. She
pulled it off him, and Jake stood as he pulled off his undershirt.
Darlene got up, and her dress fell to the floor. Evelyn was
thrilled to see her perfect ass covered only by a tiny pink
thong.

Darlene knelt in front of her husband,
undid his buckle, and pulled his pants and underwear down to his
ankles. As he stepped out of them, Evelyn saw the size of Jake’s
cock and drew her breath in sharply. He was huge. Evelyn just
couldn’t imagine that giant thing going into any part of Darlene’s
tiny body. Darlene didn’t seem to have that problem, though,
because she reached out and took him in her hand. Evelyn imagined
her cooing as she pushed Jake backwards onto the loveseat until he
sat again, keeping her hand on him. When he was seated, she bent
over and put him into her mouth. Evelyn couldn’t see it very well.
She saw Darlene’s head bobbing and watched the tiny girls ass
bouncing slightly as she moved her head up and down. Then, though,
Darlene put her hands on Jake’s thighs and pushed herself up. She
kept her mouth on him, but she stood rather than kneeled, and
through Darlene’s spread legs, she could see Jakes massive dick
disappearing into Darlene’s mouth. She couldn’t understand how the
small girl did it, but his wife’s lips travelled all the way down,
taking Jake in completely. Evelyn looked at Jake’s face. He was
definitely lost in the feeling.

After a short while, though, he lifted
Darlene’s mouth off of him and stood her up straight. While he sat
on the edge of the loveseat, he pulled down her panties and Evelyn
let out a soft moan at the sight of Darlene completely naked. When
Jake’s hands grasped at the cute little ass and he pulled her to
his face, Evelyn actually saw the tip of his tongue as he flicked
it against her. It went on for a while, and Evelyn imagined the
sensations that had to be coursing through Darlene’s body. She
could see Darlene tensing and then relaxing, and she imagined the
little shocks of pleasure that caused those reflexive jolts of
movement.

Finally, Darlene pushed Jake backward,
and Evelyn’s eyes grew wide as she climbed onto him. There was no
way that huge cock was going to fit. Evelyn would have bet a
thousand dollars on it. Darlene took his cock, though, positioned
it against her, and eased herself down on it slowly. Evelyn
expected her to start moving back up when she was a third of the
way down. She expected it when Darlene was halfway down. She was
certain it would happen when she reached two-thirds, and she shook
her head in astonishment as the last few inches disappeared into
the young lady’s body.

Then, Darlene began to move quickly
atop her husband. Evelyn felt her heartbeat rising and her breath
quickening as the young wife moved her hips so quickly that the
whole loveseat seemed to shake. She put a hand on her chest. She
could feel herself getting excited and longed to feel a cock like
Jake’s. When Darlene got off Jake and put her hands on the arm of
the loveseat and her knees on the cushion, Evelyn’s excitement
grew. She watched Jake push into her from behind, watched him grab
her hips and move so hard and fast that if she hadn’t seen the look
of ecstasy on Darlene’s face, she would have thought Jake was
hurting her.

She studied Darlene’s
face, trying to judge by her expressions when she would climax. She
watched her mouth move. She was saying something. Evelyn pretended
it was “Oh God, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Jake!” It felt strange, though,
because even though she watched Jake pounding into the girl’s body,
and even though the girl was apparently shouting in joy, Evelyn
couldn’t imagine the word fuck
escaping the girl’s lips.

Darlene arched her back and opened her
mouth wide. Evelyn guessed she was screaming. Her whole body
tensed, and Evelyn saw her hands gripping into the arm of the
couch. The girl was cuming. Evelyn felt desire roll over her as the
girl squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth while her husband
still pumped into her, furiously. Finally, she saw Jake suddenly
get ramrod straight and thrust deeply once, twice, and then a final
time. Both of them froze in position for a moment, and then Jake
leaned over and collapsed above his wife, rolling so that they both
lay on the loveseat, spooning. It gave Evelyn her first view of
Darlene’s pussy from the front, and it was glistening and pink and
beautiful.

Evelyn watched them for a while, and
when she was fairly sure Darlene had fallen to sleep, she stood and
made her way back through her private garden and into her study.
She looked at the clock. It was 9:45. She rang for her valet, and
when he entered, she told him she’d need him to stay late. He
nodded and began to undress.









If you enjoyed this story,
please take a moment to visit Cindy’s blog at http://naughtydaydream.blogspot.com
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