
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Office Wimp

By Peter Speed


Chapter one

A screeching noise echoed across the quiet office for the third time that afternoon. It could only mean one thing – the photocopier was stuck again. 

Dennis Lewis thrust his hand deep into the bowels of the dilapidated device, sighing deeply at the task ahead.

The 23-year-old hated his job. 

When he landed the much sought after role as office intern three years ago, he believed it was a stepping stone to success.

He had been wrong.

Dennis flunked out of university early, abandoning long-held dreams to become an NHS consultant and moved back home with his parents.

However, much to everyone’s surprise, the university drop out had bounced back quickly somehow landing a golden opportunity at leading accountancy firm Potts Hillman.

But, much to his annoyance he was still here three years later, fixing the antiquated machine for the umpteenth time this week.

It was ancient but he knew his boss was way too tight to fix it properly.

Virtually everyone in Potts Hillman loved Donna Jackson, one of the firm’s partners and the office golden girl. 

Everyone, apparently, except Dennis. She was his line manager and he despised her.

She wasn’t a bitch – not in public at least – and even Dennis would admit that. 

If she had been openly cruel or dismissive, then perhaps Dennis’s loathing of his boss would have been justified.

But that wasn’t the case. 

Donna seemed perfect in almost every way.

She was 31 although she looked about 19, blonde, beautiful, had built successful career in her own right and was married to some dream hunk called Gerry.

Thanks to her lovely girl-next-door looks and ample bosom, people fawned over her.

If she was talking to you, then she made you feel like the centre of the universe – an ability to make people happy simply by being interested and tactile in conversation.

A gentle hand on the arm here and a fake laugh there; Donna could light up a room within minutes of entering.

And that was the problem with Dennis.

He was unsure how his relationship with Donna had come to be so non-existent. She was not mean to him and she was certainly never rude. 

But she ignored him. And he knew she was ruthless when she needed to be.

It seemed to Dennis that she did not have time for him, disregarding his ideas and opinions every single time.

She seemed to act liked he was little more than a burden. 

And he could not understand how she had formed this impression of him.

Before she had taken over management of the firm’s junior team, Dennis had been performing well and was eyeing a big City career.

It appeared the university drop out had come good after all.

However those unlikely dreams had now stalled. 

Ever since her arrival Donna had always favoured others, leaving Dennis to watch on enviously as his peers were promoted, given huge bonuses or sent on career-defining training.

He received nothing apart from a “satisfactory” rating in his appraisal. 

That hurt.

So he was regarded highly enough to fix the photocopier and make sure the post was opened every morning, but that was it.

He had tried to approach Donna to meet the situation head-on. 

She’d simply laughed off his complaints with a heart-warming smile and a flutter of her expensive eyelashes, assuring him that his time would come.

Of course, it hadn’t worked out like that.

Dennis had retreated into his shell, dreading coming into work and facing the rest of the office. 

He was now the longest serving intern the business had ever had – and had even earned the dubious nickname ‘Patch’ as he could seemingly help with almost any routine problem.

He detested that word. He could feel the mockery attached to the nickname every time it was uttered in his presence.

He ran a hand through his long greasy brown hair. 

The photocopier was completely jammed up and there would be no quick fix this time.

Dennis checked his watch. It was 3.45pm.

Donna was closing their part of the office at 4pm today to take everyone in her team for holiday drinks.

He stood up, trying his best to straighten his clothing that had been crumpled while fiddling with the photocopier. 

Fully aware that the news would go down like a lead balloon, Dennis shuffled over to Donna’s office and knocked once.

She was on the phone but summoned him inside, indicating for him to wait while she finished her conversation.

In this part of the building, Donna had the only office. 

The rest of the floor was open plan with Dennis taking the unwanted desk right in the middle.

Dennis looked around the meticulously clean room with not a single paper out of place – a far cry from his bomb site of a desk.

Wearing a tight-fitting black top with a white filly trim and tight black trousers, the director looked immaculate as always. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Dennis watched her substantial chest rise and fall as the boss spoke into the receiver. 

He shifted his weight slightly to hide his growing erection.

Misinterpreting this movement as a sign of impatience, Donna finished the call, put down the phone and turned to the intern.

She did not attempt to hide her disapproval of his attire, frowning as she surveyed Dennis’s creased shirt. 

Donna raised her eyebrows quizzically: “Is everything OK, Patch?”

He tensed but outwardly did not show even a hint of anger at the use of the loathed nickname. 

By now he was well trained at burying his feelings. 

At times he felt he had been split into three characters – Dennis the person, Dennis the professional and Dennis the whipping boy for the rest of the office.

“Donna, there’s a problem with the photocopier that I can’t fix.

“We’ll need to call someone out to deal with it.”

He watched her sigh, knowing she was already thinking about her budget. 

“Are you sure there’s nothing you can do? You’re supposed to be the expert.”

Sensing the barely hidden frustration in her voice, he spoke quickly: “I’ve spent the last 30 minutes trying to get the thing working again but it’s beyond me. 

“There’s something wrong with the….”

She waved her hand dismissively to stop him mid-sentence, uninterested in the technical details of the issue.

“Okay, get the engineer guy in asap.”

Dennis nodded: “Not a problem. I’ll drop them a line tonight and arrange for them to come first thing on Monday morning.”

He turned without waiting for an answer, eager to get the email sent and begin to prepare for the night’s party.

Donna spoke as he reached for the door handle to leave: “We have the board review meeting at 10.30am on Monday morning. 

“We’ll need print versions of the agenda and latest figures for members to accompany the digital presentation.

“We need the copier back up and running. It has to be done tonight. 

“I realise we’ll have to pay extra but I can’t jeopardise that meeting.”

Dennis’s heart sank. 

He knew what she was saying even If the exact words had yet to be spoken.

“So let me get this straight. You want me to wait for them tonight and get the machine fixed before leaving?”

Donna tried to express sympathy, slowly wrapping her long blonde curls around one of her fingers as spoke.

“Thank you, Dennis. That’s exactly it. 

“I know it’s the office party tonight but the role of an intern here is to make sure the office runs smoothly. 

“Walking out to go boozing while the copier is broken wouldn’t be very professional or good for future career prospects, would it?”

Dennis was certain he could hear a touch of mirth in her sugary voice, watching her fulsome lips move but not listening to the words. 

No matter what was said, the truth was simple. 

His night out was ruined.

He spoke through gritted teeth, refusing to make eye contact with his boss.

“Fine, I’ll stay.”

“Great. We’ll have a pint waiting for you at the party.” 

Donna flashed her winning smile at him again but turned back to her screen before her sentence was finished. 

Her concern was superficial, her attention fleeting. 

Shoulders slumped Dennis left the room, closing the door behind him. 

Someone needed to teach his hot boss some manners. 

And he would love to be around when it happened.


Chapter two

Dennis glumly watched as the others departed for the pub, leaving him behind alone to wait for the repairman.

Several colleagues showed sympathy, giving him half-hearted hugs and slaps on the back reassuring him that he would still make the party.

Despite his relatively young age, Dennis was savvy enough to realise that being too friendly with him was toxic for anyone wanting to build a career at Potts Hillman. 

He was now deadwood as far as most of the business was concerned – an intern who had failed to make the grade. 

He knew what lay before him: either he would be hounded out of the business or Donna would wait for him to make a simply mistake before ruthlessly firing him.

It was surely only a matter of time.

It would be another thing ticked off her list of ‘achievements’, not giving a moment of thought to the life she was destroying in the process.

So far, he had not given her a chance but he understood a parting of the ways was inevitable – unless a dramatic reversal in fortunes happened.

It had not always been like this, he remembered, as he put his feet on the cluttered desk before him and leaned back in his chair.

The role involved the most basic office duties – filing, answering the phone, making tea and running errands – but the firm had promised him training and rapid career advancement.

And initially the signs were good. 

Dennis was popular and seemed to be developing a good rapport with the senior management and partners.

His life – it seemed – was on the up.

Then his mentor and biggest ally Stan landed a big promotion in the States, with Donna appointed to the board and allowed to take control of the department.

And things began to go pear-shaped for Dennis then on. 

Soon his confidence was undermined by the obvious lack of a proper working relationship with his line manager.

His career progression plan was gradually abandoned and his menial duties extended. Dennis took it on the chin, still trying to impress his new boss.

It never happened. 

Over time Dennis found fewer people stopping to talk to him in the canteen and noticed a lack of eye contact in the corridors.

He was seen as a loser, the office wimp. 

He was unsure where the nickname ‘Patch’ came from but soon everyone was calling him it.

The lack of respect and mockery took its toll. Dennis became withdrawn and sullen, his enthusiasm visibly shrinking.

It wasn’t only his working life that suffered. 

Dennis had continually vented his frustrations to his long-term girlfriend Sonia, regularly lamenting the cold shoulder treatment at the hands of Donna.

Ever-balanced, Sonia patiently tried to soothe and reassure Dennis in equal measure.  

But their relationship came crashing to a grinding halt one drunken night when Dennis blamed her for his career misery.

It was a decisive blow.

He was foolish, he knew. It was completely out of order. She had done nothing wrong but she still copped the blame.

He knew he should have chased after her and begged forgiveness but his wounded ego wouldn’t allow it.

Instead he did nothing to stop her walking out of his life, allowing the only good thing in his world to slip through his fingers. 

That was six months ago. They had not spoken since.

There had not been anyone else – for Dennis at least. Deep inside, he still loved Sonia but could not bring himself to beg.

That broken-hearted despair had been buried, evolving into a bitterness and hatred for his oh-s-o-perfect manager.

Dennis was aware his intense dislike for Donna was irrational in many ways, but he could not hold it back. 

He loathed her and her secretive manipulation of people.

His daydream of self-pity was broken by the arrival of the repairman. It was nearly 5pm. It was going to be a long night.


Chapter three

Dennis triumphantly clicked the button on his mouse watching the cards scatter across the screen, signifying victory in solitaire.

It was a hollow win.  The clock had passed 7.30pm a few minutes ago and they were still not finished.

The repairman – a grumpy overweight soul called Phil – had stripped the photocopier down to its core, sucking his teeth with apparent concentration at regular intervals.

Conversation between the two of them had run dry almost immediately. 

Dennis had spent the early evening surfing the internet before delving into the desktop games that he rarely got to play thanks to the layout of the open plan office.

He was bored of waiting. 

He wanted to go out on the piss with the others. No-one had rung to get a progress report though. He had been forgotten.

“I think we’re almost there.”

Dennis looked up at Phil, who was standing up and dusting himself down.

“Really?” 

Dennis could not keep the surprise out of his voice. The party was still a possibility then.

Phil nodded. “Yes. I’m pretty sure it should work now. 

“You’ll just need to test it from each of the computers on the floor to make sure the reset is fully successful.”

Dennis had been prepared for this, ensuring every one of the office computers had been switched back on in readiness for such a test. 

Publicly Potts Hillman prided itself on being a forward-thinking innovative business.

Unfortunately that did not extend to their hardware for staff. 

It was traditional, to put it politely. 

As a result, everyone’s passwords were shared on a central server for the admin staff to access in case this type of issue arose. 

Dennis was one of the chosen few to have access to the passwords, although he knew it was more of a curse than a blessing.

Within five minutes, every computer on the floor had printed out a blank document on the copier.

It was working and the pub beckoned.

“Great. Thanks, Phil. You’ve been a star.” 

Dennis held out his hand as a goodbye gesture, fishing the jacket off the back of his chair as he spoke.

The repairman ignored the handshake, pushed the grey hair out of his eyes and pointed towards Donna’s office. 

“No, there’s still one more machine to test at least. We need to do every machine or the system may crash next week. 

“We have to be certain – or else I’ll be back earning more over-time from you guys over the weekend.”

Dennis cautiously studied Donna’s office. 

There was no lock and her password was on the server like the others – kept there for emergencies exactly like this.

But it was her office. 

Her private domain that no-one ever went in unless she was around.

Dennis hesitated, wondering if he should ring his boss to get the all-clear.

Phil sighed: “Look, you fucking moron. 

“You might not give a shit what time you get home but I’ve got plans this evening – and they don’t involve you.

“Get your ass in there, print out a blank Word document and log off again. It’s not a big deal. Stop messing around and get it done.”

Dennis’s temper rose as he eyed the physically imposing older man before him.

“Keep your hair on, old man! No need for that….”

His words tailed off as Phil took a step towards him. Dennis barely came up to his shoulder and probably weighed less than half his weight.

The intern retreated and kept quiet, stopping at his desk to glean Donna’s password from the server before approaching his boss’s office with a foreboding sense of dread.

He stepped into the office and closed the door, happy to be away from Phil and his overly aggressive mannerisms.

Sitting in the expensive leather chair and switching the machine on, Dennis eyes rested on the three pictures on her desk.

Each one featured Donna and her husband Gerry in various embraces in exotic locations around the world.

Dennis could not claim to know her other half well but intensely disliked his sort. 

Gerry was a few years older than Donna – around his mid-30s Dennis would have guessed – and oozed money.

The greying flecks of hair around his temples radiated an air of sophistication that was matched by his sharp fashion sense.

He was apparently some sort of big shot banker but seemed to be under the impression that he was actually an international rock star, judging by his behaviour on the single time that he and Dennis had met.

Dismissive, rude, arrogant and full of sarcasm – Dennis struggled to pinpoint the man’s biggest fault but there were certainly plenty of them.

Yet women seemed to love him and his dubious charms.

The computer screen sprang to life, interrupting Dennis’s thoughts about Gerry. 

He typed in the password slowly to avoid any errors, fully aware that Phil was intently watching him through glass windows.

Dennis hit the button to open a Word document frowning as the computer froze, unable to keep up with the speed of human movement.

Impatient at the delay, Dennis hit the mouse several more times trying to encourage the machine to leap into life.

Instead it remained frozen.

Phil pointed to his watch through the glass. 

“IT’S FUCKING CRASHED, YOU PRICK!” Dennis was struggling to control his temper with the burly techie.

Phil opened the door, his voice barely above a whisper. 

He did not step inside but spoke in a low voice that sent a chill down the younger man’s spine.

“You got something to say to me, sunshine?” 

Dennis shrunk into the chair, unwilling to take part in the confrontation. “No. It’s just that it has crashed on me…”

As he spoke the screen sprang into life but, instead of opening a single document as intended, Dennis’s repeated clicking had accidentally opened several applications.

His eyes grew large as the images appeared on screen in front of him. 

The intern could not believe what he was seeing.

Remembering Phil was still watching him from the doorway, he tried to keep his expression neutral.

“Wait, it’s working again. It’s printing and should be with you any second.”

Satisfied that he was now almost done for the evening, Phil grunted his understanding and moved back to wait by the copier. 

He began packing up his equipment, not giving Dennis a second glance as the copier began to whir into life for the final time that night.

Dennis looked back to the screen – and the private information he’d accidentally stumbled across.

A plan was already forming in the back of his mind.

He smiled and blew out his cheeks. 

He would be partying tonight, after all.


Chapter four

Donna Jackson stormed through the firm’s main entrance, struggling to contain the anger that swelled inside her meticulously honed body.

Fuelled by several bottles of wine and numerous shots, her mood was dark and she did not even try to hide her fury. 

Her anger was an unusual sight in Potts Hillman; completely against her usual persona of sweetness and light.

She was already half sloshed though – and absolutely furious with the idiot who was attempting to ruin her evening.

The sound of her high heels clattering into the tiled floor as she marched towards the elevator was enough to indicate her deep unhappiness at returning to the office so late at night.

It was almost 10pm by now and the party was in full swing. 

This was supposed to be her evening – a well-deserved night out for the dream team that was helping to propel her carefully constructed career into orbit.

Then she received a phone call about 20 minutes ago from that little toad Patch, insisting she left the celebrations and returned to help out with an emergency.

Ultimately, it was her responsibility and she had no choice but to return. He was even more useless than she’d thought possible. 

Gerry kept telling her to fire him but she’d yet to find the opportunity. She needed just cause – ruining her meticulously crafted reputation as a people person for the sake of one lousy intern would be counter-productive.

But after tonight, she’d redouble her efforts to remove Dennis from the company.

She could not quite put her finger on why his call had annoyed her so much. His tone, perhaps, had a smug sound to it.

And his wording was always so considered and careful as if every letter carried a hidden meaning.

In short, he gave her the creeps.

He lacked passion and vitality – if he hadn’t been the department’s errand boy, Donna doubted she would have even been aware of his existence.

The lift pinged to confirm it had reached its destination and Donna stepped out onto the third floor, expecting to see Dennis waiting for her obediently in the small reception area.

It was deserted, almost eerie.

She sighed, wondering where the little rat was hiding.

Scanning the rows of empty desks, Donna moved slowly through the office taking extreme care not to collide with any of the furniture. 

This was more difficult than it should have been; she had obviously drunk far more booze than she could remember.

Oddly the light was on in her office and she slowly gravitated towards it. 

“Hello?” 

Donna’s words went unanswered as she pushed open the door with a flourish.

The room was empty but her computer was switched on.

Her first thought was one of triumph: “The little fucking bastard has been rooting through my computer. I’ve finally got him…..” 

Donna’s joy at catching Dennis breaking the company’s rules was short-lived.

She froze as her computer screen display came into her line of sight. 

“What the fuck?” she thought, fighting back the nervous tension that had exploded inside her stomach.

Survival instincts kicked in immediately.

Donna walked to the screen, sat and hurriedly began closing the multiple windows that were open on her machine.

She could feel her heart thumping in her chest as she closed down the explicit interracial images across her screen.

“Well, well, well……”

Completely absorbed in trying to remove the incriminating images, the sound of Dennis’s voice made Donna jump in her seat. 

Out of nowhere the intern was standing at the doorway, staring at her with a peculiar look etched across his face.

Thinking on her feet, Donna opted to play the innocent card and looked to turn the tables on her office junior. 

Speaking with her usual air of authority, she responded: “Dennis! You made me jump. I’ve just found some awful images on my computer and was just removing them.

“If you’ve been looking at this kind of filth on my computer then you’ll be out the door. It’s utterly disgusting. I hope you’ve got a good explanation for this?”

Donna was a skilled and experienced operator in face-to-face communication.

She could bluff with ease, pushing the curls out of her face as she continued to close down the rest of the pornographic images.

Inside though, her heart was racing. Her mind was whirring, considering the best way to approach the situation with the board. 

They would take her word above Dennis’s, of course, but she did not want her career to be tainted with such a sleazy episode.  

No, this would need some careful handling indeed, she thought to herself.

Breaking away from the screen, she turned back to Dennis expecting a grovelling answer to escape his lips as soon as she made eye contact.

She was mistaken. 

Instead, he remained silent with the strange look frozen on his face. His odd demeanour was beginning to make her uncomfortable.

She shivered, rearranging her scarf to cover her sizeable breasts that could be viewed through her undone coat.

“Dennis? Is there something wrong? I expect a full apology from you over this disgusting behaviour. 

“What on earth do you think you are doing, looking at this on company property? Once I tell the board, you’ll be lucky to keep your job.”

He said nothing in response, only increasing her uneasiness. 

She had cleared the screen and began to log off when Dennis approached her.

His movement was sudden, covering the distance between the door and the desk in a couple of strides before Donna had time to react.

His expression changed. 

Gone was the benign fixed smile, replaced by a malicious grin and bulging eyes.

He looks insane, Donna thought as she gently recoiled from the man sitting only inches away from her, perched on the edge of her desk.

Her retreated was stopped by Dennis putting a small hand onto the arm of the chair, stopping her from moving away from him.

She could feel the alarm growing but steeled herself once more. Dennis was the office wimp, after all. 

She could handle him.

Then he finally spoke, sending ice through her veins.

“Oh no, Mrs Jackson, it’s you who should be worried. Let’s drop the games, shall we? I’ve uncovered your dirty little secret.

“And unless you want me to tell everyone about your desire for extra-marital big black cock, then I suggest you’ll do exactly as I say. Do you understand?”

Donna’s mouth fell open as she struggled to respond to the wimp’s words.

Her tormentor though did not wait for a response. 

“That’s a good girl. I knew you’d see sense.”

He leaned forward as he spoke, carefully removing the scarf around her neck and casually fondling her right breast through her lacy black top.

She did not fight him – she needed to know exactly how much he knew.


Chapter five

Dennis shuffled his position on the desk to hide the growing erection as he cupped his boss’s superb chest. 

Her breasts were firm and substantial – easily the best tits he’d encountered in his fleeting sexual experiences.

He did not have a large cock by anyone’s estimation so it was unlikely her eyes would be draw to the growing lump in his crotch.

But he did not want to reveal exactly how aroused she was making him.

For the first time in his life, he had power and he was determined not to waste it.

Donna opened her mouth to speak but was silenced by Dennis removing his hand from her breast and placing a finger lightly to her lips.

“Ssshhh, Boss. I’m doing the talking now. You keep that pretty little mouth quiet for now, there’s a good girl.”

He watched her bristle at his smug patronising tone but was pleased she did not attempt to speak again. 

He did not smile but inside he was already celebrating: it was clear the all-conquering Donna Jackson was terrified over what he’d discovered.

He took a deep breath, enjoying watching his bitch boss squirm in front of him. This was all working out perfectly.

“Firstly there’s good news. I’ve got the photo-copier fixed so it’s all ready for Monday. 

“Of course, I’ve missed the office party now but I am happy to make that type of sacrifice. After all, I have that kind of dedication to this firm.”

Donna snorted gently but remained silent, her eyes betraying the fury pulsing through her veins.

“Secondly I thought it was imperative to call you back, Mrs Jackson, about the serious breach of internet policy I uncovered this evening.”

He slid off the desk, moving his small frame around the back of Donna’s chair – running his cold fingers along her exposed neck.

The married blonde shivered at his light touch, an instinctive response that made him grin with delight. 

She missed the look.

“The maintenance technician was extremely thorough and insisted every computer was checked and fully aligned with the copier before leaving. This involved a test run from each desk – including your own.”

Donna turned her head, becoming increasingly uneasy over the direction of the conversation.

The movement allowed her to slip his hand away from her neck. 

She pushed the hair out of her eyes and looked up at Dennis, already trying to clear her head enough to worm her way out of this unexpected mess.

“My mate Phil,” he announced, smiling broadly at the complete lie that went straight over Donna’s head, “asked me to check your computer at the very end.

“And while I was completing Phil’s request, I stumbled upon your little secret. 

“Luckily, he didn’t see what flashed up on your screen; otherwise your perverted sexual tastes would be common knowledge.

“Instead being the loyal colleague that I am, I saved you from that embarrassment.  

“I completed the test despite being completely shocked at the hard core pornography that I discovered on your work computer. You can thank me later properly.”

Donna shook her head defensively:  “I think you’ve made a mistake, Dennis. 

“The first time I ever saw any of those sites was five minutes ago. In fact, how do I know that you’ve not planted them on screen to try and dupe me?”

Her voice rose with fake anger as she clumsily tried to bluster her way of the tricky predicament she found herself in.

He smiled, deeply inhaling the intoxicating aroma of her delicate expensive perfume intertwined with the pungent stench of alcohol.

She was desperate – trying to aggressively wiggle out of the situation by bullying him in her usual manner. 

He had prepared for it though.

“Oh Donna,” he began, placing his arm one more on her near-naked shoulder, “that’s the biggest load of bollocks I’ve ever heard.

“Let’s consider some of the websites that I discovered, shall we?

“White wives meeting black bulls? 

“Hot MILFs sucking BBC while husband watches?

“An introduction to the cuckold lifestyle?”

“Everyone knows I don’t have a girlfriend any more. 

“And even I would have to admit that the chances of me being a bull are pretty unlikely.”

He paused, allowing his words to sink in. 

Donna remained silent, crossing her legs into a more defensive posture. Her skirt rode up providing a tantalising glimpse of her toned thighs. 

Dennis swallowed, distracted by Donna’s beauty. 

When it became obvious that she was waiting for him to continue, he cleared his throat.

“But you’re right. I could easily have just opened this up on your machine. 

“So when Phil had left, I thought – in the best interests of the company – that I should investigate the flagrant breach of policy that I had unwittingly discovered. And that’s when I stumbled across these.”

He held up a clutch of printouts with various pictures on them. 

The images were explicit – featuring black men and white women. One woman in particular was featured – Donna.

Embarrassment made her cheeks flush and she turned her head away from the pictures as Dennis laid them on the desk in front of her.

The speed of event was leaving Donna’s mind in turmoil..

And the fogginess from the copious amounts of booze she’d consumed was not helping either.

Dennis continued his story: “Luckily for me, you stored each password onto the browser – you silly thing.

“It appears you’re quite taken with this chap,” Dennis pointed to a particularly well-endowed black male, who must have been aged in his early twenties with a rock-hard six pack and shoulders that resembled boulders.

“I enjoyed reading the chat history with this Dwayne bloke. I didn’t realise old Gerry was so keen on being a cuckold? But here’s the one bit I don’t get.

“You can only have a black lover on the one condition that your husband stays in the same room but you blindfold him first? That’s a bit strange for me.

“Fair enough if you want to see your wife get boned by another man with a huge cock but choosing to only listen to it? What the fuck?”

Dennis threw up his hands in mock exasperation.

“Gerry needs to learn – cuckolds don’t make the fucking rules. And, as for you Donna, you’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

She said nothing but flushed again, refusing to make eye contact with her tormentor. He continued, enjoying the moment.

“I bet Gerry doesn’t know the stuff you’ve been sending to lover boy Dwayne, does he? 

“It sounds to me like he’s mildly interested in cuckolding but you’re desperate to get your hands on a big black cock.”

Dennis picked up one of the printouts and read aloud.

“I particularly liked these extracts:  ‘I need a real man to show me who is boss – I promise that I’ll ride those 10 inches like a good little white whore.’

“How very lady-like, Donna! 

“Or what about this one: ‘When my little wimp is all tied up, I’ll suck you off and you can spunk your black seed over his pathetic face…’”

“Enough,” Donna spoke through gritted teeth, still steadfastly refusing to make eye contact with the gloating junior.

Dennis’s tone changed in an instant.

“No, no, no. You’re not the one laying down the rules here, Donna. 

“Let’s make that quite clear. We’re playing my game – unless you want me to share these,” he pointed to the close images of Donna’s shaved vagina and another of one of her pert breasts being thrust together, “with the Board.”

Finally, she looked at him. “What do you want, you little wanker?”

Dennis grimaced at the insult but was determined to keep focused.

“Now I have three requests, which you will meet in full. 

“If you don’t then fine, the full range of evidence will be made public. I have, of course, got the evidence backed up and saved in several places in case you think I’m that dumb.”

His wording was careful. He did not want to give up his advantage lightly and he was hoping that her desperation would distract her from driving a hard bargain.

He waited for Donna to nod her understanding before continuing.

“Good. Number one is a simple one. My promotion is long overdue. I have served my time as the office intern and deserve a full promotion. 

“I want a desk in the corner near your office and will email you the training courses that you will fund for my career development as soon as possible.

“Number two is even easier. If anyone is caught calling me ‘Patch’ or any other derogatory name, they will face disciplinary action or even dismissal for repeated abuse. Is this clear?”

Donna gave the merest flick of her head as acceptance. 

“Excellent. The third request is easily the most enjoyable. It will suit everyone.”

His boss raised her eyes, sensing a slight change in Dennis’s tone.

“My third request is non-negotiable. You and I are going to go to back to your house. 

“You’re going to tie up and blindfold Gerry exactly as he’s requested and then I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

“What?!?” Donna could not hide the panic in her voice.

Dennis stroked her cheek with mock tenderness.

“Yes, whore-bag, that’s right. I’m going to be the bull that you and your sissy little husband have desired for so long.”


Chapter six

The taxi journey was awful.

Dennis had spent the entire 45 minute trip nibbling his boss’s earlobe and neck, openly groping her breasts for the delighted taxi driver to watch.

She repeatedly tried to stop him removing her nipples from her black bra but was unwilling to argue and risk upsetting him.

Donna had rung Gerry – as requested – to inform him that she would be coming home early from the party and she would not be alone.

Gerry had understood. 

The couple had spent months debating the best way to approach their cuckolding fantasy – and were planning to bring Dwayne into their bedroom in the coming weeks.

Except it was the office wimp Dennis coming to the private party at their house, and not the black bull they had dreamed of. 

She had not told her husband about the unexpected change in the cast – because the upstart had ordered her not to.

She was more than happy to oblige this request as she knew Gerry would never tolerate the toady junior coming into his home, let alone willingly allowing him to dominate them as a couple.

As Dennis continued to paw her body and trying to expose her breasts for the leering driver to ogle in his rear mirror, her mind was elsewhere.

Her thoughts were gradually becoming clearer as the impact of the evening’s alcohol began to lessen although a mild hangover was already starting.

Her options though seemed limited.

In the office, Dennis had been clear over how he expected the evening’s entertainment to pan out.

Donna would go into the house and leave the front door open behind her. 

She would seduce her husband, tying him to a chair in the living room with a blindfold to restrict his vision.

Dennis would slip into the house through the unlocked door and watch the erotic scene play out.

Once the sissy husband had been blindfolded, he would step out of the shadows and take centre stage with Gerry’s willing wife.

At least, that was how the Boy Wonder had planned it.

Donna, on the other hand, had no intention of simply playing along.

She would never simply lie down for anyone. 

She would not be blackmailed. 

It was not in her nature to meekly comply with such sickening demands. 

She would not allow anyone to exploit her – and especially not a loathsome individual like Dennis.

No, she had a number of options but she had yet to fully settle on her plan of action. 

Firstly she could open the taxi door when they reached her driveway and scream as loudly as she could. 

Such an approach would bring Gerry running and surely scare off Dennis. 

However Dennis would then be free to distribute the images and potentially ruin her career so that was a non-starter.

Secondly, she could go along with the plan but whisper to Gerry that there was a problem as she seduced him, leaving his binds loose enough for him to escape if needed. 

It had plenty of risk – particularly if her blackmailer discovered her attempt to sabotage their deal – but perhaps offered the ideal opportunity of bullying Dennis into erasing all the evidence that he had gathered.

Or finally, she could comply fully with Dennis and hope he kept his mouth shut.

It wouldn’t be the third option, she promised to herself. 

She was not going to be the obedient little fuck toy that her bastard blackmailer envisaged.

Her train of thought was interrupted as the taxi driver pulled up in front of the long driveway leading to her plush five-bedroom home.

Donna tried her best to ignore the man, who was nearly drooling over the sight of her partly exposed breasts, thrusting several notes in his hand and muttering for him to keep the change.

She stepped out of the cab into the leafy suburb, flinching as Dennis flicked her small G-string through her skirt.

Dennis followed her, closing the taxi door and banging his knuckles on the vehicle's roof to signal they were safely out.

As the cab departed for the city centre once more, Dennis let out a low whistle appreciating the unsubtle displays of wealth on show in the quiet street.

A white van rumbled past, the hum of its engine ruining the tranquillity of the upper-class suburban surroundings.

Dennis sidled back to towards his boss, slipping an arm around her waist and whispered in her ear: "Take me to bed."

He pointed to the driveway and the couple began moving awkwardly together towards the main entrance of Donna's home.

Within 30 seconds, the unlikely pairing stood outside the front door as Donna rooted around for the keys in her bag.

Dennis gently bounced from foot to foot, barely able to conceal his excitement as he watched her. 

As she searched, she wondered whether Dennis knew her well enough to understand that she would not meekly accept the situation.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see him shaking his head as if in full conversation with himself.

True, she'd underestimated him but he was still an idiot.

Finding her keys with a triumphant flourish, Donna stepped towards the door only to find the younger male had moved to block the way.

"What?" 

Donna could not hide her irritation, eager to get inside and enlist Gerry’s help to turn the tables on the odious prick standing before her.

"Boss, there are a couple of things we need to agree before going in. 

“Just a few little reminders so nothing... unplanned… happens in there."


Chapter seven

Bastard.

Donna was fuming as she unlocked the front door.

Dennis had completely outmanoeuvred her this evening, backing her into a corner that she could only see one way out of. 

And that option made her feel sick.

He had trapped her.

His words on the doorstep had been brief but menacing, the spite glimmering in his eyes as he spoke.

As Donna had travelled back to the office from the bar, he’d been busy ensuring his plot to blackmail his boss into bed was fool-proof.

The result was simple.

The incriminating lewd pictures and messages that Dennis had earlier uncovered had been uploaded to several anonymous Twitter accounts.

Thankfully none of the potentially career-threatening tweets had been made live yet. 

However they had been scheduled to be published every 20 minutes, starting at midnight.

Colleagues and prominent clients had been tagged into each messages ensuring Donna’s humiliation would not just be confined to the walls of Potts Hillman.

Dennis would cancel each tweet – before it went live – if everything went to plan and he was happy with her performance. 

If she refused to follow his instructions to the letter or attempted to get Gerry to over-power him, then he’d allow all the pornographic material to go public.

The choice was simple: play by his rules or risk her career.

It left her no choice – and no room for negotiation either.

She nodded her acceptance of the situation meekly before undoing the front door, leaving the little toe-rag on the doorstep.

“Gez?” 

She called out into the fully lit hallway, surprised her husband had not come out to greet her like usual.

“In here,” came the reply from the lounge.

He had been waiting for her – and was obviously making a conscious decision to stay out of the way of the bull that she was bringing home. 

If only he knew the full story, she sighed gently.

She slipped off her coat, placing it in a heap on top of her large expensive handbag. 

She kept her high heels on – she knew how to push a man’s buttons in the bedroom.

As she moved towards the living room, she glanced behind her. 

The front door was slightly ajar but there was no sign of Dennis. 

He would lurking somewhere nearby, sending a small shiver down her spine at the mere thought.

Her husband was already stripped down to his silk boxers in anticipation. 

His honed body twinkled with small beads of sweat as the room’s powerful log burner crackled next to him. 

Despite nearing the dreaded landmark of 40, Gerry’s body had remained in decent shape – a result of a dedicated gym routine and an obsession with calories. 

True, the once-cherished six-pack was no more and the taut muscles now sagged slightly but he was still a fine sight for his age.

The room was stifling – a complete contrast from the chilly air outside. The change in temperature made Donna feel dizzy.

Gerry rose from his seat to pass her a glass of champagne, which had already been poured and placed on the glass table in the centre of the room. 

“Hello Mrs Jackson. You are looking rather fine.”

She accepted the glass flute he offered her, forced a smile and bent over to greet her partner with a sloppy kiss. 

“Thank you, honey.”

Judging by the empty bottles on the table, this wasn’t Gerry’s first drink of the evening.

His hands greedily explored Donna’s body starting by cupping her face tenderly before sliding down inside her top to grope her nipples.

As if surprised to find her nipples were already erect, Gerry pulled them harshly causing his wife to gasp with pain.

He tore off the lace black top with barely concealed anger and yanked her bra away to reveal her magnificent breasts.

Despite their ample size, her globes had remained pert with her bullet-shaped nipples defiantly pointing upwards with her long blonde hair draped over them.

Gerry studied his wife’s impressive assets for a second before burying his head between them, kissing her perfect skin tenderly.

She stood topless in the middle of the room allowing her horny husband to maul her body. 

He knew what buttons to press for her enjoyment, guidance was not needed.

She held his head in her hands as he caressed her chest enjoying the expert arousal of her sensitive nipples while covertly looking around for any sign of Dennis. 

He remained hidden from view.

Sensing the movement above him, Gerry whispered: “Where is he?”

Donna bit her lip. 

It was decision time. 


Chapter eight

Dennis watched transfixed as a topless Donna cradled her husband’s head into her chest.

The young male could feel his heart pounding as he gazed upon the graceful curves of his boss’s gorgeous figure. 

He swallowed, realising his mouth was bone dry.

He checked his phone, opened the relevant app and cancelled the first tweet.

It was the first of many, a plethora of protection through a potent combination of words, pictures and social media.

Did she really think that he would attempt to blackmail a stunning woman for sex without protecting his own leverage first?

“What a silly little bitch I own”, he thought to himself as the handsome couple continued fondling in front of him.

Dennis was positioned near to the bottom of the stairs, waiting in the shadows for his part in the sexy scene to begin.

He could feel himself sweating but was unsure if it was nerves or excitement that was making his body perspire so profusely.

His erection pressed against his trousers with Dennis no longer trying to hide it. 

Donna would soon see what he had to offer in full – and she’d love it.

He smiled to himself. Even if she didn’t, he’d make sure she told her little wimpy husband that she did. 

The couple changed position; the movement making Dennis snap his focus back to the room ahead.

He could see the teeth marks on Donna’s succulent breasts, marked red from her husband’s attentions over the past few minutes.

Both his hands were now on her ass, unzipping the black skirt and letting it fall to the ground.

Dennis cock twitched and he groaned. 

For one terrible second, he thought he may ejaculate in his boxer shorts but the moment passed quickly.

He exhaled slowly, trying to regain his composure.

Donna was wearing only a black G-string, black hold up stockings and creamy-coloured stilettos. 

She looked like a Hollywood porn star – and a high-earning one too.

His palms were sweating as her watched the hot wife lean back on the glass table, allowing Gerry to push her thong to one side and lick her sensitive folds.

Dennis noted her pussy was still entirely shaved. She had not just done it for the dirty pictures then.

He expected nothing less.

In fact, apart from the gorgeous flowing locks on her head, there did not appear to be a single hair upon the rest of her delicious body.

Licking his lips in anticipation, Dennis craned his neck forward to fully lap up the filthy scene in front of him.

Hips thrusting in time with Gerry's tongue muscles, Donna threw her head back and groaned with pleasure.

Dennis watched enthralled, torn between wanting to participate in the erotic action and never wanting such a sight to end.

Several minutes of panting ended in a deep low moan and prolonged shiver before Donna tapped her husband on the top of the head indicating the climax had passed. 

He withdrew his face from her groin, rising from his knees and settling once again on the armchair that he had been perched upon when they arrived.

Still flushed from the fading orgasm, Donna scooted off the glass table picking up her champagne flute as she regained her feet.

The blonde babe knew exactly what her husband expected – ‘a bubbles blow job’ as her Gerry loved to describe it. 

She quaffed the remainder of the posh booze, dropped to her knees and plunged her lips over Gerry's rock hard cock.

He gasped as the cold tingles of the bubbles, Donna's warm mouth and his hot throbbing dick collided with spine-tingling impact.

Dennis was impressed by Donna’s public performance and her enthusiasm for sexually pleasing her other half. 

It boded well for him.

Her blow job skills seemed immaculate; a deep throat action and fully taking Gerry's eight inch penis without hesitation. 

She mixed it up though – altering her technique to flick her tongue over his helmet while her right hand kept up a solid rhythm of wanking.

She truly was a dirty fucking slut, Dennis thought giddily.

He could see her spare hand go nimbly towards a nearby chest of drawers, removing several items.

Then Donna broke away from the fellatio master-class, crouching down towards the base of the chair.

Dennis took a step forward to see what she was doing.

He smiled. 

The bitch appeared to be following the script as instructed but he would not make the mistake of underestimating the cunning minx.

She was tying her hubby to the chair. 

It was time to make his entrance.


Chapter nine

Donna knew timing was everything or Dennis would rumble her. 

Worse still, the lewd pictures would be published. It was going to be tight no matter how it panned out.

If her calculations were correct, he should have deleted the first tweet by now as she played along with his game.

That gave her just under 20 minutes to turn the tables on the creep. 

It was the only window of opportunity remaining to end this absurdity.

Gerry's fists would surely be enough to knock sense into Dennis.

Lewis didn't have the backbone to stand up to a beating. 

This whole charade would be over in the next couple of minutes.

She had tied both of Gerry's feet to the chair as Dennis had clearly instructed beforehand.

But instead of fastening them securely, the restraints were only held by several hairclips. 

They looked tightly tied but any simple movement of force would see the bonds fall away without protest.

Gerry would be free in seconds when she said the word and be able to deal with the pathetic wimp lurking somewhere in the shadows.

Donna reached back into the drawer and withdrew the final object – a blindfold.

She nestled on Gerry's lap as the blindfold slotted over the distinguished silver streaks in his hair.

As quietly as she could, Donna whispered into his ear: "Babes, there's something I need to tell you."

He turned his head, sensing her concern despite being unable to see.

She moved a finger to his lips to stop any words escaping.

Speaking so closely to his ear that her lips lightly flicked his skin with every word, she said: "It's complicated but this evening..."

Click.

She froze mid-sentence as Dennis appeared from behind the chair.

She recoiled, surprised to see him so close to them both. 

Her face fell as her mind tried to make sense of what had happened.

And her eyes grew in horror as she realised the truth: Dennis had applied metal handcuffs around Gerry's wrists. 

Without a key, there would be no breaking out of them. 

Gerry would only be a spectator for the rest of the evening's activities.

Donna slowly raised her eyes to meet Dennis's piercing glare. 

The knowing shake of his head sent a chill down her spine.

He flicked his eyes, indicating for her to move into the kitchen.

"D?" 

Gerry sounded worried, slightly fidgeting in the chair that he was strapped to.

She stroked his face to try to soothe his obvious nerves.

"Relax Baby. Your fantasies are about to come true. Enjoy it."

She traced her fingers across his naked body as she moved away from her husband to follow Dennis out of the room.

Acutely aware that she was walking around topless in front of a stranger, Dona scooped up her scarf in the hallway to try and cover her modesty.

Dennis leaned against the island in the middle of the kitchen, shaking his head as her high heels clicked across the heated floor.

“Boss, you really think I’m stupid, don’t you?”

“No, I…..” 

Donna’s protests were immediately silenced by Dennis slapping her backside with venom.

“Look, you dirty little tramp, I warned you. You have approximately... 16 minutes before the next tweet goes live.

“I’m changing the plan for tonight. 

“And you are going to do everything I saw – or all those tweets will be going live this evening.”

He moved closer to her so there was barely an inch between them, pulling the scarf away to expose her pert breasts once more.

He spoke in a low whisper, every word oozing malice.

“Nice collection of sex toys by the way. 

“I had guessed you’d be slutty enough to have some proper handcuffs so I thought I’d help myself from your sexy underwear drawer while you were fooling around with your dickweed hubbie over there.”

“And if you’re wondering about the key, then don’t bother. 

“I swallowed it. 

“So you can safely assume that Prince Charming won’t be free until tomorrow or perhaps Sunday if my bowels aren’t feeling active this weekend. 

“Who knows?”


Chapter ten

Donna’s high heels echoed through the house as she stomped back into the front room dreading the next ten minutes.

Dennis Lewis was more of a cunt than she had ever imagined.

Her spirit was crushed, all options seemingly exhausted. 

She had to play his game this evening, like it or not. Revenge would have to wait for another time.

She stood in front of her innocent husband and prepared to remove his blindfold, turning his whole world upside down in one swift action time.

Dennis stood behind her, close enough for his breath to tickle her shoulder.

She reached forward and began to untie the mask obstructing Gerry’s vision.

The black garment was peeled away from Gerry's face, leaving him blinking as the darkness lifted and the room returned into focus.

“What’s going on?”

He blinked repeatedly, the evident confusion etched upon his chiselled features.

"Patch? Is that you? 

“What the fuck are you doing here?"

He attempted to stand but was shackled by the metal handcuffs cutting deep into his wrists.

Gerry struggled momentarily against his restraints but realised the futility of the defiant gesture almost immediately.

The husband looked back at the puny younger male standing alongside his half naked wife.

"Get the fuck out of my house, you little prick," Gerry snarled.

Dennis's grin widened. 

"Hi Gezza, my good friend.

"Expecting someone else to be cuddling up to your slut wife? Was he a big black bull called Dwayne by any chance?"

Gerry paused, his mind considering how the wimpy toad knew so much about their intensely private cuckold plan.

Dennis did not allow the silence to linger.

"You fool. You think you know about women? Ha ha, how little you know! 

“Donna created Dwayne; he's simply a figment of her very vivid imagination."

Gerry's eyes flicked to his wife, doubts clearly surfacing in his mind.

"D? What's he talking about?" 

The banker’s aggressive tone had disappeared, his words suddenly resembling little more than a plea.

Donna's hair hung over her face, allowing her to avoid making eye contact with either of the men.

Dennis placed his arms around the blonde’s waist, his hands locking together over her smooth naval.

She stumbled as Dennis tugged her towards him, inhaling her scent as he nestled into the married woman's neck.

"Oh Gezza, you are a silly billy. It's always been me. 

“Donna has been chasing me for months, trying to seduce me at every opportunity.

"I had a girlfriend though so this," he pointed to the three of them, "was never able to happen – despite your slut wife's continual begging. 

“Oh yes – slutty pictures of her best parts, filthy messages, dirty panties in my work drawers. She would not take ‘no’ for an answer.”

He gave her thong-clad ass a firm slap as if chastising her.

Donna let out a small yelp of surprise but did not attempt to stem the flow of lies.

Satisfied she would not contradict his words, Dennis continued: “But as I'm now a single man, I’ve finally given in and allowed Donna to convince me tonight to take her to bed.

“And you, you lucky thing, get to watch me screw your wife – just like you’ve always wanted. Don’t worry, you’ll love it.”

Gerry sat with his mouth open, unable to comprehend the words he was hearing.

When he spoke, his voice was little more than a croak.

"Donna?"

Dennis laughed at the helplessness in the word, smacking Donna’s ass again. 

The blow was much harder this time, leaving a red mark on her right buttock much to his satisfaction.

She shuffled uncomfortably, trying to move away from the small erection poking against her skin through his trousers. 

He held firm pressing her luscious body even tighter against his cock, enjoying the rubbing sensation as he did so.

Finally, Donna raised her eyes to look at her husband. 

Her words – brief and spoken without emotion – cut through Gerry’s heart in a single blow.

“He’s telling the truth. I need him. I’ve always wanted him but I could never tell anyone. 

“I want Dennis so bad. He’s a real man and I can’t wait to be his fuck toy. 

“Enjoy the show.”

To prove her point, she turned and kissed the office intern passionately on the lips, an embrace full of passion with Dennis’s hands roaming freely over her partially naked body.

Dennis pulled the blindfold out of her hands and dropped it over her eyes, fastening the ties behind her head with military precision. 

Satisfied that she could not see a thing his hands dropped to cup her breasts, gripping the nipples with venom.

Gerry, temporarily forgotten by the other two, sat there unmoving apart from a growing erection as he watched his wife being mauled by the most junior member of her staff.


Chapter eleven

Donna felt Dennis’s hand move towards her head as the embrace ended.

She had played her part in the charade so far repeating the words that Dennis had insisted she say to Gerry. 

It made her feel sick – but she was out of options at the moment.

His time would come, she swore to herself.

He pushed her down onto her knees with surprisingly strong force for such a pigeon-chested individual. 

She did not fight his silent commands, her fingers tentatively feeling around to undo Dennis’s flies and release his already excited member.

Unable to see due to the blindfold, Donna tugged down Dennis’s trousers and boxer shorts and reached out to grasp his dick.

She sniggered. 

It was fully erect and she estimated it would measure only about four inches, perhaps five if she was being kind. 

Perhaps his strength had momentarily deceived her but she had expected at least an average cock.

Instead she was dealing with a tiddler.

Her mirth was short-lived though. Dennis pushed her mouth roughly onto his member, ensuring she swallowed him in one gulp.

Donna gagged. 

The size was not a problem – she’d deep-throated plenty bigger than him before – but oral had always been on her own terms.

This was not. 

He was face-fucking her violently, choking her with furious strokes and keeping her head in place with his strong hands.

As her plump lips tried to keep up with the frenetic pace that he was demanding, she could hear the bastard goading Gerry above her head.

“Finally I can now see what exactly attracted you to her, Gezza. 

“I mean she may think she’s royalty and act like a stuck-up little bitch, but she can suck cock like a true professional. 

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? 

“Didn’t you want to see your sexy whore servicing another male?  

“Weren’t you seeking a man who was superior to you, much better in bed than you, a real man who could satisfy her in every way possible?

“I’m so glad you picked me to help cuckold you. 

“This will be a wonderful relationship – for me, at least.

“Being your bull is going to be great fun.”

Gerry shook his head with annoyance, sensing something wasn’t right here. Donna had always hated the little prick.

“Fuck you.”

Dennis sighed as the blow-job began to bring him near to ejaculation. 

He reluctantly broke his clasp on Donna’s head to change position.

The relaxation of the grip allowed her to pull away from his small cock gasping for air.

It was only a second of respite for her though. 

Donna groaned as she felt herself being dragged to her feet, and bent over facing Gerry, her hands placed on the chair’s two armrests.

The married couple’s faces were only inches apart but the blindfold stopped Donna being able to make eye contact with her husband.

Donna was being pushed forward slightly as Dennis yanked down her G-string. 

Rubbing a finger back and forth over her smooth clitoris, the blackmailer spoke clearly: “I think we’ve had enough of the swearing from our little cuckold here.

“Put this in his mouth. Only real men and hot wives can talk from now on.”

He placed the damp thong into her right hand. 

“Pop this into the little bitch’s mouth, honey.”

Using her left hand to locate Gerry’s face, Donna’s fingers opened his mouth and pushed the lacy panties – still sodden with her own juices from the earlier orgasm – deep into her husband’s throat.

He choked slightly and she stopped, returning both hands to the armrests.

She did not have to wait long for another command.

“Tell him what you want, Donna.”

She knew what to say. 

The evil intern had told her earlier.

“Dennis is going to fuck me now. 

“It’s what I want more than anything in the world. 

“Sit there, pathetic cuck, and watch your wife get drilled by the best cock I’ve ever tasted.”


Chapter twelve

It was time.

His hand guided his cock into her pussy, slipping in with little problem. 

Her back arched slightly as she accepted his length but he knew his penis size would not cause her to gasp.

One of his hands was stationed around her waist as he began drilling into her with real fury, his small balls slapping into her ass with every stroke. 

The other hand wandered around her hips towards her clitoris, flicking her pleasure spot repeatedly as he pounded into her divine folds.

“Who’s the boss now, Donna?”

“You are, Sir.”

“Good girl. And what do you want?”

“I….” She was gasping as his cock continued to ram into her from behind. “I want you to give it to me hard.”

He was so close to blowing his load. 

Too close.

Dennis was never one for multiple orgasms so he needed to make sure all of them were in the right position for the inevitable climax.

It was important to take Donna from behind so her devoted husband could watch her face as her office junior spunked deep into his wife’s pussy.

As she rattled off the dirty shit he’d ordered her to memorise back at the office, he was thrilled to feel her hips moving in time with his thrusting.

The dirty bitch.

He could feel her increasing wetness but he knew he would never last long enough to make her orgasm again. In fact it was only making him more excited.

Still making her cum could wait for another time.

Dennis did not care one iota about Donna’s pleasure. He wanted to humiliate the golden couple – that was the primary objective.

Dennis checked his watch. He had three minutes until the next tweet went live. 

He was close and wanted to humiliate Gerry as much as possible before his time was up.

“Tell him what you think of him.”

Donna groaned loudly, her blindfolded face only inches away from her husband. 

Dennis was pleased that she was struggling to think clearly. He increased his pace as she tried to find the right words.

“You’ve never fucked me this good, you wimp. Until you can learn to fuck a woman properly, there’s no more sex for you.

“You’re pathetic. You call yourself a man? You are an embarrassment. 

“You can’t even satisfy your wife. I would rather beg the office intern to fuck me than have you touch me.

“You and your pathetic little cock won’t be coming near me in a long time.”

Dennis was stunned. She had gone way over what he’d told her to say. 

Panting and sweating, the words spat out in the direction of her shackled other half seemed hate-filled.

It was too much for Gerry. 

Without any stimulation, he ejaculated – a lazy dribble of cum pathetically slipping down his bright red penis.

Dennis had seen enough. He withdrew from Donna, causing a groan of disappointment from the aroused female.

The move confused Donna, who had been expecting him to blow his load inside her. The plan had evidently changed at some point. 

She sank to her knees as Dennis ordered her to remove the blindfold from her eyes.

The young man moved to stand right next to Gerry, using his right hand to pump his cock furiously.

The ejaculation started small with little droplets hitting Gerry’s cheek before gushing out and covering his forehead and left eye with semen.

Grunting with unbridled pleasure, Dennis meticulously wiped his cock over Gerry’s entire face ensuring that not a single drop of his seed was wasted.

Gerry struggled against the gag in his mouth and the bonds behind his back but it was futile.

Dennis pulled up his trousers, stepped back to admire his handiwork, pulling his phone out of his pocket as he did so.

He cancelled the latest tweet and turned to Donna.

“What the fuck are you waiting for? Lick it off, you silly bitch.”

On her knees, she crawled to her husband and began lapping at the spunk which was drooling down his face.

Dennis stood above them both, raised his phone and took a picture of the sexy scene in front of him.

“What a great evening. I’ll see you on Monday morning, Donna. 

“Nice and early please. And wear that short black skirt that shows off your pins.”

She turned to look at him but he raised a hand.

“No, Donna. Keep licking it up. Enjoy the taste of my cum because you’ll be tasting it a lot in the next few weeks.”

He laughed, a cruel hollow sound, before turning and heading towards the door, leaving the married couple covered in his spunk behind him.

To be continued…


Blackmailed by the Office Wimp

Dennis Lewis spent an evening humiliating his rich boss Donna and husband Gerry after stumbling upon incriminating pictures on her work computer.

But he’s hungry for more.

The office junior understands the power obsessed couple are plotting how to ruin him – and realises his hold over the pair is fragile.

Yet Donna’s ruthless ambition won’t allow her to walk away from her flourishing accountancy empire meaning Dennis’s silence is essential.

But the price of that co-operation keeps on rising.

And her revenge-fuelled employee is intent on pushing his boss to the very edge of her sexual limit.

Here’s a short extract from the second part of The Office Wimp trilogy, the latest work from Peter Speed, author of the hugely popular Blackmail: The Neighbour’s Wife ebook series.

**

The clock changed again. It was 7.14am. She had 60 seconds.

Dennis’s eyes returned to the screen. 

The sordid images of Donna and the screen grabs of the filthy conversations she’d been having with potential black lovers remained safe in his cloud account. 

He shook his head, sweeping the hair out of his eyes as he did so.

She had been so naïve. Who does this kind of thing on their work computer?

Dennis knew the answer already. 

Both Donna and Gerry oozed arrogance, a swaggering belief that they could do whatever they wished. 

It was almost as if they thought the rules did not apply to them.

And now they were paying a high price for that absurd over-confidence.

Dennis felt giddy whenever he thought back to his impromptu visit to the Jackson’s house on Friday evening.

To fuck his gorgeous married boss doggy style was one thing.

But to shag her from behind while her pathetic husband watched, tied to a chair, was something else entirely. 

It was beyond his wildest dreams.

It made his cock throb re-running the depraved scene through his mind. 

He had never even touched a woman with that kind of heavenly body before, let alone get dirty with them. 

Dennis had refrained from washing his right hand since the steamy Friday night encounter – desperate to keep her wonderful scent on his fingers for as long as possible.

7.15am. 

If that slut did not walk through that door before the clock changed again, then she would pay a heavy penalty.

He had been surprised by the Jacksons. 

They had been so easy to manipulate but he guessed public image was everything to a couple like them.

And they would never put their precious reputations at risk, no matter what the consequences.

It was an obvious weak point.

However he knew Donna too well to think this was over. 

They would have spent the weekend conjuring up ways to eradicate this slender hold that he had over them.

Indeed slender was a kind way of describing his small portfolio of blackmail material. It was verging on lightweight, Dennis knew. 

But it was enough to convince Donna to do as he desired on Friday. 

Now he waited for her to deliver the rest of the bargain this morning. 

He could not wait for the global email to be circulated this morning informing his colleagues of a “fully merited promotion for the hugely talented Dennis Lewis” – carefully selected words that he’d drafted in advance. 

The looks of their stunned faces would be worth the early start alone.

**

Blackmailed by the Office Wimp (the sequel to The Office Wimp) is available to download in the Kindle store now.
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• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife

Laura Evans has it all - a hot wife in a happy marriage with two kids and a husband who adores her. 

Barry Rex lives next door. He's approaching retirement, overweight, deeply unhappy at work and at home, and watches Laura's husband Rich with a deep-rooted envy. 

Then one day, fate presents Barry with an unexpected opportunity – blackmail. 

Discovering a secret about Laura, he presents her with a stark choice – either become his sex slave or see her marriage ruined forever.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2

Laura is desperate to gain the upper hand on Barry, turning the tables to bring this whole sordid episode to a close. 

However, Barry's dominance is revealing a submissive nature to Laura's sexual urges – making her secretly crave the depraved sex sessions he arranges. 

Now he has gone a step further than ever before – arranging their first public date. 

A trip to the cinema sounds harmless enough. But nothing is ever straight-forward where Barry is concerned.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 3

Hot wife Laura Evans has now been blackmailed for sex by her pervert neighbour Barry Rex for the past month. 

The gorgeous MILF has endured numerous sexual humiliations at the hands of the depraved older man – in an attempt to stop Barry passing on evidence that could end her marriage. 

Laura has consented to every disgusting sexual demand Barry has made, knowing that one false move could result in her becoming a single mum. 

Now Barry has organised a special evening to mark the end of their arrangement – promising Laura a night she won't forget.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 4

Lies. Passion. Deceit. Blackmail. Sex. The long-awaited finale of Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife series has arrived.

Using underhand tactics, Barry Rex now fully controls the lives of both Laura and her cuckold husband Rich. 

Rich, though, appears to openly embrace his role as a forced sissy - only pushing his wife further away from him. 

With Laura at her limit, Barry realises the sordid blackmail arrangement needs to end and begins planning for his future. 

But he has a final surprise waiting for the couple first - a night with a specially chosen black bull. 

Does Laura finally get to escape the depraved nightmare? 

Will Barry's devious plans come to fruition? 

All is revealed in the final part of Blackmail: the neighbour's wife series.

• Seducing the Boss’s Daughter

James Haywood is facing the sack. Stitched up by his control freak boss, the one-time golden boy journalist is now clinging onto his job by his finger-tips. 

He knows his nemesis Chris Shaw has managed to destroy his media career and James is just waiting for the day to arrive when he joins the dole queue. 

Then an unexpected opportunity for sinister revenge falls into James's lap - Shaw's beautiful 19-year-old daughter Charlie arrives at the newsroom for two weeks' work experience. 

Aware his time as a journalist at the paper is numbered, James plots a dastardly and cold-hearted plan - the ultimate pay back on his boss. 

He plans to breed his daughter and join the family.

• The Bridesmaid Sex Bet

Ladies' man Danny Buck's life is based around three principles; earn big money, party hard and sleep with as many women as possible. 

Danny has only ever loved one woman – the beautiful Francesca, who is getting married to a boring accountant. 

Despite their romance ending ten years ago, Danny has never forgiven Fran's best friend Tiff for helping to split the pair up. 

So when he receives an unexpected invite to Fran's wedding, the womaniser hatches an evil plan for revenge on his bridesmaid nemesis. 

Firstly, he bets his flatmate that he can bed the blonde bridesmaid. 

But that's only the beginning of the depraved plan that Danny had conjured up to get revenge on the ice queen.

• The Reluctant Girlfriend

Curvy blonde Sophie is stuck in a nightmare. Her boyfriend Kev has been filmed attacking drug dealing thugs during a late-night confrontation.

Muscle-head Kev thinks he's sorted the situation but the manipulative gang are far from finished with the couple. 

They make an offer: they'll take the incriminating phone footage to the police – unless Sophie agrees to submit to their perverted demands.

• The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

Reluctantly agreeing to become a sex toy for gang of thug drug dealers is beginning to ruin Sophie Nicholls' life. 

The curvy blonde made the deal to save her violent boyfriend from prison – but the gang's demands are becoming too much. 

Her world is caving in – both at home and at work. 

Hope arrives in the shape of an unlikely saviour – the gang's leader, Lee, who has a new offer for Sophie and her boyfriend Kev.

• MILF and the Old Man

Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty old men. 

Her loyal husband James is terminally ill and their sex life is all but over by their late-twenties. 

Desperate not to force his wife into a life of celibacy, James suggests a radical compromise – a way of staying together but still satisfying MILF Chloe's sexual desires. 

The deal is simple: she can sleep with whoever she likes - on one condition. They have to be 75 – or older.

• The Posh Yummy Mummy

Geeky teenage student George Woods is handed a special gift: a mind control potion that makes women follow his every command. 

Initially sceptical over whether such a gift can work, he decides to try it out on a trip to the beach. 

His test case is a wannabe posh yummy mummy, who wouldn't usually give the likes of George a second glance. 

But the potion is powerful and the hot MILF is soon turned into a slut wife - fully under George's control. 

However innocently coming into possession of the potion has put George - and his family – in the gravest danger – without them even realising.
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