
        
            
                
            
        

    


 Punished While Her Husband Listens



 



 The Customer Services the Manager



 



 



By Sterling Wilder



 



 









Copyright © 2021 by Sterling Wilder.



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.



 



Names, characters, businesses, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.



 



DISCLAIMER: This book contains scenes of graphic sex between consenting adults. It should not necessarily be considered representative of healthy sexual relationships.



 



 



 



Find Sterling Wilder on Amazon
 
here




 



A Sterling Wilder Books Publication



Inquiries:
 
sterlingwilderbooks@gmail.com




 



 



 









 Chapter One



The idiot cashier just stood there, smiling weakly at me. She had just told me she couldn’t refund the money I’d spent on an ink cartridge because the purchase was eight months ago. And because I had used most of the cartridge before the printer it was in died on me. And because I didn’t have my receipt.



I couldn’t believe this bullshit. These office supply stores were on their way out and could hardly afford to lose any customers. Didn’t she know how much money I spent in this store?



Not that it was that much lately. But a few years ago, my husband had a home office, and we spent hundreds of dollars a year at this location.



Hundreds of dollars! I mean, I’m sure it was that much in at least one year. And dozens of dollars in other years.



But none of that mattered. It wouldn’t matter if that ink cartridge were the only thing I’d bought from this store in the last year (which, come to think of it, it may have been…). I was a
 customer
 , dammit. Didn’t she know the customer was always right?



“I’d like to speak to the manager,” I said, feeling the tingle in the back of my neck as I always did when speaking those words. I admit I was a bit disappointed when the cashier didn’t quake in terror as these people sometimes do.



In fact, I thought I saw her actually roll her eyes and smile a little at my request as she summoned the manager over her walkie-talkie. I’d have to add that to my list of grievances. I smiled inwardly at the thought of how much my complimentary gift card was going to be this time.



My husband, Stan, just stood there uselessly like normal. He always insisted on accompanying me when I dealt with these customer service assholes but never did anything to help.



Much like when we were in the bedroom. More often than not, I had to take matters into my own hands no matter where we found ourselves.



“Can I help you?” the manager asked from behind me.



Good, I thought. Responding quickly was usually a good sign.



I turned around, prepared to unleash hell on the unsuspecting man, but stopped when I looked into his eyes. They were a dark brown, so dark they almost appeared black. I was mesmerized. I suddenly forgot everything I had been rehearsing to say.



He wasn’t more attractive than the average man; in fact, he had a “dad bod,” which I’ve never found appealing. But those eyes did something to me that I was not prepared for.



He smiled, and for a moment, his pearly white teeth distracted me before my gaze returned to his eyes.



“Is there something I can do for you?” he asked.



My heart pounded, and I felt an uncomfortable slickness between my legs at the sound of his voice. There were undoubtedly all kinds of things he could for me, I imagined.



Do
 to
 me.



“I…I…” I could not get the words out.



“We need to return an ink cartridge,” my useless husband offered.



“It’s from a year ago,” the cashier added.



I wanted to scream at her that it was only eight months ago, not a year, but I couldn’t get that out, either. I couldn’t do anything but stare helplessly at the manager.



“Would you like to come back to my office?” he asked. “To discuss your concerns?”



I’d never wanted anything more in my life than to discuss my… concerns with this manager in his office. I nodded. I managed to tear my eyes away from his to look at his name badge.



Matt
 . What a lovely name, I thought for no particular reason.



I noticed movement from Matt’s arm and looked down to see his hand on his belt buckle. I was suddenly as mesmerized by the shiny metal of the buckle as I had been by his eyes. I realized I was thinking about him removing his belt — for what purpose I could only imagine — and I got very dizzy.



My husband gasped when he noticed me faltering but did nothing to help.



Instead, Matt reached out, grabbing my arm to steady me. White-hot electricity shot through my body, originating at the place he touched and continuing until it reached my pussy.



What was happening to me?



Matt led Stan and me back to his office.



“It’s a little cramped in here, so if you wouldn’t mind waiting outside…” Matt said to my husband.



“No, that’s fine,” Stan said meekly.









 Chapter Two



When we stepped inside his office, I had to wonder if his definition of “cramped” was different from mine. It was a much larger office than those I’ve seen in most retail stores — and I’ve been in quite a few.



He had a massive desk against one wall, and my first thought was wondering what it would feel like to be bent over it with him behind me. I felt terrible about my marriage vows in the back of my mind, but I knew whatever was happening transcended such petty concerns.



When he spoke again, his tone was utterly different from the congenial “customer service” voice he had used on the sales floor. His voice was deeper, harsher, louder without actually being loud.



“What’s your name?” he asked.



“Karen,” I said.



He rolled his eyes. “Seriously?”



I shrugged, fully aware of the hurtful stereotypes centering around awful customers with my name.



“We need to talk about your entitlement issues,” he said. “And how you treat employees making barely above minimum wage. Do you call them names? Harass them for following their company’s policies?”



“Sometimes,” I said, starting to sweat.



“I am not a fan of that,” he said, and my face got even redder. “You need to realize the effect you have on people who are just doing their jobs.”



No one had ever talked to me the way he was talking to me. In all the years that I’d been complaining to customer service agents and managers, no one had ever done anything but say “Yes, ma’am” and give me what I wanted. I was aware of my increased heart rate, as well as other… bodily changes.



“I’m sorry,” I said, suddenly ashamed of all the years I’d been guilty of doing just what he said. I was also ashamed because I’d disappointed this man. What kind of person would do that to him? My face flushed with embarrassment but also something different.



And my panties grew wetter.



“I don’t want your apology,” he said, unbuckling his belt. “I want you to take off your skirt and underwear and bend over.”



He could not have said what I thought he said. I must have been more lost in this unbidden fantasy than I’d thought.



“What?” I asked.



He sighed at the inconvenience of repeating himself. “I want you to take off your skirt and underwear and bend over. Is that okay?”



No. No way. I didn’t care how hypnotic his eyes were or how unrelentingly commanding his voice had become, or how much regret I felt for disappointing him.



Or how wet my panties were.



No way in hell was I going to take off my skirt for this man and what? Let him whip me with his belt? While my husband waited on the other side of the office door?



And yet I said, “Yes, sir.”



I stepped out of my high-heels. It felt like someone else was unzipping and lowering my skirt, but it was my hands doing it. And then those same hands slid my panties down, and before I knew it, I was completely naked from the waist down in front of this stranger.



I wondered if I should take off my top and bra. God, I wanted to. But he hadn’t asked me to do that, and I didn’t want to upset him any further.



“I said bend over,” he said, and I obeyed, leaning onto the big desk. “Do you know what’s going to happen?”



I said I did.



“And you want this, right?”



My God. I did. I said as much.



The first whack came before I finished affirming my consent. I cried out in pain. Part of me wanted to scream at him not to hit me again, but the rest of me wanted him to. The rest of me would get what it wanted.



“Honey?” Stan called outside the office, knocking weakly on the door. “Is everything okay?”



Matt patted my rear with his bare hand, sending shivers all through me. As adamant as he was getting my consent to be whipped, I’m surprised he didn’t ask before touching me with his hand. Not that I minded. He could touch me wherever he wanted. I almost told him so.



“Well, Karen,” he said. “Is everything okay?”



I nodded enthusiastically.



“You better tell hubby that,” he suggested.



“I’m fine, dear!” I yelled out.



“Maybe I should come in there,” Stan said.



“That won’t help!” I insisted.



“Okay,” he said. “If you’re sure…”



I had never been more sure of anything.



Matt resumed his punishment. Again and again and again, he put the belt to my naked ass. After the first couple of times, I didn’t think the pain could get any worse, but I was so wrong about that. I felt like I’d never be able to sit down again. I was in tears by the time he finished, but my pussy was so wet by that point it was dripping onto the carpet below.



When he was done, he put his belt back on. I almost sobbed when I heard him buckling it and realized he wasn’t going to take off his pants and do… what I wanted him to do. I remained frozen, bent over on his desk. My pussy throbbed as much as my abused ass cheeks.



He stood close behind me. I twitched my butt at him.



“You made a mess on my carpet,” he said. “You should clean it up.”



Without thinking, I got down on my knees and started to use my shirt sleeve to wipe up my juices.



“No,” he said. “With your tongue.”



There was never a chance I wouldn’t do it. I got down and licked at the wetness on the carpet, thinking before my tongue made contact, I would gag. But I didn’t. Fuck, I was so far gone the carpet tasted good.



I tasted good.



I moaned as I worked. I kept licking long past the point where there was anything to lick. My tongue was getting the carpet wetter than my juices had.



“That’s enough,” he said, and when I looked up at him, I saw something like horror in his eyes.



I couldn’t help but smile. He had wanted to teach me a lesson, and he had. It may not have been precisely the one he’d intended, but I learned it nonetheless.









 Chapter Three



Stan pounded on the door. Well, as much as he could pound with his weak little fists. It was more like a slightly heavier knock than he’d made before.



“Karen?” he said. “I think I should come in there. I tried  the doorknob, but it must be locked from the inside because I can’t turn it.”



Still on my hands and knees and looking up at Matt, I said to my husband, “Are you sure you’re just not too weak to turn it?”



“Ouch,” Matt said, but he laughed.



“That’s not funny, Karen. What’s going on in there? I thought I heard something like spanking sounds.”



“It was something like that,” I said. “But I’m fine. We’ll be done in maybe a half-hour.”



“We’re done now,” Matt said. “Get dressed.”



“I don’t think so,” I told him, standing up. “In fact, I think this should come off, too.”



I unbuttoned my blouse and let it slip back off of my shoulders. Matt opened his mouth to protest, but before he could get any words out, I had my bra off, too. I took both of my breasts in my hands, squeezing them and pinching the nipples between both hands’ index and middle fingers.



“What are you doing?” he asked.



“I’ve been a bad, bad girl,” I said. “And I don’t think the spanking you gave me does enough to make up for the way I’ve treated your employees.”



He was visibly sweating now. I had to fight not to laugh at that.



“It did,” he said, trying to back away from me as I stepped closer.



“No,” I said. “It didn’t.”



I grabbed him by the shoulders and turned us both around, backing him up against the desk over which I’d been bent only moments earlier. He offered only slight resistance when I shoved him down across the desk, his head pressed against the wall on the back side.



Then I climbed onto him.



He looked down at his pants, which I was now smearing with my juices as I ground myself against his crotch. I can’t remember the last time I was turned on as much as I was then. My musky scent filled the room and, while I’ve never been into that sort of thing before, I found the smell quite intoxicating. I hope Matt did, too.



“You should stop,” he said.



“It doesn’t feel like you want me to,” I told him.



I pushed my bare pussy down harder on his crotch. He rewarded me by moving his hips upward to help me out. I wanted to free his cock from his pants and get it inside me, but I could feel my pleasure building too rapidly for the interruption. Besides, I was afraid if I took direct attention away from pleasuring him, he might have second thoughts and throw me out of his office, naked, into the waiting arms of my pathetic husband.



And I was definitely pleasuring him. When I first started this impromptu lap dance, he’d looked concerned, almost apprehensive. Now, his eyes were closed, and the most delicious gasping sounds were coming out of his mouth. I wondered if I would manage to bring us both to a very happy peak at around the same time.



But that was not to be. I have always been easy to arouse and easy to bring to climax — for the right man, that is. And this man was the right one, at least at that moment.



I gushed all over Matt as my orgasm neared. My crotch made wet smacking sounds against Matt’s pants, and some of my juices made their way from him onto the desk. I could tell this was going to be the most intense climax I’d had in recent memory. I was so close, I couldn’t help panting in anticipation.



And just as I was about to get there, Matt sat up, grabbed my shoulders, and pushed me off of him. As rapidly as my pleasure had built, it just as quickly fled from me.



“What the fuck?” I said. “Why?”









 Chapter Four



Matt looked up at me, wide-eyed. He flashed me a wicked grin. I suddenly had second thoughts about what I’d done. Reality came crashing back into my mind. I’d come into the store wanting to return a purchase and maybe get a free gift card if I felt the need to complain. How did it come to this, me, naked and grinding myself against a stranger on his desk?



Almost coming on a stranger
 , I thought, chills running through my body.



“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “I’m not usually like this.”



“Like what?” he asked, sitting up and looking at his pants. They were soaked through with me. “A filthy slut?”



I should have been offended, despite throwing myself on him and riding him like there was no tomorrow. Instead, my pussy, still leaking juices down my thighs, throbbed and wanted more.



“Yeah,” I said, rubbing my hand on his wet crotch. His cock twitched inside his pants. “You got a problem with me being a filthy slut?”



He stood, jamming his hand between my legs. I shivered at his touch.



“Not at all,” he said. “Just not what I imagined.”



“No?” I said. “How many customers bend over and let you whip them when they come to you with complaints?”



He smiled. “Only one, so far,” he said, wiggling some fingers inside me.



“Really? What made you try it this time?”



He shrugged. “I’ve been dealing with stupid customer complaints all week. Can’t take it anymore. I figured I’d have some fun, and if it got me fired, it’d be worth it. I didn’t expect it to work. And I certainly didn’t expect it to go this far.”



“I have no idea what’s come over me,” I said. “But I’m not really sorry about it.”



“Me either.”



This time it was him grabbing my shoulders and spinning me around. He pushed me back toward the desk, just like I had done with him.



Matt roughly spread my legs and knelt between them. He rubbed his hands up my thighs, stopping just before he got to where I wanted him to be before going back down to my knees. He did this over and over again, and all I could do was squirm.



“I’m surprised your husband isn’t knocking down that door,” he said. “Wonder why he didn’t say anything when you were screaming? When you were soaking my pants with your cunt?”



I moaned, beside myself with lust at the mention of Stan. At the mention of my screams, my cunt.



“I don’t know,” I said. “And I don’t care. Just…”



He laughed at me. “Just what?”



“Fuck me,” I begged, rubbing my pussy with both hands. “I know you want to.”



“Do I?” he asked.



He was finally moving his hands close enough so his thumbs brushed my slick folds, causing my whole body to twitch. I moved my hands out of his way and sighed with blessed relief.



“You’re getting my desk awfully wet,” he said, making circular motions with his thumbs as they pressed into my lower lips.



“I’m sorry,” I whispered, feeling my orgasm coming already. “I’ll buy you a new one if you don’t stop.”



“You don’t want me to stop?” he asked, pulling his hands away suddenly.



“You’re being mean now,” I told him.



I started to move my hands back to my pussy, but he grabbed my wrists.



“That’s not a nice thing to say to me,” he said. “You should know good girls get what they want more often than bad ones.”



“I’m sorry,” I said, squirming again. “I want to be a good girl.”



He breathed in deeply and said, “Fuck. My office is going to smell like you for days.”



My face flushed again, and I said, “I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be,” he said. “I love the way you smell.”



If he’d been touching me, I probably would’ve come from that.



As if summoned by Matt talking about him, Stan knocked on the door again.



“Honey?” he said. “Is everything okay in there?”



“Yes, dear,” I called back.



“That’s good,” Stan said. “I just got back. I went up front to buy a drink because I got thirsty.”



I rolled my eyes. “That’s nice, dear.”



“So, any idea how much longer you’ll be?”



I started to answer him, but as I did, Matt shoved three fingers into my pussy.



“Oh, God!” I screamed.



“Karen? What’s wrong?”



“Nothing!” I cried out, not sounding convincing at all with Matt hammering away at my opening now.



“I really think I should come in there,” Stan said. “C’mon, open the door.”



“She’s fine,” Matt told him. “Maybe you should go look around the store for a bit.”



“I want to know what you’re doing with my wife in there,” Stan said, trying to make his voice sound deeper than it was.



“No, you don’t, honey,” I said, my voice shaking as much as my body was thanks to Matt’s hand. “But I’m fine, really! More than fine!”



“You’re fucking him, aren’t you?” Stan asked.



“Not yet!” I cried out, so close to coming. “I mean, no! Just go look at printers or something!”



“If you’re sure…” he said.



I gripped the edge of the desk with both hands, prepared to let my orgasm wash over me. But Matt pulled his fingers out of me just before it happened.



“No!” I screamed, choking back a sob. “Why would you do that?”



“You told me to,” Stan answered.



“Shut up, Stan!” I said.



“Okay,” he said. “I’ll go look at printers, then.”



“Poor Stan,” Matt said, licking me off of his fingers.



“Poor Stan?” I snapped. “Poor me! Why the fuck did you stop?”



He laughed. “Let me make it up to you.”



He grabbed my legs and pulled me to the edge of the desk so that my ass dangled over. Then he buried his face in my crotch.



I gasped as he started eating me, lapping at my gushing hole like he was trying to quench the most tremendous thirst he’d ever had. Over and over again, he licked at the sides of my opening, and over and over again, he jabbed his tongue inside.



I had never had anyone do so enthusiastically what he was doing, and I had a year-long fuck-buddy relationship with a lesbian in college.



When he started nibbling gently on my clit, I squealed. I grabbed his hair with one hand and held onto the edge of the desk with my other. He was relentless, sucking in my juices as he kept careful pressure on my button with his lips and teeth.



My heart raced. I wanted to tell him not to stop but feared him doing what he did last time I told him not to.



I started moaning and increased my grip on his hair. My body twitched, and I knew my climax was only seconds away. Matt applied just a bit more pressure to my clit. I squeezed his head between my legs so he couldn’t pull away.



I held him like that for what seemed like a long time to me, and I’m sure it seemed even longer to him. I could sense the waves of pleasure that were about to wash over me, and I was determined to let them get to me even as Matt took his mouth off of my clit.



But Matt had other ideas, again. He put his hands on the edge of the desk to push himself away from me.



Reluctantly, I let the poor man go, my orgasm denied yet again.



He fell back away from me and onto his rear. As he caught his breath, I sat up on the desk so I could see him. The bottom half of his face glistened. Some of my juices were dripping off of his chin.



I don’t know that I’ve ever seen anything hotter than that.









 Chapter Five



“That was incredible,” I told him. “I was even closer that time.”



“Glad you liked it,” he said. “Couldn’t breathe for a minute there.”



“I’m so sorry,” I said, standing up and looking down at him. “Looks like I just can’t help being a bad girl.”



“And what are we going to do about that?” he asked.



“Well… this is your office, right?” I asked. Before he could answer, I went on. “And you’re the boss here, right?”



He nodded.



“Then it’s time to show me,” I said, turning around and bending over the desk again. “Show me who’s the boss.”



He got to his feet and unbuckled his belt.



“What, you want another spanking?”



I laughed, reaching one hand behind me to pull apart my ass cheeks.



“Not exactly,” I said.



“You want me to fuck your ass?” Matt asked.



“Yes,” I said, but quickly added, “No. I don’t know. Just do it.”



“Sounds like mixed messages to me,” he said, but I heard the unmistakable sound of his pants dropping.



“I’ve never had anal sex before,” I told him. “And I know it’s going to hurt, but I need to be punished. Don’t I?”



“Your logic is flawless,” he said, making me laugh. “But without lube…”



“I have a lot of… natural lubricant you can use,” I said.



He didn’t need me to elaborate. I gasped when I felt him against me. He teased at my folds with his cock, circling the outside without going in. I still hadn’t seen what he was working with, which in and of itself sent a shockwave of thrill through me. It felt nice and wide as he finally shoved the head into my opening.



“Feels so good,” he muttered as his cock continued inside, filling me up.



Whatever he was working with had to be huge.



“I know,” I said, “but I’m being punished, remember? Maybe try telling me how awful I’ve been?”



“Right,” he said. “I remember, you worthless piece of trash.”



As he fucked me, he called me every name you can imagine. Names I’d never been called before. Some of them actually offended me, but they turned me on at the same time. No one had ever talked to me this way, treated me this way. I was used to being put on a pedestal and always getting what I wanted.



And, despite the incredible feeling of his rock hard shaft pummeling my cunt, this wasn’t what I wanted, was it? To be fucked by a stranger while he called me awful names?



But if it wasn’t, why had I almost come several times now? And why was I hoping against hope he’d just keep that cock inside me until we both came?



“That should be good,” he said, pulling out. “Fuck, you’re so wet. You’re the neediest slut I’ve ever seen.”



Whimpering, I squirmed against the desk and said, “Fuck my ass. Now!”



He moved my left cheek aside with one hand and used his other to place his dick against my anus. I resisted the urge to tell him I’d changed my mind.



I cried out as the tip of his cock breached me where I’d never been breached before.



“You okay?” he asked. “I’m barely in.”



“I’m fine,” I lied.



I didn’t know if I could handle it. Matt was incredibly gentle, incredibly slow, but this was a whole new thing for me. While I wasn’t exactly an anal sex expert, I knew the importance of lubricant and, as wet as my pussy was, my juices surely weren’t an adequate replacement for that.



But he was obviously into it. And I wanted to please him. And I needed to be punished.



Didn’t I?



“Don’t stop,” I told him.



“I wasn’t planning on it,” he said. “You’re finally going to get what’s been coming to you.”



The pain was intense. I started crying, trying to do it silently so he didn’t know. If he did, he showed no signs of knowing because he kept going.



I have never before wanted something and not enjoyed it at the same time. It was painful, humiliating, and I could never remember being more turned on.



Matt finally got himself inside far enough to start pumping in and out. After a bit, the pain began to subside a little. It never entirely went away, but instead of searing pain, I started to feel a kind of weird but pleasurable discomfort. I’m not making any sense, I know, but it’s the only way I can describe it.



He either realized I was growing more comfortable with him in my butt, or he didn’t care. He started hammering my butt harder than Stan usually did in my vagina, sending fresh waves of pain to join the strange pleasure I began to feel.



I’ve heard about anal orgasms, but I could tell I wasn’t going to have one. I was enjoying myself, despite the pain, don’t get me wrong. But if it was going to happen, it would take too long; at the rate Matt was going, he was going to get there way before I could.



I snaked my hand to my pussy and started working on my clit. My arm hurt from being pressed against the desktop by the weight of my body, but it was going to be worth it. I was so desperate to come I wouldn’t have cared if I broke my arm in the process.



“Oh my God!” I cried out. “Don’t you fucking stop!”



Just as I said that, Stan picked that moment to knock on the door again.



“Okay, now I know you’re fucking him!” he called out. “Karen, this has to stop, now!”



“Almost done, sir!” Matt shouted. “I’ll have her back out to you in no time!”



Stan sighed loudly enough to hear even through the door. “This is just like that time with Colt all over again…”



Not letting up on his relentless battering of my ass, Matt asked, “Colt?”



“Long story,” I said, not letting up on the relentless rubbing of my clit. “His cousin. Drummer for a band. We got locked in a garage together, and…”



“So you’re just a slut in general,” Matt said. “And not just for me.”



“Not… just… for you,” I said, finding it harder and harder to talk. “But, right now, especially for you.”



“Your husband’s never going to be able to satisfy you again, is he?”



I burst out in laughter. “He never has!”



“I can hear you!” Stan yelled. “This door isn’t that thick!”



“Sorry, honey!” I called out.



“I’m so close,” Matt said.



“Me too,” I told him. “I can’t wait to feel your cum in my ass!”



“I always do what my customers want,” he said, surprisingly calmly considering it was that moment he exploded.



I moaned as I felt the heat of his spunk as it painted my anal cavity. He continued moving in and out for a moment and then pulled out entirely. The sudden emptiness shocked me, as did the feeling of his cum flooding out of my ass. Some of it drained down my legs.



As soon as he was out, he grabbed me and pulled me off the desk, interrupting my hand during its vital work. I cried out as my climax was denied me yet again.



“Sorry,” he said. “What kind of punishment would this be if you got to come?”



I felt like crying. After everything he’d put me through, I wasn’t going to leave satisfied after all. The cum flowing down my leg on its way to the carpet was a stark reminder that he’d gotten everything he wanted while I was to be left frustrated.



My pussy would not stop pulsing at that thought.



“Maybe next time I see you, things will be different,” he said.



My heart skipped a beat at the thought of a next time.



“But right now, you’ve got another mess to clean up.” He pointed to the floor by my feet, where his cum had started to pool.



With no hesitation, I got on my hands and knees and slurped it all up. I closed my eyes, savoring the gooey, salty nastiness I devoured. When I was almost finished, he slapped me on my rear, and I giggled.









 Epilogue



“I hope you learned your lesson,” he said as I got dressed.



“Oh, I did,” I told him, wincing as my skirt slipped across my damaged ass. “Turns out I really like being punished.”



“Well, I’m not sure that’s the lesson I was going for…”



“Too bad,” I said. “It’s the lesson I learned.”



He sighed. “So you’re still going to be a horrible customer?”



I chuckled. “Of course. If this is what I get for being one, I’m even gonna have to up my game.”
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speeding ticket in an interesting way

A Cuckold Erotic Humiliation Story

& Get the story

Available in PDF, MOBI, and ePub

Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

Bryce's husband Henry is disappointing in so many ways, not the least of
which is the size of his manhood. He's a joke at work, he has no ambition,
and he can't please Bryce in any way that matters.

And now he's gotten pulled over for speeding. What a loser.

Desperate for some decent sex, Bryce offers herself up to pay for her
husband's ticket. Officer Dalton is happy to oblige, but what happens
when unexpected backup arrives?

This smoking hot story features graphic scenes including oral sex, group
sex, masturbation with an inanimate object, cuckolding, hotwifing, and
erotic humiliation.





