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The last thing I’d wanted to
do was call Alex.

He walked into his office
looking as tall and handsome as ever. But now, instead of the
football uniform and frosted tips I’d been accustomed to seeing in
college, he’d graduated to an expensive business suit and a natural
sandy blonde hair color. “Well, look at who we have here. Deena
Plummer.”

I got up from the chair
opposite his desk and offered him a hand to shake. I tried not to
feel outclassed. In the past few years, he’d gone off to law school
and started his own firm. My non-profit job kept me happy and paid
the bills, barely, but it could be short on prestige. “Hi, Alex.
It’s good to see you again. Thanks for squeezing me in at the end
of the day.”

"Not a problem." He took my
hand. “Little Deena Plummer. Look how you’ve grown.” Alex paused to
drink in the sight of my body.

I couldn’t help but stiffen.
Maybe he was successful, but apparently Alex was still a grade A
douche. Unfortunately, I needed his help.

I smiled and tossed my long
dark hair over my shoulder. I’d kept in shape, and the low-cut red
dress I’d worn for the visit seemed to be doing its job so far.
“You look good. Working out?”

“You know it. There’s a gym
across the street. I go lifting on my lunch breaks. Feel that?” He
squeezed my hand.

Ow. “Wow, that’s quite a
grip.”

“Yeah. You bench?
Deadlift?”

“No, not really. I run,” I
offered.

“Pfft. Cardio is for girls.
No offense.” Alex indicated the chair in front of his wide wooden
desk. “Have a seat.”

I made myself take a deep
breath. Just let it pass over you, you can get through this
conversation... “Thanks.” I sat down. “Listen, Alex, it’s about
Carl.”

He laughed. Alex’s pearly
whites gleamed even brighter in contrast with his tanned skin.
Without the suit, he might’ve been a surfer dude at the beach.
Suddenly it was easy to recall the few odd sex dreams I’d had about
him. “You’re still with that asshole?”

“Hey.” I showed him my
rings. “That’s Mrs. Asshole to you.”

His grin spread further.
“Wow. I must've missed the invitation. My condolences.”

I bit back an insult. I’d
never liked Alex, but he and Carl had been tight friends in
college. Of course, Carl could make friends with anyone. My husband
had one of the most generous spirits I’d ever seen. When I’d met
him at a college party, he’d literally just given an unfortunate
vomited-on freshman the clean shirt off his back. He loved teaching
as much as he loved learning, and always insisted on seeing the
good in people - even Alex. “We’re very happy, thank
you.”

“I don’t do divorces myself,
but I can give you a good referral if you change your
mind.”

There wasn't a good way to
say it. “…He’s in jail.”

“Holy shit, really? Whoa.”
He sat back and digested this. “What, he get arrested trying to
save some trees?”

“No, no - it was a
misunderstanding.” It had to have been. I hoped it had been. “A bar
fight. Two nights ago. Somebody bumped somebody else, everyone was
drunk, he tried to go to his car, and they jumped him on the
way.”

Alex nodded. He reached for
a silver pen next to his blotter and scribbled briefly on a
notepad. “He hurt?”

“Broken nose.”

“Aw, well that’s not so
bad.” Alex shook his head and grinned. “Might give him character.
What about the other guy?”

“There’s some kind of head
injury,” I said quietly.

Alex frowned. “What kind? We
talking bump on the noggin, coma, surgery, permanent
damage...?”

“We don’t know yet. And
we’re not sure it’s not some kind of scam, even,” I offered. “You
know - at least, I hope you remember - Carl would stop fifty fights
before he’d instigate one. He told me he landed one punch, and
that’s because he was forced to defend himself.”

“Were you at the bar?” Alex
asked.

“No. I had an early meeting.
He and a couple of students were out blowing off steam.”

“Students?” Alex raised an
eyebrow. “As in coeds?”

For heaven’s sake. Carl went
out with some of his older students after classes or a lecture once
in a while - he wasn’t cheating on me. Occasionally I’d sniffed out
trouble in the form of a needy underclassman, but Carl had a way of
shutting them down quickly and kindly. “They’d already gone home
when the fight happened. Carl stayed to pal around with the
bartender and watch a game on the TV.”

“Which game?”

Still obsessed with sports
as ever, I thought. Years ago, he’d been the kind of fan to paint
his chest and attend pro games shirtless. I wondered if he looked
half as cut as he used to underneath the suit. “Does it
matter?”

“It’s good for pinning down
a timeline. If he can remember the score and what happened, we’ll
know when the fight went down.”

“Oh.” I mentally kicked
myself. Maybe Alex was a jerk, but he’d always been the kind of
intelligent jerk that did his homework. “I’ll ask him.”

“Or...?” Alex began. “I
could ask him. If you’re here to hire me to be his lawyer. Which,
if you’re not, and you’re not here to hit on me, then what’s the
point in this conversation going further? Am I right?” He laughed
as if this were the funniest thing in the world.

Inwardly, I grimaced. Be
upbeat, Deena, I thought. “Ha. Yes. I’d like to hire you. I
need...” I let out a breath and leaned forward, hoping my cleavage
and my desperation would be convincing enough. “Look, Carl just
wants to plead guilty and move on with his life. But they could
charge him with a felony. He could go to jail, he could have
trouble getting a teaching job ever again. I need someone who’ll
look into this and... and... be a real jerk about it.” Once I
realized what I’d said, I cringed.

His laughter rang out loud.
“Well, you came to the right place for that, Deena. Or should I
call you Mrs...? What was Carl’s last name?”

“Simmons. But I'm still
Plummer. I kept my maiden name.”

“Ugh, why? You hate your
husband?”

“What? No. I love Carl more
than anything."

Alex raised an
eyebrow.

"It’s just that I had some
work functions in the pipeline and everyone knows me under this
name. We talked it over and decided it wasn’t a big deal, so I
didn’t change it.” Why was I justifying myself to this jackass?
“Call me Deena.”

“Okay, Dee. No offense
intended. I just want to make sure you’re dedicated. If this turns
into a long court battle - which I’m sure it won’t, I’m sure we’ll
wrap everything up nice and tight real quick - but if it does, it’s
important for me and Carl to know he’s got your full support.” Alex
nodded for emphasis.

“He does. I’d do anything
for him,” I swore. Which was why I’d come to Alex in the first
place. If Carl did what he always had and assumed the best, the
worst might happen. And call me selfish, but I planned on keeping
my husband.

“Good to know. Now, since
you two are old friends, how about I give you the discount?” Alex
asked with a smile.

“Yes, please,” I said. I
clutched my pocketbook with both hands. I hadn’t expected to get
away with free legal services, but I’d hoped for this.

“I’ll bill you at the
friends and family hourly rate, and of course I’ll need a five
thousand dollar retainer to start work on Carl’s case.”

My throat caught. I coughed
around repeating the figure. “F-five thousand?”

“Do you need a glass of
water?” Alex asked.

“No, I’m fine.” I swallowed.
So much for a discount. “Um. Do you have an installment
plan?”

Alex shook his head. “Gee,
Deena, you know, I’m sorry, but I have an office, a staff - I can’t
afford to work for free any more than you can. I’m sure you
understand.”

“Not for free - not free. We
can get the money. I can get the money - it just might not be all
at once up front. I’m working, we have a little savings, we can pay
- just not all at once. Please. I’m desperate.” I leaned forward,
reached across the desk, and put my hand on top of Alex’s. “You’re
the only lawyer I know, I’ve seen you in the paper, I know you’re
good.” I did some quick mental calculations. “I can get you three
thousand this week. The other two sometime next month.
Please?”

Alex looked at me
thoughtfully. He’d always had haunting blue eyes. Now it seemed as
if they could see right through me, down to the scared, small part
of me convinced that I’d never see Carl again. “Sure you don’t have
anything worth two thousand dollars?”

“Like an asset I could
sell?” There was my car. Maybe I could get two thousand for it, but
the old Chrysler had been a used car when I’d bought it in college.
Plus I needed it to get to work.

A warm hand covered my own.
“More like services you could perform.” He lifted my hand in his
own, raised it to his lips, and kissed my fingers just below the
knuckles.

For a split-second, I was
oddly touched by the tender gesture.

Then he sucked on my index
finger.

“Oh, ew, what the fuck, Alex
- !” I yanked my hand away and wiped my wet finger on my dress. Was
he seriously suggesting what I thought?

He grinned. “So you’re a
prude, now?”

“I’m married,” I shot back.
“To one of your good friends.”

Alex shrugged. “Honestly, I
don’t remember him all that well, aside from thinking he was a
pushover. I do remember inviting him to parties so I could get a
crack at the real babe he was dating.” He leaned back in his
leather chair and folded his hands. “I wanted to fuck her so bad
back then. But she always played hard to get. That what you’re
doing now, Deena?”

My cheeks felt hot. I stood.
“This was a mistake. Thanks for your time.” Even as I heard myself
speak, I regretted the words. I needed Alex. I couldn’t just walk
out. But no way was I going to apologize to this jackass... was
I?

“Whoa. You’re leaving? Over
that? Deena, come on. Can’t we just talk like a couple of rational
adults?”

“You put my finger in your
mouth.”

“I can do a lot more with
this mouth, too.” Alex grinned at me.

For a moment I stared at his
full lips and imagined his smug face buried between my legs. I
imagined pulling his hair and grinding my pussy against his tongue
until I decided I’d had enough. “How about I save you the trouble
and go make a complaint to the - to - wherever you go to complain
about douchebag lawyers?”

“Sure,” Alex said smoothly,
“you could complain to the state bar. And they could investigate.
And then they’ll mark it down as a he-said-she-said and close the
file. Ultimately, not a big problem, but not something I’d like to
be involved in. And in the meantime, Carl sits in jail.” The silver
pen twirled in his fingers. “Or. We could work out an alternate
payment arrangement.”

“You’re asking me to, what,
fuck you?” I asked, aghast at how brazen it was.

“I’m offering you an
alternative. Something that might be more palatable than taking out
loans.” His blue eyes twinkled as he spoke.

Suddenly I remembered how
charismatic he’d been back in college. And how once, he’d grabbed
me from behind and slung me over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry.
He’d made me feel how physically strong he was then. I bet if he
wanted to, he could just bend me over his desk and fuck me right
there.

But the smug prick didn’t
have to, I realized. He had me over a barrel and he knew it.
“You’re a real piece of work. You know that, right?”

“You said you wanted a jerk.
You got one.” Alex tossed the pen down and stood up from his chair.
“Listen, Deena. If you want to be offended and storm out, you go
right ahead. Or you could feel... flattered. You know, I’m not the
kind of guy who has to pay for sex. I’m good looking, I’m
successful - girls practically throw themselves at me. But if you
could see your way to taking good care of me... I think I could see
my way to taking care of your husband.”

I flinched at the word. My
husband. Carl would be crushed if he ever found out. He’d been my
first and only lover; I’d been an awkward, shy girl scout right up
until college. Could I really be considering this? Admittedly,
there’d been a few weeks before the wedding where I’d wondered if
I’d be okay only sleeping with one man for the rest of my life...
but I’d made peace with that. Mostly. It would just be Carl and me
forever.

And now this. Oh, God, I
couldn't really be considering this, could I?

It’d just be sex, I thought.
And if it meant the difference between Carl being released or him
winding up in jail… I took a deep breath. “I'm not saying yes. But
hypothetically. If I said yes. …He could never find
out.”

Alex smirked. “He won't hear
it from me. I get enough drama from the job.” He unbuttoned his
blazer, folded it, and dropped it on the desk.

I couldn’t miss the way his
broad shoulders filled out his white oxford dress shirt. Or the way
his muscles rippled as he pulled off his tie. “Wait, I didn't say
yes. Hold on - you mean we're doing this right now?” I
asked.

“Aw, you want a hotel room?
Roses? No thanks. The secretary leaves in a few minutes. Now come
over here and suck my cock.” Alex unbuckled his belt and yanked it
from the loops of his slacks.

My eyes widened as I caught
sight of the bulge at the front of his slacks. He was hard already?
Unconsciously, I licked my lips. “Slow down. How do I know you
won’t just reneg on the deal once I... once I...?” I drew a shaky
breath. Through the flimsy material of the dress, I felt my nipples
harden. I wondered if Alex could see them. Even if he couldn’t now,
he’d probably be seeing them soon, I thought. The image of Alex
sucking my nipples flashed through my mind. I felt warmth pool
between my thighs.

“I guess you’re going to
have to trust me.” Alex untucked his shirt. In one movement, he
pulled it and his undershirt off over his head, revealing a chest
as broad and muscular as I’d imagined.

“But I don’t,” I said, doing
my best not to ogle the treasure trail of light blonde hair running
from his lower abs into his slacks. “And before I do anything, I
want to know the terms.”

“Terms?” Alex casually
rubbed his hand on his thigh, emphasizing the growing bulge in his
pants. “How about this? We exchange tonight for my initial
services. If I need to do more than make a few threats, you’ll pay
me two thousand dollars for the rest of the retainer. Or, if you do
a really good job, perhaps we can work out further alternative
payment arrangements.”

I couldn’t help but do the
math in my head. Three thousand dollars wasn’t a bad discount. And
he might be able to get Carl out right away. All it would cost was
one... encounter. Just one, that’s all. He probably just wanted me
to suck his cock. I could do that, I supposed. I took a deep
breath. “Okay.”

“Excellent, Mrs. Plummer.”
Alex sat down in his office chair. A push rolled it away from the
desk. “Now, if you’d be so kind as to take off your
dress?”

I reached behind me and felt
for the zipper.

“Slow,” Alex purred. “Tease
me. Dance for me.”

I closed my eyes and
imagined myself on a stage with music. I turned and showed Alex my
back, swayed my hips as I slowly lowered the zipper. I couldn’t see
him, but I felt his eyes on me. Goosebumps rose on my arms as I
lowered one of the dress’ straps, then the other. God, I hoped I
didn’t look ridiculous.

“What’ve you got on under
there...? Yeah, show me,” he whispered, his voice heady with
desire.

I felt a strange surge of
power. I’d made Alex, Mr. Bigshot Lawyer himself, sound like that.
I let the straps of the dress spill down my arms and spun around,
giving him a glimpse of my sheer lace bra. As I danced, I let the
dress fall further, revealing my smooth stomach and hips that were
slightly rounder than they’d been in college. Finally I let the
dress pool around my feet. My matching lace thong showed off my
firm ass. A shiver worked its way up my spine. It still wasn’t too
late to back out.

“Look at that.” A low
whistle came from behind me. “You are one sexy wife, Deena
Plummer.”

But where else would I go?
No. No more doubts. If you’re in, you’re in, I told myself. I
turned to face Alex.

He sat back in his leather
office chair shirtless, his hands folded. Alex’s blue eyes swept my
body.

I arched my back slightly,
showing off the swell of my breasts. My hard nipples strained
against the lacy fabric. My panties suddenly felt uncomfortably
snug.

“Come over here. Let me get
a better look at you.”

My heels clicked softly on
the floor as I made my march around the desk. I was aware of every
breath, every sound.

Alex swiveled his chair to
face me. “Kneel down. Keep the heels on.”

It was really happening, I
thought. I was going to suck this pompous, smug, gorgeous asshole's
cock. God, what did that make me? I carefully got down on my knees
using the desk for leverage.

Immediately, Alex angled the
office chair in front of me. He spread his legs wide, highlighting
the bulge in his slacks. “Open my pants.”

With shaking hands I
unbuttoned him. I looked up at his face before going
further.

“Don't stop there. Unzip me.
Pull my cock out.”

I slid the zipper down. To
my surprise, Alex wasn’t wearing underwear.

His big, meaty cock sprang
from his pants. Its huge pink head was dusky and swollen, his shaft
traced with veins. His dick looked as wide around as one of my
wrists.

I gulped. He was much, much
bigger than Carl.

“Don't be shy. Take it in
your hands," Alex told me.

I grasped his thick tool
with one hand. His big cock was hot and hard and velvety-soft. A
drop of precome dotted the tip. He was so big - I held him around
the base of his cock, just above his full balls. It twitched,
startling me. Wow, he was so big! Experimentally, I tried jacking
his length.

“Uh-uh. You gotta get me wet
first,” he said.

I cast around for lube for a
split-second before realizing. Oh. I wet my lips and leaned into
the path of that monster dick. It bobbed up and down as I stuck out
the tip of my tongue.

“Lick it. Just the tip,
first. That’s right.”

My tongue tasted the
sharp-salt tang of his semen. I gently licked the very tip of his
cock, using my hands to guide it.

Suddenly Alex reached out
and seized me by a handful of hair, forcing me to lean in. “Now
suck it, you little whore.”

A tingle of excitement shot
through me at his language. Carl was all passionate kisses and
sighs. But here, I wasn’t a loving wife at all. I was just a
fucktoy for Alex. I let my lips fall open and tried to relax as his
cock slid into my mouth.

“Oh, yes. You’re going to
wrap those pretty lips around my cock and suck it, suck it, suck
it...” he repeated.

As he spoke, his hand
twisted in my hair and pulled my mouth deeper and deeper onto his
cock. Its velvety length instantly filled my entire mouth. I did my
best to keep my teeth out of the way, but that big cock didn’t give
me much room to maneuver. Alex eased off, then used my hair to
shove his cock in again. Each time he slid out, I gasped for breath
before his cock fucked its way back in.

I felt overwhelmed,
somewhere between dizzy and giddy. I grabbed Alex’s knees with my
hands for balance and surrendered to worshipping that huge pole.
After a few moments I noticed he wasn’t urging me on - he didn’t
have to.

“Ohhh, that’s right. Not
such a tease now, are you? You like my cock in your
throat?”

I said the briefest of
thanks that he’d packed my mouth full so I didn’t have to answer.
The truth was, I did - he was so big and hard, the embodiment of
some primal male sexual force. My obscene slurping noises filled
the quiet office. With every bob of my head, my sensitive nipples
brushed against my bra’s fabric. I ached to touch my
clit.

“That’s so nice, you
cocksucking whore of a wife. Now take my cock out of your mouth.
Take it out,” he had to repeat.

His cock left my lips with a
pop of suction. A string of saliva connected his big, shiny prick
to my mouth.

“Slap it against your pretty
face.”

 

My pussy throbbed at Alex’s
words. I gulped and leaned in further. I grabbed the base of his
hot shaft and closed my eyes as I slapped myself lightly against
the right cheek. His wet dick made soft smacking sound.

“More. Slap it all over your
face.”

I did as he ordered. His
cock slapped both my cheeks, my chin, my nose, my forehead, my
mouth. When he began to dry a little, I spit on the end of his cock
and used my hands and tongue to get him all wet again and renewed
the cycle.

Alex’s breath came fast. His
hips jerked in time to the slaps. “Now rub it on your face. You
like that?”

“Yes,” I blurted. I nuzzled
and rubbed his giant cock against my soft skin and tongue before he
thrust back into my mouth.

“Such a good little
cocksucking wife. She loves being on her knees, doesn’t she? Close
your eyes,” Alex ordered suddenly.

I did, all while sucking and
slurping on his huge, delicious dick. Fuck my face, I wanted to
shout, but his big prick shut me up.

Suddenly he pulled his cock
out of my mouth.

I opened my eyes in time to
catch his broad hand furiously jerking his cock in front of my
face. He grunted loudly. I watched his balls twitch. Suddenly,
ropes of hot come shot from his cock.

I closed my eyes just before
I felt jet after jet coat my eyelids, my forehead, my mouth in hot,
creamy spunk.

Alex groaned. His big
leather chair creaked as if he’d leaned back.

I couldn’t risk opening my
eyes. I waited.

“You looked like you were
having fun, cocksucker.”

I felt the tide of shame
return. In the moment, I’d been totally wanton, I’d felt almost
hypnotized by Alex’s cock and the... the depravity of it all. I
reached up to wipe my face.

“Stop it, cocksucker. You’ll
wear my come until I say you can stop. Now I think you should kneel
on the floor and think about what a dirty, cheating whore you are
while you rub your cunt.”

I whimpered. My pussy
throbbed with the need to be touched. I wondered if he could see me
blush through his come.

“Play with your pussy. Come
on, I want to see you come while you’re covered in my jizz,” Alex
said.

It was dirty, was what it
was. Sick, I thought, as I slid my hand into the crotch of my
panties and found my pussy sopping wet. “Fuck,” I gasped as two
fingers slid effortlessly inside. No, I needed more, I needed that
big cock, I needed -

“Fuck me,” I
moaned.

“Fuck yourself, cocksucker.
I want to see you ride all four of those fingers.”

I’d been kneeling too long.
I shifted to one side, then slid onto my back.

Above me, I heard the
leather chair squeak and shift. “All four up your pretty cunt. Do
it.”

“Yes,” I cried, kicking my
heels into the carpeted floor. I thrust my fingers in and out of my
pussy, then squeezed in a third. It felt so good, yes, more. I
squeezed my fingers together and pointed them, then slowly worked
them into my horny slit. Without thinking, my free hand found my
clit and rubbed my love button hard and fast as I rode all four of
my fingers.

I pictured Alex’s huge cock
coming on me, and then imagined it fucking my tight pussy full
until I begged and screamed for it, all while he whispered filthy
things into my ear and pulled my hair.

My clit pulsed with need.
Tension and pressure built between my legs. My pussy throbbed as I
drove my fingers deeper, harder, yes, “Fuck!” And as I said it, I
tasted Alex’s come on my lips.

“Stop,” said a soft
voice.

“No, I can’t!” I cried, and
moaned in disappointment as my hand was pulled from my pussy - only
to be replaced by three of Alex’s big fingers.

“Oh shit, wait,” I began,
but as I whimpered he crooked them and began thrusting in and out,
packing my pussy absolutely full of his fingers. A strange spot
inside me shivered and tensed. I gave myself over to his questing,
thrusting fingers and rubbed my clit harder as he delved deep
inside. Impossible pressure built; my thighs shook with the
intensity. I screamed as the floodgates opened and Alex’s fingers
coaxed forth - oh, God, what was that liquid? What was all of it?
My pussy gushed and spasmed and clenched around Alex’s
still-thrusting fingers as I came with a force I’d never
felt.

"So Deena Plummer's a
squirter. Huh." He laughed. "It's always the quiet
ones."

I slowly caught my breath.
After a time, I heard Alex get up and a desk drawer
open.

Alex pressed a cloth into my
hands. “Clean off your face. There’s a private bathroom off my
office. Use it to shower. Then come back here. I need to run an
errand. Wait for me.”

The cloth mopped up some of
the spunk, but it had begun to dry. By the time I felt comfortable
enough to open my eyes, Alex had gone.

 


*****

 


I didn’t think during the
shower. I also avoided thinking while I dried off. I wrapped a
short white towel around my middle; it stopped just below my
ass.

I padded out into the office
in only the towel. Alex’s big chair looked the most comfortable; I
decided I’d earned it and sank into the leather. The man’s smell,
something musky mixed with leather, enveloped me. My pussy twitched
in response.

“What the hell is wrong with
me?” I asked the empty office.

“I’ve been wondering that
myself, Deena Plummer.” Alex had been waiting by the door. “I had
to go make sure we were alone and locked in.”

“We’re not done yet?” I
hoped too much of my longing didn’t come through in the question. I
didn’t understand the feelings coursing through me. I’d never felt
so wild, so horny, so ...sexual. I wanted to climb on top of Alex
and impale myself on his cock. Or climb underneath him. And in
spite of this, I still didn’t like him.

“Can I ask you a
question?”

He wanted permission
suddenly? “Okay.”

“Deena, are you a
submissive?”

“What like, whips and chains
and stuff? No.” I shook my head and folded my arms over the
towel.

“I’m not talking about that.
I mean... you get off on giving up control. Don’t you?” He walked
toward me. He’d put on his pants and undershirt, but was barefoot.
Alex leaned against the desk. “I mean you... you seem like a
natural. And for someone like me, someone who really enjoys having
the control... that’s a rare find.” He reached out and caressed my
neck with the back of his hand.

His touch felt like a brand.
“I thought it was just sucking your cock,” I told him.

“And you were very good. So
how about I give you the option to walk out now? Forget the extra
two thousand. We’ll consider my retainer paid in full. I’ll help
Carl now no matter what.”

Inwardly, I began to panic.
It was over? That was it? That was good, wasn’t it? It was what I’d
wanted.

“But before you go…” Alex
smiled as he leaned down to my ear and whispered, “I think you
should let me fuck you first.”

My bare toes grasped the
carpet; it was still slightly damp from where I’d come earlier. My
fingers dug into the chair’s leather armrests. Under the flimsy
towel, my skin felt hot. I couldn’t look up into Alex’s pale blue
eyes. Instead I watched the muscles in his chest bunch as he
removed his undershirt, followed the way his tight ass looked in
the slacks as he bent and picked his belt up off the
floor.

I should go, I knew. I
should grab my clothes, sprint for the door, and let the events of
the last hour - and the last few days - dissolve away into a hazy
memory. But if I left, would Alex really still help Carl? Would he
instead get spiteful, spill the story of my sordid behavior to my
husband if I didn’t stay? You don’t know
either way, a small voice inside me
said. He could fuck you, then betray you
anyway. You’re at his mercy no matter whether you stay or
go.

And a smaller, more secret
voice spoke up with - You’ve already sucked
his cock and squirted all over his floor. You might as well finish
the ride.

“What’s it going to be, Mrs.
Plummer?” Alex asked.

My voice caught. I couldn’t
bring myself to say yes or no. But with trembling hands, I tugged
at the front of the towel. It fell open, baring my naked breasts to
Alex’s gaze.

He took this as a yes and
surveyed my body as if he owned it. “Good girl.” He raised the belt
in his hand.

I steeled myself, waiting
for it to strike out at my exposed flesh.

Instead, Alex looped the end
through the buckle. Then he dropped the loop around my neck.
Carefully he lifted my still-damp hair out of the way, then
tightened the belt until it wrapped snugly around my throat. “You
know what I think, Deena? I think you came here hoping something
would happen. I remember the way you were in college. You never
asked. Good girls don’t. But you were always there, always putting
yourself within reach, always hoping deep down that someone would
come along and just... take.” His hand gripped the belt at my
throat. “Get up.”

I rose from the chair as he
pulled me, using the belt like a leash and collar. It wasn’t
buckled; if I resisted, it would tighten around my throat. The
towel fell away, exposing the whole of my naked body to
Alex.

It was unlike anything Carl
and I had ever done; no sweetness and lightness and love here. Alex
had awakened in me a force hungry and purely carnal. I trembled
before him.

His kiss claimed my mouth.
He drove past my lips, his tongue full of savage power. He tasted
of coffee and something undefinably male. As suddenly as the kiss
began, it ended. Alex yanked on the belt, tightening it around my
neck as he pushed me forward and bent me over his desk.

I rested my forehead against
his desk calendar. He held me down by the belt. I felt so exposed
like this; the draft from the office’s air conditioning brought out
goosebumps on the backs of my thighs. My legs were pressed
together, but Alex’s broad hand insinuated itself between them. He
spread my thighs wide, pausing only to caress my skin.

The unexpected slap stung my
right ass cheek and startled me. I instinctively pushed up off the
desk; his hand guided me back down.

“Did that hurt?” he
asked.

“Y... I don’t kn...” Another
slap cut me off mid-sentence. I gasped at the sting. It made me
aware of my skin, amplified the sensations. His strength poured
through the next open-palmed slap, and the next. It took my breath
away. My skin tingled all over my body, from my toes to where the
belt circled my neck.

“I think sex is better when
there’s a little pain mixed with pleasure.” As he held me against
the desk, he caressed the places he’d just stung, groped my ass as
if it belonged to him. A finger traced down my crack to my
asshole.

I froze.

“Ever had a cock up your
ass?”

No, I thought, my mind
reeling at even imagining something as large as Alex’s cock
slipping inside my tight hole. “Uh-uh.”

“Fingers? Toys?”

Before I could answer, his
fingers slipped lower and thrust into my pussy.

My muscles clenched around
him, trying to keep him in. I moaned shamelessly.

Too quickly, he withdrew his
fingers. But they came back and circled my tight anal pucker, his
now-wet fingers massaging the sensitive tissue there. Suddenly he
released his hold on the belt.

In the back of the shiny
metal nameplate on the desk, I saw Alex’s reflection take off his
clothes. He spat in his hand. I held my breath as his hand moved
rhythmically in front of him. He stroked his big cock until it rose
hard and proud. “Now tell me to fuck you, Mrs. Plummer.”

I couldn’t. My lips
trembled. I wanted it, yes, but if I didn’t have to say it
-

The belt tightened around my
neck. I pushed myself up off the desk to follow it and keep from
being choked. When I stood, Alex’s naked body leaned into mine. The
hot, hard length of his dick pressed against my ass.
 

He held the belt as he
whispered in my ear. “Beg me, Mrs. Plummer.”

I took a deep breath and let
it out slowly. My pussy felt wet, so wet that I found myself rising
up on my toes, trying to get Alex to angle his cock lower. I needed
it. Oh, God, I needed his cock. “Please,” I whispered.

“What was that?”

“Please,” I repeated. “I
need it.”

“Need what?” His lips grazed
my ear.

“Need your cock.” I spat, as
if it were a filthy secret. “Need you to fuck me, please fuck me,
Alex, please - “ I almost sobbed in relief as he bent me back over
the desk. “Yes, fuck me, please fuck me.”

A hard, blunt pressure
teased my pussy lips. The fat head of his cock nudged into me,
teasing me with just a hint of penetration. Then with a snap of his
hips, Alex drove home.

I squealed and clawed at the
desk as he entered me. His big dick felt like a battering ram, huge
and hot and ready to invade my poor, defenseless cunt. My toes
momentarily left the floor as he slid fully inside me. For a long
moment, I just breathed, praying that my pussy would adjust to his
huge size.

“Ahhh,” he groaned as he
began sawing in and out.

With every thrust, I became
a little more used to his big cock. Before long, it started to feel
amazing.

He held the end of the belt
in one hand and smacked my ass with his other. “That’s it. Ride my
cock, you dirty little whore.”

A growl tore from my throat.
I leaned into his thrusts, then met his movements. I pressed my
palms against his desk and pushed back as his prick penetrated me.
Thrust by thrust he ravaged my pussy, filled me up more completely
than anything ever had. I grabbed the belt around my throat and
leaned further forward, letting it cut off just a little of my air
until I felt tingly and lightheaded.

Alex slapped my ass as he
pushed in deep and held his cock there. “Careful, Mrs. Plummer. You
don’t want to pass out.”

My thoughts roiled. He’d
pinned me against the desk; I couldn’t get any friction. “Don’t
stop, please?” I begged.

“Well, because you asked so
nice...” He slid back, and his cock slid all the way
out.

“Wait, no!” I cried, but
then he grabbed my hips and yanked me back as well. With a yelp, I
landed on top of Alex in his leather office chair. His hairy thighs
felt strong underneath mine.

He urged me up and fed his
cock into my cunt from below.

I hissed with satisfaction
as he found my nipples and twisted the sensitive little buds. I
moaned.

“That’s such a good girl.
Tell me you love it,” Alex hissed into my ear.

“I love it,” I said. My
fingers clawed at the leather armrests as he pistoned into my
pussy. I felt so wet. And in this position, gravity drew me down,
sending his giant cock balls-deep with every thrust. Shivers of
pleasure rocked me; it was all I could do to hold on as he gave me
the fucking of my life. “I love your cock!” I shouted.

Alex tugged the belt off my
neck and tossed it aside. Instead, he held my collarbone while his
free hand snaked down to find my clit.

“Oh, shit,” I squeaked. The
combination of his jackhammering cock and his fingers flicking my
clit made my entire body tighten. I felt my orgasm rushing forward
like an unstoppable force. “Oh, fuck me!” I screamed as I came,
shuddering and trembling, my pussy fluttering as it clenched on his
big prick. My juices squirted down onto his cock, making every
thrust even slicker.

And then the world spun as
he picked me up. He swung me around like a rag doll, and laid my
sated body on my back over his desk. Now I could see the sweat on
his brow, the hungry look in his pale blue eyes, the fierce curl of
his lip. Gone was the man who’d made the proposition; this was an
animal. He lined up his fiercely erect cock and slid back into my
wet pussy. Each stroke came fast and hard; he pounded into my pussy
with all his force. Grunts and groans issued from between his lips.
Filthy names poured from his mouth.

With each of them, I spread
my legs wider, riding out the aftershocks of my orgasm on his
amazing cock. I spared a brief second to think about him coming
inside me. I’d been on the pill for a while, but we’d had a few
pregnancy scares in the past. It would be the smart thing to ask
Alex to pull out.

Our eyes locked. He put his
hand on my throat and sped up.

“Come inside your whore,” I
told him.

Alex’s body stiffened. He
howled as he thrust inside me, his body and cock jerking as he
poured his seed into my hungry pussy. He half-collapsed over me,
still rutting as he came.

I remembered how he’d
covered my face and imagined all that potent spunk inside me,
imagined him pushing it further into me with every thrust of his
big spewing dick. Suddenly I imagined my naked body chained over
Alex’s desk, thought of fighting my bonds as he took a business
call and idly jerked off over me, then made me lick his cock clean.
My inner muscles clenched again, helping milk Alex’s cock
dry.

We lay there, panting, for a
few moments.

Finally, Alex pulled out and
stepped back.

I pushed myself up on my
elbows and let my legs dangle.

He cleaned himself up with
the towel from my shower. He tossed the towel at the foot of the
desk. “Here. You can wipe up before you leave.”

I struggled to find my
voice. “Is that - is that it?”

“I’ll spring your husband
tomorrow, Mrs. Plummer. I have a feeling this won’t take long.”
Alex flashed his million-dollar smile at me. Despite the sweat, his
hair still looked great. “And how about you clear your schedule for
next Friday night?”

“What’s next
Friday?”

“That’s when you’re going to
come here.” He paused. “And I think you’re going to beg me to fuck
you in the ass next time.”

“Wait a second.” I slid off
the desk onto my feet. A bit of Alex’s come dripped onto my leg.
“Is this - some kind of extortion?”

“Oh, no. I don’t need to do
that, Deena. See...” He stepped towards me, his naked body reeking
of sex and sweat and desire. Alex moved as if to kiss me, but
stopped inches from my lips. “Next time, you’re going to come just
because you want to.” Alex laughed and headed for the bathroom.
“Show yourself out, Mrs. Plummer.”

The door slammed
shut.

I caught my breath. “What a
jerk,” I told the empty office. I hastily wiped myself off, left
the towel in his chair, dressed, and left.

Thankfully, the rest of the
building seemed to be empty. I made it out to my car and pulled
onto the road before I let myself think...

About an excuse for next
Friday night.
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