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THE DOMINANT WIFE


The rain drizzled softly against the windowpane, casting tiny ripples on the glass as the city of Seattle carried on with its usual gray charm. Inside their cozy house, Jenny stood by the kitchen counter, stirring her coffee absentmindedly, her thoughts far away. The faint aroma of roasted beans filled the air, blending with the soft hum of jazz playing from the speaker in the living room.

Steve, seated at the small dining table, flipped through his laptop, checking the monthly accounts for his firm. His fingers moved methodically over the keys, his mind still adjusting to the recent changes in his life. It had only been a month since their wedding, a whirlwind romance that had started with a simple swipe on a dating app and ended with a beautiful ceremony under the Miami sun.

Jenny is a 30-year-old strikingly beautiful woman with long, flowing blonde hair, a well-toned physique, and an elegant yet confident demeanor. She is tall, fit, and carries herself with a natural grace that turns heads wherever she goes. Outgoing, bold, and adventurous, Jenny thrives in social settings and enjoys meeting new people. She has always been independent, ambitious, and full of life. Born and raised in Miami, she embraced a fast-paced lifestyle, excelling as an assistant manager in a private firm before resigning after her marriage.

Steve is a 34-year-old average-looking man with a lean build, short brown hair, and an understated presence. While not conventionally handsome, he has a quiet charm that reflects his sincerity and reliability. He dresses neatly, often in formal or semi-formal attire, reflecting his professional background.  Reserved, introverted, and pragmatic, Steve finds comfort in structure and routine. Unlike Jenny, he is not naturally adventurous or outgoing, preferring quiet evenings at home to social gatherings. Though he deeply loves Jenny, he sometimes struggles to keep up with her lively nature.  Having lived in Seattle for most of his life, Steve is well-adjusted to the city's cool climate and steady pace. His life before Jenny was simple and predictable, focused on work and a small circle of close friends. Marrying Jenny brought excitement and change, but he sometimes feels out of sync with her energetic personality. He wants to be the best husband he can be but often wonders if his reserved nature is enough to keep her truly happy.

At the dining table, Steve sat hunched over his laptop, eyes fixed on the screen. He barely noticed when Jenny placed the plate in front of him.

"Breakfast is served," she announced playfully, leaning against the chair beside him.

Steve finally looked up, offering a small appreciative smile. Jenny sat across from him, sipping her coffee as she watched him eat. He was always like this-calm, methodical, predictable. A man of few words, always focused, always steady. She admired his dedication and thought a person like Steve will be perfect for a marriage life. But sometimes wished he would be a little less... composed.

When he was done, Steve wiped his mouth, stood up, and leaned in to place a gentle kiss on Jenny’s forehead. "See you in the evening," he said softly before grabbing his keys and heading out the door. Moments later, she heard the low rumble of his car fading away down the street.

Jenny let out a slow breath and turned toward the living room. She switched on the television and sank into the plush sofa, the lace fabric of her gown draping over her legs. Absentmindedly flipping through channels, she found herself staring blankly at the screen, her mind elsewhere.

She had always been a woman who thrived on passion, on excitement. Before marriage, her life had been filled with adventure - late-night drives, wild parties, thrilling encounters. The men she had been with were bold, rough around the edges, unpredictable. They made her heart race, kept her on edge. Steve, on the other hand, was safe. Gentle. Predictable. She loved him, there was no doubt about that. But as she sat there, wrapped in silence, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing. A spark.

The quietness of the apartment was almost unsettling. With a sigh, she grabbed her phone from the coffee table and scrolled through her contacts until she found a familiar name - Lizz. Lizz had been her best friend since college, her partner-in-crime back in Miami. If anyone could lift her mood, it was her. She tapped the call button, and within moments, a familiar, cheerful voice answered.

"Well, well, if it isn’t the newlywed queen of Seattle! How’s the married life treating you, babe?" Lizz teased.

Jenny smirked. "Oh, you know... all sunshine and rainbows. Cooking breakfast, cleaning, watching TV in my lace gown - real thrilling stuff."

Lizz burst into laughter. "Sounds like you’re living every girl’s dream. Or maybe just a very, very boring one."

They exchanged a few jokes, reminiscing about wild nights in Miami - long drives, rooftop parties, spontaneous weekend trips. It felt like a lifetime ago.

Then, in her usual blunt manner, Lizz asked, "So, how’s Steve?"

Jenny let out a small chuckle.

"He’s... soft. Introverted. The total opposite of what I’m used to."

Lizz hummed in thought. "Then why don’t you dominate him?"

Jenny sat up slightly. "Oh, what? Really?"

"Yes, babe! If he’s the quiet, obedient type, then take control. Make him obey you. Be your own queen!" Lizz said mischievously.

Jenny paused for a moment, considering the idea. It wasn’t something she had ever thought about before, but now that Lizz mentioned it... maybe there was something intriguing about the thought.

"Huh. Not a bad idea," she mused.

Lizz laughed. "That’s the spirit! You were never one to sit back and let life happen to you. Why start now?"

Jenny shook her head, amused yet intrigued. Maybe Lizz had a point. Maybe she had been too quick to settle into the mold of a perfect wife. She leaned back into the sofa, her lace gown slipping slightly off her shoulder as she smirked into the phone.

"Alright, Lizz, since you’re apparently the expert, tell me, how do I start? How exactly do I 'dominate' Steve?" she asked, half-joking but secretly intrigued.

Lizz chuckled on the other end.

"Oh, babe, that’s something you’ll have to figure out on your own. Every man has a weakness, you just need to find his."

Jenny raised an eyebrow. "Come on, at least give me a hint."

"Nope," Lizz said playfully. "You’re smart, confident, and absolutely capable of handling this yourself. Besides, the fun part is in the discovery, isn’t it?"

Jenny sighed dramatically. "You’re impossible."

Lizz laughed. "And you, my dear, are about to make life very interesting for yourself. Just trust your instincts. You’ll know exactly what to do."

Jenny smirked, her mind already racing with possibilities. Maybe Lizz was right. Maybe she had been too passive, too willing to fit into the role of the quiet, supportive wife. But that wasn’t who she was.

"Alright, Lizz. Challenge accepted," Jenny said, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

Lizz giggled. "That’s my girl."

As the call ended, Jenny stretched lazily, a slow smile playing on her lips. The boredom of the morning had vanished. She had something new to focus on now.

Jenny stepped into the bathroom. With a slow, deliberate motion, she untied the lace gown and let it slide off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood there for a moment, completely bare, feeling the cool air brush against her skin. Turning toward the large mirror above the sink, she let her eyes travel over her reflection. The soft glow of the bathroom light accentuated her smooth, toned body, her curves perfectly sculpted. She ran a hand through her long, damp blonde hair, admiring the way it cascaded down her shoulders. With a deep breath, she turned away and stepped into the shower. The moment the cold water hit her skin, she gasped softly, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Droplets trickled down her body, following every contour, every dip and curve. She closed her eyes, letting the water wash over her, her mind lost in thought.
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Steve trudged through the front door, the weight of his briefcase mirroring the heaviness of his eyelids. Another long day at the office had left him drained, his mind foggy and his body yearning for the comfort of home. As he set his things down on the hallway table, the familiar scent of lavender and vanilla wafted through the air, signalling Jenny’s presence. She floated into view, her lithe form draped in a delicate lace gown that clung to her curves like a second skin. The fabric hugged her hips and thighs, leaving little to the imagination, and Steve felt a flicker of desire amidst his exhaustion.

Jenny greeted him with a soft smile, her eyes sparkling with an unspoken secret. Her tall frame moved with effortless grace as she approached, “Hey,” she murmured, her voice warm and inviting.

Steve managed a tired smile in return, his gaze lingering on the way the lace dipped between her breasts, teasing just enough to tantalize.

“Tea’s ready,” she said, turning gracefully and leading him into the kitchen. The evening routine was a comforting constant, and Steve felt the tension in his shoulders begin to unravel as he sank into his usual chair. Jenny poured them each a cup, the steam curling upward like a dance between them. Steve wrapped his hands around the mug, savoring the warmth as it seeped into his cold fingers.

Just as he was about to take a sip, Jenny’s voice sliced through the steam-filled air. “Can you please shave my pussy?”

Steve choked mid-sip, his eyes widening in surprise. The tea scalded his tongue as he sputtered, setting the cup down with a clatter. He searched her face, half-expecting a punchline, but found only sincerity in her gaze. Her expression was calm, almost playful, as if she’d just asked him to pass the sugar. Steve swallowed hard.

“Sure, Jenny,” he managed, his voice cracking slightly.

She took his hand, her fingers cool against his warm skin, and led him out of the kitchen. The lace gown whispered against her body as she moved, a silent seduction that left Steve’s pulse quickening. They walked in to the common bathroom. Jenny stopped in front of the full-length mirror, her reflection gazing back at her with a knowing smile.

Without hesitation, she slipped the gown from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet like a discarded whisper. The lace clung to her skin for a moment before falling away, revealing her in nothing but a pair of sheer panties. Steve’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her perky breasts, her flat stomach, her long legs that seemed to go on forever. She turned to face him, her eyes holding his, and slowly slid her panties down, letting them join the gown on the floor. She sat down on the closet, her legs parting just enough to reveal the target area. Steve shifted uncomfortably, his nerves jangling like loose change in his pocket. He felt exposed, vulnerable, even though he was the one fully clothed. Jenny, sensing his unease, took control.

“Kneel down, Steve,” she commanded.

He obeyed, his knees pressing against the cold hardwood floor. The submissive position sent a strange thrill through him, a mix of embarrassment and arousal that he couldn’t quite name. Jenny reached for the shaving kit on the shelf, handing him the can of foam.

“Lather up,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Steve did as he was told, his hands trembling slightly as he dispensed the foam into his palm. The hiss of the can filled the small space, the sound oddly intimate. He spread the foam over her pussy, his fingers brushing against her soft skin. There wasn’t much hair to begin with, and he couldn’t help but wonder why Jenny had asked him to do this. Was it a test? A game?

“Start shaving,” she instructed, her fingers gently stroking his hair. Steve took the razor, his movements tentative at first. Jenny smiled down at him, her eyes warm and encouraging. “Nice and slow, Steve,” she cooed, her voice like warm honey. He complied, taking his time, his strokes becoming more confident, more deliberate. The razor glided over her skin, leaving behind a smooth, bare canvas. As he worked, Steve felt a strange sense of powerlessness, yet it was exhilarating. He was at her mercy, and the realization sent a rush of blood to his groin. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric, but he focused on the task at hand, determined to please her.

Once she was smooth and bare, Jenny leaned back, her eyes never leaving his. “Now lick it clean, Steve,” she commanded, her voice barely above a whisper.

Steve obeyed, his tongue tracing the contours of her pussy. The first taste was exactly as he’d imagined, Cool shaving cream, waxy and floral. Underneath it, the distinct, musky-sweet tang of her. He began to work with a deliberate, meticulous focus. His tongue, flat and broad, swept upward in long, slow strokes, gathering the slick residue. He lapped at the delicate folds, chasing every last bit of foam from the creases. Jenny was silent above him, save for her breathing. He redoubled his efforts, his movements becoming less clinical, more worshipful. He nuzzled into her, his nose bumping against her as his tongue swirled and probed, now seeking not just cleanliness, but her response. He found a rhythm, a firm, consistent pressure right where she was most sensitive.

Her breath hitched. “Steve... oh, God, Steve...”

The words were a broken plea. He could feel her body tightening, coiling like a spring. Her hips rolled forward, seeking more contact, grinding against his mouth. The climax, when it came, was silent for a terrifying second. Then it broke in a wave. Her body went rigid, a strangled cry ripped from her throat, and she pulsed against his face, a hot, slick rush of her release. He withdraw, his face filled with her juices.

Lenny giggled

“I’m sorry, honey. I really am.”

Another giggle, light and genuinely entertained.

Jenny stood, pulling him up by the hand. She cradled his face like a child, her eyes sparkling with amusement and satisfaction.

Jenny: Thank you”

Steve felt small, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and desire. He was acutely aware of his submission, of how thoroughly he had surrendered to her will.

Jenny laughed, a light, teasing sound, and led him to the bedroom. On the bed, she undressed him slowly, her hands roaming over his body as she revealed in her power over him. Steve blushed, his cheeks turning red as Jenny laughed at his submissiveness. Her fingers trailing over his skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She took his hardening cock in her hand, stroking him firmly, her touch expert and deliberate.

Steve groaned, his body tensing as pleasure built within him. Steve let out a soft moan as Jenny's fingers grazed his cock, causing it to twitch in anticipation. Jenny smiled wickedly as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, slowly beginning to stroke him up and down. She loved teasing him, feeling his body respond to her touch. She started off slow, her grip light and gentle. Steve let out a low groan as she increased her pace, her hand moving up and down his dick with more urgency. Jenny loved the feeling of him getting harder in her hand.

She leaned down and whispered in his ear, "You like that, don't you?" Steve could only nod, his breath hitching as Jenny continued to stroke him. She traced her thumb over the tip of his cock, spreading the precum that had already started to form.

Jenny's hand moved faster and faster, her grip tightening as Steve's hips bucked off the bed. He was so close, she could feel it. She slowed down, her hand barely moving as she teased him.

"Jenny, please," Steve begged, his voice strained. Jenny grinned and started stroking him again, her hand moving faster and faster. Steve's breathing became ragged as he felt himself getting  closer to the edge.

Just as he was about to cum, Jenny stopped. Steve looked at her, his eyes pleading.  She started stroking him again, her hand moving at a steady pace. Steve let out a low moan as he felt himself getting closer to the edge again. Jenny could feel his dick throbbing in her hand, and she knew he was close. Just as he was about to climax, she stopped, her smile triumphant.

Steve groaned again, his body aching with need, but he knew better than to protest. Jenny leaned over him, her lips brushing his ear.

Jenny:  Remember, I’m in charge now.

With that jenny withdraws and tells him to sleep.

He nodded, his breath ragged, his mind reeling. The power play was exhilarating, and he felt himself surrendering further, eager to see where she would take him next.

Jenny understood she can easily dominate Steve and it was only just beginning. The closet had been just the start, and he was hers to mold, hers to command. 
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The morning light seeped through the curtains, casting a soft glow across the bedroom. Steve had already slipped out of bed and into the bathroom, the sound of running water and the rhythmic brushing of his teeth filling the air. Jenny stirred, stretching lazily before opening her eyes. A slow, knowing smile formed on her lips as she sat up, running a hand through her tousled blonde hair. She glanced toward the bathroom, where Steve stood in front of the mirror, brushing his teeth.

Feeling playful, she slipped out of bed and walked up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist. Her fingers traced lightly over his stomach as she rested her chin on his shoulder.

"Hi, honey," she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

Steve’s eyes flicked to her reflection in the mirror, and he smiled through the foam of toothpaste in his mouth. "Hi, sweetheart," he mumbled, attempting to respond.

But in doing so, the toothpaste in his mouth spilled out, splattering onto the sink.

Jenny burst into laughter, stepping back with amusement. "Oh, Steve, you’re too cute."

Steve sighed, wiping his mouth, but he couldn’t help chuckling as well. Jenny leaned against the bathroom doorframe, watching him with a playful glint in her eyes.

"Why don’t you finish brushing and then go make coffee for me?" she suggested casually.

Steve paused mid-motion. For a moment, he wanted to say, "But you make coffee every morning." It was their unspoken routine. She always took care of breakfast, and he never had to think about it.

But the words never came out.

Instead, he found himself hesitating, caught in the intensity of Jenny’s gaze. A strange feeling stirred in him, one he couldn’t quite place.

"S-Sure, Jenny," he stammered.

Jenny smirked, A slow sexy, mischievous smile.

Jenny turned away with a smirk and walked toward the guest bathroom in the other room. Turning on the faucet, she splashed cool water onto her face, letting the droplets trickle down her cheeks before patting herself dry with a towel. She exhaled slowly, her lips curving into a knowing smile. Lizz was right. This was fun. After changing to a t-shirt and shorts, Jenny straightened up and walked out of the bathroom. The apartment was quiet except for the faint clinking of cups from the kitchen, where Steve was preparing coffee. Jenny made her way to the living room, her bare feet sinking into the soft rug as she settled onto the plush sofa.

Reaching for her phone, she unlocked the screen and began scrolling through her messages, checking updates and social media. A few moments later, Steve appeared, holding a steaming cup in his hands.

He stopped in front of her, offering the coffee. "Here you go, Jenny."

Jenny looked up with a smirk, taking the cup from his hands. She took a slow sip, savoring the warmth, before glancing at Steve.

"Thank you, dear," she said smoothly. Then, without missing a beat, she added, "Now go and make breakfast."

Steve blinked.

For a moment, his mind processed the command.  His first instinct was to question it, but as he met Jenny’s eyes, something held him back. Her gaze was steady, playful yet firm, as if she knew exactly what she was doing.

Without thinking, he simply nodded. "Okay."

He turned around and walked back to the kitchen, his body responding as if he had just received an order from his boss at work. But unlike the monotony of office tasks, this felt... different.

There was something about Jenny’s sudden assertiveness, the way she effortlessly took control  without hesitation. It sent a strange, unfamiliar thrill through him. As he cracked eggs onto the pan and placed bread into the toaster, his mind kept replaying the way she had looked at him, the way she had spoken. Back in the living room, Jenny crossed her legs, taking another slow sip of coffee while casually scrolling through her phone. She could hear the faint clatter of dishes and the sizzle of the pan from the kitchen. A small, satisfied smile played on her lips.

She liked this.

And from the way Steve had responded, she knew he did too.
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After setting Jenny’s plate in front of her, Steve sat down and ate his own breakfast. He watched as Jenny took a bite, her lips curving into a satisfied smile.

"Mmm, this is so delicious!" she exclaimed, looking at him with amusement. "Why don’t you cook every day? I want to eat tasty food."

She giggled playfully, sipping her coffee as she observed his reaction.

Steve chuckled, shaking his head.

"Alright, if you like it that much, I’ll cook”."

Jenny smirked, pleased with his response. Then, after a moment of thought, she set her cup down and looked at him seriously.

"Steve, I want you to look for a job for me." I can’t just stay home like this. I need to do something, keep myself busy."

He nodded. "Alright, Jenny. I’ll help you find something."

Jenny smiled. "Good."

After breakfast, Steve got up and started getting ready for work. He slipped into his office shirt and began buttoning it up, when he heard soft footsteps behind him. Jenny was approaching him slowly.

Her presence was light, almost teasing, and when he turned slightly, he saw the playful glint in her eyes.

"Mmm, you look so sexy in that suit," she whispered in his ear, pressing her body against his Steve turned to face her.

Jenny smiled coyly and reached for the button on Steve's pants. "I thought I'd give you a little something to think about while you're at work," she said, her voice husky with desire.

She slowly unbuttoned his pants and reached inside, pulling out Steve's hardening dick. He let out a low moan as she began to stroke him slowly, her fingers expertly teasing him.

"Oh, Jenny," he breathed, leaning back against the mirror.

Jenny chuckled and increased her pace, her fingers moving faster and faster over Steve's dick.

"What are you going to do in the office today?" Jenny’s voice was sweet yet laced with mischief.

Steve sighed, "Work."

Jenny chuckled, increasing the phase as she can now feel the heat from his dick on her hand. she stops for a moment just to increase the phase again.

"Work? You mean you’ll be searching  jobs for me online and asking your contacts about it, won’t you?"

Steve swallowed hard, feeling a strange mixture of nervousness and excitement. His mind scrambled for a response, but the teasing sensation made it hard to focus.

"S-Sure, J-Jenny... I will," he stammered, his voice uneven.

Jenny smirked, clearly enjoying his flustered state. She leaned in slightly, whispering near his ear,

"Good boy."

Jenny could feel his dick throbbing in her hand, and she knew he was close. But just as Steve was about to reach his climax, Jenny pulled away, a wicked smile on her face. "Not yet, my love," she said, her voice teasing. "You have to go to work”

Jenny chuckled and gave him a playful slap on the ass. "Go on, get going," she said, pushing him towards the door. "You don't want to be late."

Steve reluctantly pulled up his pant and left the room, his dick still hard in his pants. Jenny watched him go, a wicked smile on her face and took her phone to call Lizz.
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At his office desk, Steve scrolled through job listings on various websites, flipping between tabs and occasionally glancing at the classifieds section in the morning newspaper. His focus was on finding something suitable for Jenny, an assistant manager position, just like the one she had before she resigned after their marriage.

After a while, his eyes landed on a promising listing: "Assistant Manager Required – Financial Firm in Everett."

It seemed like a good fit. Without wasting time, he took a photo of the newspaper ad and sent it to Jenny on WhatsApp.

Back at home, Jenny was lounging on the sofa in her comfortable loungewear, sipping a cold drink as she enjoyed The Twilight Saga on television.

Steve: "Found this. Looks good?"

Jenny's reply came almost instantly.

Jenny: "What are you waiting for? Contact the number!"

Steve : "Okay, on it."

He picked up his phone and dialed the number listed in the ad. After a few rings, a deep, authoritative male voice answered.

"Hello, this is Marcus."

Steve cleared his throat. "Hi, I saw your ad in the newspaper about the assistant manager role."

There was a brief pause before Marcus responded. "Actually, I’m specifically looking for a lady for that position."

Steve stammered for a second, feeling a bit caught off guard. "A-Actually, it's for my wife. She’s looking for a job."

Marcus’s tone shifted slightly, now sounding interested. "Nice. In that case, send me your wife’s CV, and I’ll review it."

"Sure, sir. Thanks," Steve replied.

After the call ended, he immediately attached Jenny’s CV to an email and sent it to Marcus.
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Marcus leaned back in his leather office chair, the glow of his computer screen reflecting in his sharp, observant eyes. The sound of his fingers tapping against the desk filled the room as he scanned through the CV he had just received.

"Jenny Harper," he murmured, reading through her credentials.

She had solid experience as an assistant manager, good leadership skills, and a strong professional background. Casually, he picked up his phone and saved Jenny’s number. He tapped on her WhatsApp profile.

A smirk formed on his lips as he saw her display picture. A stunning blonde with striking features, long flowing hair, and a confident smile. She had a certain glow, a presence even in a simple photo.

"Nice chick," he thought to himself, his interest piqued.

Jenny was still curled up on the sofa, immersed in The Twilight Saga, when her phone buzzed with an unknown number flashing on the screen. She hesitated for a second before answering.

"Hello?"

A deep, confident voice greeted her on the other end. "Hi, this is Marcus. I received your CV for the assistant manager job."

Jenny sat up a little straighter. "Oh, hi! This is Jenny. Thanks for calling."

Marcus's voice was smooth, professional, yet carried an undeniable charm. "I went through your resume. Impressive experience. You seem like a strong candidate."

"Thank you!" Jenny replied, smiling at his words.

They spoke for a few minutes about her past work experience, responsibilities, and what she was looking for in a job. Marcus listened attentively, occasionally offering small words of encouragement that made Jenny feel at ease.

Then, his next words caught her a little off guard.

"Can you meet me tomorrow evening at Storyville Cafe at 5?"

Jenny blinked. "A cafe?" she asked, surprised.

"Yes," Marcus replied casually. "I prefer informal settings for first meetings. It helps me understand a candidate better, beyond just their resume."

Jenny thought for a moment. It was unusual, most interviews happened in offices, not cafes. But something about Marcus’s voice, his confidence, made her feel comfortable.

"Sounds great," she agreed.

"Great. See you tomorrow, Jenny. Take care."

"You too," Jenny said before the call ended.

She placed her phone down and leaned back, tapping her fingers on the armrest.

Why a cafe?

It was an interesting choice, but she decided not to overthink it. What stood out to her more was how sweet and supportive Marcus had been during their conversation. He was warm, engaging, and easy to talk to.

Jenny smirked to herself.
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The warm aroma of freshly cooked food filled the apartment as Jenny and Steve sat across from each other at the dining table. The soft clinking of cutlery was the only sound between them until Jenny casually mentioned, "I got a call from Marcus today."

Steve looked up from his plate, his interest piqued. "Marcus? The guy from the job listing?"

Jenny nodded, taking a sip of water. "Yeah. He checked my CV and wants to meet for an interview."

Steve smiled, feeling happy for her. "That’s great! When’s the interview?"

Jenny set her fork down and leaned back slightly. "Tomorrow evening at Storyville Cafe. 5 PM."

Steve paused mid-bite. His brows furrowed slightly. "A cafe? Not at his office?"

Jenny shrugged. "Nope. He said he prefers informal settings for first meetings. Helps him understand the candidate better."

Steve chewed on the information for a moment. Something about it made him feel... off.

"I don’t know, Jenny... It’s a little unusual, don’t you think?" he said, choosing his words carefully.

Jenny smiled, reaching across the table to pat his hand. "I get it, Steve. But I’m okay with it. It’s just a meeting, and Marcus seemed really nice on the phone.

Steve nodded slowly, though the unease in his chest didn’t fully disappear.

"Alright," he said finally. "Just... be careful, okay?"

Jenny laughed lightly. "Relax, Steve. It’s just an interview, not a date."

Steve forced a chuckle and went back to eating, but his mind lingered on the thought.

After dinner Steve and Jenny lay comfortably in bed, wrapped in the soft warmth of  blanket. The dim glow of the bedside lamp cast a golden hue over the room as Jenny scrolled through her phone. Her mind drifted to Marcus, the deep, confident voice over the phone, the way he had been warm yet authoritative. There was something about him... something intriguing. She closed her eyes, picturing how the meeting would go. Would he be as charismatic in person? Would he be impressed by her? The thought brought a subtle smile to her lips.

Beside her, Steve had already turned away, lost in his own sleep. With a deep breath, she let her thoughts settle, excitement building up inside her for the next day. And with that, she drifted into a peaceful sleep, the anticipation of tomorrow lingering in her dreams.
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Next evening Jenny stepped into the Storyville Cafe, her eyes scanning the cozy yet upscale ambiance. She wore a red maxi. The rich aroma of coffee and baked goods filled the air as soft jazz music played in the background. She spotted Marcus sitting in a corner booth, his broad shoulders relaxed, an air of effortless confidence about him.

As soon as their eyes met, Marcus stood up, flashing a warm, charismatic smile. "Jenny, right? It’s great to finally meet you in person."

Jenny returned the smile. "Yes, nice to meet you too, Marcus."

He gestured to the seat across from him. "Please, have a seat."

Marcus was black, aged fifty, strong physique. He looked much younger than a fifty year’s old.

Jenny slid into the booth, already feeling at ease. There was something about Marcus, his strong presence, his deep voice, that made conversations flow naturally.

After a few minutes of polite introductions, Marcus got straight to the point.

"I’ll be honest, Jenny. I’ve gone through your resume, and I like what I see. You have the experience, the skills, and most importantly, the confidence. I need someone like you."

Jenny leaned in slightly, interested.

"That’s great to hear. So... what’s the offer?"

Marcus smirked, resting his arms on the table.

"I’m offering you ten thousand  a month. Full benefits, bonuses. Everything."

Jenny’s eyes widened slightly. She had expected a decent salary, but this? This was way beyond her expectations.

"Wow... that’s amazing," she said, barely hiding her excitement. "I’d love to accept."

Marcus nodded, as if he had already known her answer. "Good. I like quick decisions."

Slowly, the conversation drifted from professional to personal.

Marcus was smooth, engaging, effortlessly charming. He asked about her life in Seattle, how she was adjusting to marriage, and even cracked a few playful jokes that made her laugh. He was unlike most men she had met, he exuded power, confidence, and control.

At one point, Marcus leaned back and smiled.

"I have to say, Jenny... you are absolutely stunning."

Jenny felt warmth creep up her cheeks. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear and smiled shyly.

"Oh, thank you."

Marcus chuckled. "You’re blushing."

Jenny laughed lightly, feeling a bit flustered.

"Well, I don’t usually get compliments like that."

"You should," Marcus said smoothly. "A woman like you deserves to be admired."

Jenny found herself enjoying the conversation more than she had expected. There was something so easy, so natural about talking to Marcus. Their conversation flowed effortlessly, like two old friends catching up. They talked about work, hobbies, and even the weather, though neither of them seemed particularly interested in the forecast. Marcus was a natural storyteller, his words painting vivid pictures that made Jenny laugh out loud more than once.

Then, as their coffee cups neared empty, Marcus leaned in slightly. "How about we celebrate your new job over dinner? There's a place I know, a luxury hotel in the city. The food is great, the atmosphere even better."

Jenny hesitated, just for a moment.

“I’m married, you know,” she said, her tone playful, as if she was teasing him. Marcus winked, his expression unruffled. “Your husband can sleep alone tonight,” he said, his voice low. Jenny laughed, a flush creeping up her cheeks. “You’re bold, I’ll give you that.”

“And you’re intrigued,” he countered, his gaze intense. She couldn’t deny it.

“Maybe a little,” she admitted, standing up.

As she left the cafe, Jenny pulled out her phone and texted Steve.

Jenny: "Going to have dinner with Marcus."

A minute later, Steve’s reply popped up.

Steve: "Why are you going for dinner?"

Jenny smiled to herself and typed back.

Jenny: "It’s okay. Also, wash my dress in the bathroom when you get home."

Steve read the message and felt a strange mix of emotions. He wanted to ask more, to say no, but when he opened his mouth...

It always turned into a ‘yes’.

"Okay," he texted back.

A part of him felt uneasy. But another part, one he didn’t fully understand, felt something else entirely.
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The hotel was every bit as luxurious as Marcus had promised. The lobby was a sprawling expanse of marble and gold, the air thick with the scent of expensive perfume. Marcus led her to the elevator, his hand brushing hers as they stepped inside. “This place never fails to impress,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. Jenny shivered, though the elevator was warm.

“It’s... a lot,” she agreed, her voice soft.

Dinner was a blur of exquisite dishes and easy conversation. Marcus was attentive, his questions probing just enough to keep her engaged without feeling intrusive. But there was an undercurrent to the evening, a tension that simmered just beneath the surface. When the meal ended, Marcus stood, offering her his hand.

“Shall we?” he asked, his tone light, but his eyes held a challenge.

Jenny took his hand, her heart pounding. She knew where this was headed, and a part of her wanted to stop it. But another part, a louder, more insistent part wanted to see where it would go. Marcus led her to his room, the door closing softly behind them. The space was opulent, with a king-sized bed dominating the center of the room. He turned to her, his gaze intense.

“Jenny,” he said, his voice low, “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

Before she could respond, he was leaning in, his lips brushing hers. The kiss was hungry, his mouth demanding as he tasted her. His hands moved to her dress, his fingers deftly unbuttoning it. The fabric slid off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Jenny felt a flush creep up her chest, her breath coming in short gasps. Marcus reached out, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra. His touch was firm, deliberate, as if he was claiming her. She moaned softly, her head falling back. “Marcus,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He guided her to the bed, his hands never leaving her body. She lay down, her heart racing, as he knelt beside her. His fingers traced the edge of her bra. With a gentle tug, he unhooked it, the fabric falling away. Her breasts were exposed, her nipples tight with anticipation.

He leaned in. His lips pressed against hers with a firm, possessive pressure. He tasted her. His tongue traced the seam of her lips before pushing past, delving into the heat of her mouth. She opened for him, a soft gasp escaping into the shared breath. One of his hands traveled down, skimming over her collarbone, the slope of her shoulder, then settling on the curve of her right breast. He squeezed. The soft flesh yielded under his pressure, molding to his hand. A sharp, sweet sensation shot through her. She flinched. A tiny, involuntary jerk of her torso. A moan, low and throaty, vibrated against his mouth, trapped between their joined lips. He swallowed the sound.

He kept kissing her, deep and relentless. His lips moved against hers like he was tasting a chewing gum. His thumb found her nipple. He began to rub. A slow, circular motion. The friction was exquisite. His thumb pressed, the nipple hardened to a painful point of pleasure. He did it again on the other side, his hand shifting to capture both breasts, kneading them together, his thumbs working twin circles of escalating tension. Her skin prickled with heat. Every nerve felt aligned to his touch. His mouth never left hers. It was a continuous, devouring connection. His breath was hers. His taste was hers.

Then his hand slid lower. It glided down her ribs, over the flat plane of her stomach. His fingers made lazy, widening circles around her navel. The skin there was sensitive, smooth. Each revolution sent a shiver through her core. Her abdomen tightened. Her back arched slightly off the bed, seeking more of the contact. She was shivering. A fine tremor ran through her limbs. The kiss deepened further. His tongue plunged, retreated, then plunged again. It was a rhythm now, a prelude. His hand ceased its circles on her belly. It drifted lower, over the dip of her pelvis, to the band of her black panty. His fingers slipped beneath the elastic. Inside. The fabric strained as his hand pressed into the warm, private space beneath. He cupped her mound. His fingertips brushed over the neatly shaved skin. He traced the outer lips, finding them already slick.

She whimpered into his mouth. Her hips lifted, an invitation.

He didn’t hesitate.  His index finger pressed inward. It found the opening, wet and welcoming. He slid it inside. A slow, deliberate penetration. Jenny moaned. The sound was louder now, unfiltered. It broke from her lips and spilled into his kiss. Her body clenched around his finger, a pulse of internal pleasure. He kept it there, moving it slowly, a gentle in-and-out that mirrored the rhythm of their kissing tongues. Then he withdrew his hand. He broke the kiss.

His hands went to the sides of her hips. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down. Slowly. The lace slid over her thighs, her knees, her ankles. He removed them completely, tossing them aside without a glance. She was bare. Completely exposed under his gaze. She blushed, a wave of heat rising from her chest to her face. Her arousal was visible now. Her pussy glistened in the low light, damp and open.

Marcus spread her legs. A gentle, but undeniable pressure, widening her until she was open to him. He looked down at her, his eyes traveling the length of her body, then settling on the core of her. He leaned forward, lowering himself between her parted legs.

He kissed her pussy. His lips pressed against her outer lips. A soft, firm kiss. The contact was electric. Jenny cried out.

“Ahh!”

He didn’t pause. He began to lick.

His tongue was flat, warm, wet. He lapped at her, starting with broad, sweeping strokes that covered her entire sex. Then he focused. His tongue dipped into her slit, tracing the path his finger had taken. He found her clit. He circled it. A precise, relentless orbit. The pressure built instantly.

Jenny’s hands flew to his head. She gripped his hair. Her fingers tangled in the dark strands. Her back arched off the bed, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, a spring winding tighter with every pass of his tongue. His movements were confident, varied. He licked long and slow, then fast and flickering. He sucked gently, drawing her clit into his mouth, then released it to tease with the tip of his tongue. He plunged his tongue inside her, mimicking penetration, then returned to the sensitive peak.

Jenny was melting. The pleasure was liquid, spreading through her veins, dissolving her thoughts. All that existed was the heat between her legs and the man who was creating it. Her moans became continuous, a low, ragged soundtrack to his feast. Her thighs trembled. Her grip on his hair tightened. He worked her until her legs were shaking, until her breaths were sobs. Then he withdrew.

He pulled his mouth away.

She whimpered. A desperate, broken sound at the loss of contact. Her body felt empty, aching.

He stood up. He looked at her, his eyes blazing. He removed his shirt and unbuckled his pants. He pushed his pants and boxers down together, in one efficient motion.

His cock sprang free.

It was huge. Thick, and deeply black, a stark contrast against his skin. It throbbed in the air, fully erect, a heavy, veined presence. Eight inches. The length was imposing. The girth was daunting.

Jenny’s eyes widened. Her breath caught. She had seen it before, but never like this - never in this moment of raw need. It was a monster of flesh, promising a stretch that bordered on pain. Her pussy clenched in involuntary anticipation, both fear and desire twisting together.

He didn’t give her time to dwell. He moved back to the bed. He positioned himself between her spread legs. His hands went to her hips, holding her firmly. He leaned forward, his cock hovering at her entrance, glistening with her own moisture and his saliva.

He thrusted.

A single, decisive, deep push.

He buried himself inside her. All of him. The thick head pressed past her resistance, stretching her open, then the formidable length followed, filling her channel completely, until he was seated to the root.

The fullness was absolute. It was a sensation beyond anything she’d felt. Her inner walls were stretched wide, accommodating his girth. The depth was profound, a pressure deep in her core. She cried out, a guttural mix of shock and pleasure.

“Ohhhh. Ahhhh.”

He stayed there. He didn’t move. He simply held himself inside her, buried deep. Her body pulsed around him, a series of involuntary, welcoming contractions. The stretch was intense, a burning, delicious pressure. Her mind blank, wiped clean by the sheer physical occupation.

He leaned over her, his body pressing her into the mattress. His face was close to hers. His breath was hot on her cheek. “Feel it,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Feel all of me.”

She could. Every inch. Every vein. The heat of him inside her was a brand. She was pinned, filled, possessed.

He began to move.

A slow withdrawal, almost all the way out, until just the tip remained. Then a deliberate, powerful thrust back in. The friction was exquisite. The drag of his thick shaft along her sensitized walls sent sparks through her nerves. He set a pace. Slow, but deep. Each thrust was a complete re-occupation.

She was taking a man she’d met hours ago. A stranger was rearranging her insides, and she was begging him for it.

Her moans became rhythmic, matching his movements. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. Her hips rose to meet each plunge, a desperate attempt to take him deeper, though he was already as deep as possible. The room filled with the sounds of their joining - the wet slap of flesh, her ragged cries, his low grunts. The bed creaked under their rhythm. He shifted his angle slightly, tilting her hips upward. The new position made his cock rub against a different part of her inner walls. A sharper, brighter pleasure sparked. She gasped, her eyes flying open. He saw her reaction. He kept the angle. He thrust harder. The pace increased. From slow and deep to a more urgent, driving rhythm. His grip on her hips tightened, holding her in place for his onslaught.

He was relentless. His thrusts were powerful, each one sending a shockwave through her body. The bed rocked beneath them. His cock was a piston, driving into her wet, willing heat. The sensation was overwhelming, a flood of physical input that drowned out everything else.

She was close. The edge was there, a precipice she could feel. Her moans became higher, more desperate. Her hands scrambled over his back, seeking anchor.

He leaned down, his mouth finding her ear. “Come for me,” he growled, the command hot and direct against her skin. His thrusts became punishing, deep and fast. The words, the sensation, the sheer force of him - it tipped her over.

The orgasm erupted. It was a sudden, violent cresting. Pleasure detonated in her core, radiating outward in electric waves. Her body seized. Her inner muscles clamped around his cock in a series of intense, pulsating contractions. A scream tore from her throat, raw and unfiltered. Her vision blurred. Her limbs went limp, then taut.

He kept thrusting through it, riding her climax, his own movements becoming ragged, his control slipping. His groans grew louder, more primal. He was chasing his own peak, spurred by the convulsions of her body around him.

Jenny was lost in the aftermath, the pleasure still reverberating through her like a sustained note. She was aware of him moving, of the continued friction, but it was distant, secondary to the echo of her own release inside her. Marcus followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he came with a primal groan.

He collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her neck.

For a moment, they lay there, their hearts pounding in unison. Then Marcus rolled off her, his hand brushing her hair back.

“That was... incredible,” he murmured, his voice still thick with desire.

Jenny smiled, her body still buzzing with pleasure. She propped herself up on her elbow, her gaze meeting his. “It was,” she agreed.

Marcus playfully asked “do your husband know where you are tonight?

Jenny's smile widened, her boldness returning as she looked up at him, her eyes daring him to challenge her. 

"He's manageable," she purred, her voice a promise. "Don't worry about him."

"Manageable, huh?" he teased, his hand dipping lower, his fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin.

Jenny giggled, her body responding to his touch, desire already stirring within her once more. "We'll see," she agreed, her voice a whisper as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his.

As their mouths met in a soft, tender kiss, the city lights twinkled outside, oblivious to the passion that had ignited within the confines of the hotel room. The night was still young, and for Jenny and Marcus, the game had only just begun. 
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The morning light filtered through the heavy curtains of the hotel room, casting a soft glow over the tangled sheets. Jenny stretched languidly, her body still humming from the night before. Marcus had been... intense. A slow smile curved her lips as she glanced at the empty side of the bed, where her new boss had left just an hour ago.

She reached for her phone on the nightstand, her long nails clicking against the screen as she dialed Steve. He picked up on the second ring.

“Jenny? Where are you?” Steve’s tone carried that familiar mix of concern and deference, like he was afraid to push too hard.

“Morning, honey,” she purred, her voice smooth and commanding, even through the phone.

“I’m at the Regency. Had a late night with the interview, so I crashed here. Didn’t want to wake you.”

“Oh... okay,” Steve replied, his words trailing off. She could practically see him fidgeting, his shy demeanor making him shrink even over the phone. “Are you alright?”

“More than alright,” she said, a hint of a smirk in her voice. “I got the job. I start tomorrow. Marcus is... quite the guy. You’d like him.”

There was a pause, and she could sense Steve’s mind working, trying to piece things together but too timid to ask outright.

“That’s great, Jenny. Um, do you need me to come get you?”

She stretched again. “Yeah, swing by the hotel. I’m ready to head home.”
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Steve pulled up to the Regency’s entrance thirty minutes later, his hands gripping the steering wheel a little too tightly. His eyes scanned the glass doors, and when Jenny stepped out, his breath caught. Her dark hair was a wild cascade, tousled in a way that screamed she hadn’t spent the night sleeping. Her dress, a deep red number that hugged her figure, was slightly askew, the neckline dipping low enough to make him wonder if she was even wearing a bra. Her confidence radiated as she strode toward the car, her heels clicking on the pavement, every step deliberate.

She slid into the passenger seat, tossing her purse onto the floor with a casual flick. “Hey, honey,” she said, her voice warm but edged with that commanding tone that always made Steve’s pulse quicken. “How are you?”

“I’m... okay,” he mumbled, his eyes flickering to her disheveled appearance before darting back to the road. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his mind already spinning.

“What, uh, what were you doing yesterday, Jenny?”

She leaned back, crossing one leg over the other, her dress riding up slightly. “Oh, the interview with Marcus went a little long,” she said, her tone light but laced with something unspoken. So, I stayed late to seal the deal. Didn’t want to bother you in the middle of the night. And guess what? I got the job. I’m joining his team tomorrow.”

Steve nodded, his knuckles whitening on the wheel. “That’s... great. sounds... nice.”

“Oh, he’s more than nice,” Jenny said, her lips curling into a knowing smile as she glanced out the window.

“He’s a great guy. Really knows how to take charge.”

Steve swallowed hard. His mind churned with questions he didn’t dare ask, what had happened last night? Why did she look like that? Why did her voice carry that edge of satisfaction? But he said nothing, just kept driving, the silence between them heavy with unspoken thoughts.
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Jenny sauntered into their bedroom, the faint scent of her perfume trailing behind her. She stood before the full-length mirror, her fingers deftly unzipping the red dress. It slid down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her completely nude. Her reflection stared back, a vision of confidence: curves that demanded attention, skin flushed with the afterglow of her conquest. She ran a hand through her tousled hair, admiring herself, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk.

Steve lingered in the doorway, his eyes drawn to her. He was hesitant, as always, but the sight of her bold, unapologetic, radiant pulled him closer. Her beauty overwhelmed him, made his shyness feel like a weight he could never shed.

“Honey, come,” Jenny purred, her voice low and commanding as she moved to the king-sized bed. She stretched out on the sheets, lying back, she opened her legs, her gaze locking onto Steve’s.

“Come, Steve. Eat me.”

Her words were an order, not a request. Steve’s face flushed, but he obeyed without hesitation, crawling onto the bed, his hands trembling slightly as he positioned himself between her thighs. He lowered his head, his tongue finding her pussy, licking with a desperate eagerness to please her. Her juices coated his lips, and he pressed harder, driven by her soft moans.

But then a strange taste hit him, sharp, unfamiliar. His heart stuttered.

“Is that... cum?”

His mind reeled, images of Jenny and Marcus flashing unbidden. His pulse raced, a mix of humiliation and dread knotting in his chest. He lifted his head, his voice shaking.

“J-Jenny, is this...?”

Before he could finish, Jenny’s hand gripped his hair, pushing his face back down with a firm, unyielding pressure.

“Come on now,” she said, her voice sharp, cutting through his stammering.

“No loose talk.”

Steve’s protests died in his throat. Powerless against her dominance, he resumed as the taste of Marcus’s cum lingered, undeniable now. The flavor was potent, masculine, mixed with Jenny’s own arousal. Steve’s body tensed. A shudder ran through his shoulders. He kept going. He pressed his tongue flat against her. He lapped. The action was methodical, like cleaning a dish. His mind recoiled, but his body obeyed. He swallowed the mixture, the act itself making him feel smaller.

Jenny watched his face. His expression was tight, conflicted. She felt a thrill, a sharp curl of power in her belly. “Good,” she murmured. “Keep going. Get every drop.”

Steve’s tongue worked deeper. He probed gently, slipping into her slit. The residue was there, coating her inner folds. He collected it. He swallowed again. The submission was complete. He was not tasting her; he was tasting the claim another man had made on her. He was erasing it, yet by doing so, he was affirming it. He felt powerless. The act was degrading, yet he performed it diligently. His hands gripped the sheets, anchoring himself. He licked until the slickness was gone, replaced only by the natural moisture of her body. He licked until his own saliva was the only thing left.

Finally, he pulled back. He looked up at her. His face was flushed with shame. His lips were wet. Jenny’s smile widened, becoming something sweet and cruel.

“Oh, good job, honey,” she cooed, her voice dripping with false affection. She reached out and patted his cheek. “You did so well.”

Steve’s eyes dropped. He couldn’ meet her gaze.

Jenny shifted again. She rolled onto her stomach. She arched her back slightly, presenting herself to him. “Now,” she said, her tone shifting back to command. “Clean my ass.”

Steve stared. The curve of her back, the roundness of her ass cheeks. The intimacy of the order was even more profound. He hesitated.

“Don’t think,” Jenny said, her voice hardening. “Just do it.”

He obeyed.

He lowered his head again. He pressed his face against her skin. His mouth found the cleft between her cheeks. He burrowed in, his nose nudging against her flesh. His tongue emerged, swiping over the surface. There was no residue here, only the clean scent of her skin, but the act itself was the point. The submission. The obedience. He licked with more vigor now, a desperate attempt to please, to fulfill the command and perhaps end the moment. His tongue worked between her cheeks, a thorough, humiliating cleansing.

Jenny sighed, a soft sound of contentment. She rested her head on her arms, allowing him to work. The room was quiet except for the wet sounds of his tongue. The night outside had thickened, the Seattle darkness pressing against the windows, swallowing the city lights. He kept licking, his world reduced to the taste of her skin and the weight of her command.
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Monday morning in Seattle was crisp and bright, the city buzzing with its usual energy. Jenny stepped out of her car, smoothing down her fitted white shirt and short black skirt that hugged her curves. Her heels clicked confidently against the pavement as she approached the modest office building, home to Marcus’s company. It was a decent setup, with a sleek glass entrance and a small team of four or five staff members bustling inside.

Marcus greeted her at the door, his athletic frame filling out a tailored suit, his dark eyes gleaming with that familiar intensity.

“Jenny, welcome,” he said, his deep voice warm but authoritative.

He introduced her to the team, brief handshakes, polite smiles, and curious glances. She could feel their eyes on her, sensing the dynamic between her and Marcus.

He led her through the office, pointing out her cabin, a small but modern space right next to his.

“You’ll be close,” he said with a knowing smirk, before guiding her into his own office. The door clicked shut behind them, and Marcus turned the lock with a deliberate motion.

“So,” he began, settling into his plush office chair, his gaze fixed on her. “This is your first day in my office, and I want it to be memorable for you.”

Jenny smiled, a mix of excitement and nerves fluttering in her chest.

“Oh, I’m sure it will be.”

Marcus leaned back, his lips curling into a commanding grin.

“Come on, strip for me.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “Here? What if someone comes?”

“This is my office,” he said, his tone firm, unyielding. “Don’t worry, Jenny. They all know what I’m going to do with you here. So, relax.”

She blushed, a rush of heat spreading through her at his boldness. Slowly, she unbuttoned her shirt, letting it fall to the floor, then unzipped her skirt, stepping out of it. Standing in her black bra and panties, she felt his eyes devour her. Marcus, the strong, athletic Black American, smiled approvingly. With a deep breath, she unhooked her bra and slid off her panties, standing naked before him. For a fleeting moment, Steve’s face flashed in her mind - his shy, submissive eyes, but she pushed the thought away, focusing on Marcus’s commanding presence.

“Come here, dear,” Marcus said, his voice low and inviting. Jenny crossed the room, her hips swaying, and settled onto his lap, facing him, her legs straddling his. Her nude body pressed against his suit, the contrast sending a shiver through her. Their lips met, slow and deliberate, tongues exploring, tasting each other with a smooth, hungry rhythm.

Marcus’s hands found her breasts, squeezing them firmly.

“These are going to get a lot of attention here,” he murmured, his grip tightening. Jenny blushed, a soft giggle escaping her lips. He lowered his mouth to her chest, sucking on her nipples, his tongue teasing as she arched into him. Jenny’s breath hitched, a blush spreading across her chest as he squeezed her breasts, his grip both possessive and reverent. He kneaded them, his fingers exploring every curve, his touch firm yet teasing, drawing a soft moan from her. Lowering his head, he took one nipple into his mouth, his lips and tongue working with a slow, deliberate intensity - sucking, flicking, grazing lightly with his teeth. Jenny arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders, her body responding to every sensation. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same meticulous attention, his mouth warm and relentless, leaving her gasping softly.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured against her skin, his voice vibrating through her. She could only nod, her boldness melting under his control.

Marcus shifted, unbuckling his pants with one hand while keeping her close with the other. His cock sprang free, thick and throbbing, nearly twice the size of Steve’s. She positioned herself above him, her hands on his shoulders for balance, and slowly lowered herself, feeling him stretch her as she took him in. She began to ride him, her hips rocking in a steady rhythm. Each thrust drew a moan from her lips, the sensation of his size filling her completely.

Then, Marcus stood, his strength effortless as he lifted her with him, her legs still wrapped tightly around his waist. Jenny gasped, clinging to him as he held her in the air, her body pressed against his. He fucked her with a raw, commanding power, each thrust deep and forceful, her breasts bouncing with the rhythm. She felt weightless, like a toy in his strong hands, completely at his mercy. The intensity overwhelmed her, his athletic build, his unyielding grip, the way he claimed her with every movement. Her moans grew louder, mingling with his low grunts, the office walls muffling their sounds.

Jenny surrendered fully, her body trembling as waves of pleasure built. Marcus’s pace quickened, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her, until finally, he came, his cum blasting inside her with a force that left her shuddering. She clung to him, breathless, as he lowered her back to his lap, her body still tingling from the intensity.

As she dressed, her skin still flushed, Marcus pulled her back onto his lap, his arm casually around her waist.

“Tonight,” he said, his voice smooth but firm, “come to my place. I’m throwing a party.”

“Sure,” Jenny replied, a playful glint in her eyes.

“And bring your husband,” Marcus added, a wicked smile spreading across his face. “I want to see whose wife I’m fucking.”

Jenny giggled, the thought sending a thrill through her.

“Of course,” she said, already picturing Steve’s shy discomfort in Marcus’s commanding presence.
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Jenny stood before the bedroom mirror, applying a final swipe of crimson lipstick, her eyes focused and confident. Her black skirt hugged her hips, the hem high enough to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs, paired with a fitted top that accentuated her curves. Steve sat on the edge of the bed, fumbling with his shoelaces, his expression uneasy.

“Are you sure we want to go?” he asked, his voice soft, almost pleading.

Jenny turned, her gaze sharp and unwavering.

“Of course, Steve. Marcus invited us.” Her tone left no room for argument, and Steve’s shoulders slumped slightly as he nodded, resigned. He wasn’t in the mood, but with Jenny, obedience was second nature.

By 9 p.m they pulled up to Marcus’s double-storied mansion in Seattle, its sleek modern design glowing under the evening lights. Marcus is rich, Steve thought, his stomach tightening as he took in the sprawling estate. The party was already in full swing, music and laughter spilling out into the night. As they stepped inside, heads turned, men’s eyes lingering on Jenny’s gorgeous figure, her confidence drawing attention like a magnet.

A tall, muscular man approached them, his presence commanding yet youthful. “Hi, welcome,” he said, offering Jenny a firm handshake, his gaze flicking over her with unabashed interest. “Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

Jenny smiled, her charm effortless. “Hi, I’m Jenny, Marcus’s new assistant.”

The man’s eyes lit up, scanning her from head to toe.

“Oh, hi, I’m Rocky, Marcus’s son. You’re gorgeous.”

Jenny blushed, a playful giggle escaping her lips. “Thanks, Rocky. Nice to meet you.”

“Let’s get you a drink,” Rocky said, taking her hand with a confidence that mirrored his father’s. He led her toward the bar lounge in a corner of the expansive living room, leaving Steve standing awkwardly by the entrance. Steve’s mind churned. He didn’t even acknowledge me, he thought, a pang of insignificance settling in his chest.

At the bar, Rocky handed Jenny a glass of whisky, their conversation flowing easily, punctuated by her laughter. Steve watched from a distance, clutching his own drink, feeling like an outsider in the vibrant crowd. Suddenly, Marcus appeared, his imposing frame cutting through the room. He wrapped Jenny in a warm hug, his hands lingering on her waist. “Sweety, you came,” he said, his voice rich with familiarity.

Jenny leaned in, kissing his cheek lightly. “Of course I did.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked around, a smirk playing on his lips. “Where’s your husband?”

Jenny blinked, as if just remembering Steve’s presence. She turned, scanning the room, and called out,

“Steve, over here!”

Steve shuffled forward, his face flushed with unease. Marcus extended a hand, his grip firm. “Nice to meet you, Steve.”

“Hi, sir,” Steve mumbled, his voice barely audible.

Marcus’s smile widened, a glint of amusement in his eyes. “You called the right person that day. Your wife’s got the perfect job with us.”

“Thank you, sir,” Steve said, his tone flat, unsure how to respond.

“No, I should thank you,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with meaning as he glanced at Jenny. “For giving us this gorgeous lady for our company.”

Jenny smiled, her eyes sparkling with confidence. Steve forced a weak smile, his mind racing with the implications of Marcus’s words. He noticed Marcus’s gaze shift to Rocky and Jenny, a knowing look passing between father and son. Marcus clapped Rocky on the shoulder. “Why don’t you take Jenny upstairs and show her the house?”

Rocky’s face lit up, his grin eager.

“Yes, Dad,” he said, his hand already resting lightly on Jenny’s waist. “Come on, Jenny, you’ve gotta see this place.”

Jenny laughed, her voice light and teasing as she followed Rocky toward the grand staircase. Steve watched, his heart sinking, as Rocky’s hand stayed firmly on her waist, their laughter echoing as they climbed the stairs. Marcus turned to Steve, raising his glass. “Enjoy your drink, Steve.”

“Sure,” Steve replied, his voice hollow. He stood frozen, his eyes fixed on Jenny and Rocky disappearing upstairs, their easy familiarity cutting through him like a blade. The party buzzed around him, but Steve felt alone, his thoughts consumed by what might be happening above.

Rocky’s hand rested firmly on Jenny’s waist as they ascended the stairs, his fingers brushing against the fabric of her black skirt. The scent of her perfume - sultry and intoxicating filled his senses, and he leaned in slightly, inhaling deeply. They stepped out onto the second-floor balcony, where a shimmering swimming pool lay at the center, its water reflecting the soft glow of the mansion’s exterior lights. The party’s music and chatter drifted up from below, but up here, it felt like a private world.

“Jenny, come, let’s swim,” Rocky said, his voice low and playful, his eyes glinting with mischief.

Jenny laughed, glancing down at her revealing outfit.

“No way, my dress will get wet.”

Rocky grinned, stepping closer, his confidence unshakable. “You just have to drop it.”

She giggled, shaking her head. “No way, Rocky.”

He tilted his head, his gaze roaming over her figure before meeting her eyes. “So, what’s your salary, Jenny?”

She raised an eyebrow, caught off guard by the question. “It’s 10K a month.”

Rocky’s smile widened, a calculating edge to it. “If you swim with me now, I’ll give you an extra 5K every month.”

Jenny’s eyes widened, a mix of surprise and intrigue crossing her face. “What, really?”

“Really,” he said, his tone smooth and assured.

She hesitated for a moment, then smiled, her boldness taking over.

“In that case, I think...” Her voice trailed off as she reached for the zipper of her skirt. Rocky watched, his grin triumphant, as the skirt slid down her thighs, followed by her top. In seconds, Jenny stood naked before him, her skin glowing under the poolside lights, her curves unapologetically on display. The sounds of the party below seemed distant, irrelevant.

“Will anyone come up here?” she asked, a flicker of caution in her voice.

Rocky shook his head, already shedding his own clothes.

“No way. It’s just us.”

He dropped his shirt and pants, revealing a physique as strong and defined as his father’s. They stepped into the pool together, the cool water enveloping their bare bodies. Laughter bubbled up as they splashed each other, the tension of the moment giving way to playful abandon. They swam from one end to the other, racing each other in impromptu challenges, their nude forms gliding through the water. Rocky handed her a glass of whiskey from the poolside bar, and they clinked glasses, drinking deeply, their eyes locked in shared exhilaration.

Jenny’s giggles echoed softly as Rocky chased her in a mock race, their bodies brushing against each other in the water. The thrill of the moment - the risk, the luxury, the power coursed through her, drowning out any fleeting thoughts of Steve downstairs, alone with his drink, unaware of the world unfolding above. 

Rocky scooped Jenny up from the poolside, her wet skin glistening under the dim lights. He hoisted her over his shoulder with effortless strength, carrying her like a prized possession, her giggles echoing through the quiet upper floor of the mansion. The party’s hum faded behind them as he strode toward a bedroom, his grip firm and confident.

He tossed her playfully onto the plush bed, the mattress sinking under her weight. Jenny’s laughter softened into a sultry smile as Rocky climbed over her, their eyes locked in a shared hunger. Their lips crashed together, a fervent smooch that deepened quickly, tongues exploring with unrestrained desire. Rocky’s hands roamed her body, pausing to squeeze her nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from her. The sensation sent a jolt through her, her body arching into his touch.

Their kisses grew wilder, tongues dancing in a heated rhythm. Rocky trailed his lips down her body, kissing her from her forehead to her toes, lingering at her collarbone, her breasts, the curve of her hips. Each kiss was deliberate, claiming her inch by inch. He slid a finger into her pussy, her wetness welcoming him, and Jenny moaned, her hips bucking slightly. He moved his finger with skill, finger-fucking her with a steady rhythm that had her gasping, her moans filling the room.

Rocky positioned himself between her legs, his long, thick cock pressing against her. With a powerful thrust, he entered her, his strokes hard and unrelenting. Jenny moved with each thrust, her body yielding to his force, the bed creaking beneath them. His power was overwhelming, a raw energy that dwarfed her own boldness. She surrendered completely, her moans growing louder as he pounded into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

After five minutes of relentless thrusts, Rocky groaned, his cum shooting deep inside her. Jenny sighed, her body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. The son’s not bad, she thought, a wry smile flickering across her lips. Both are monsters.

Rocky collapsed beside her, his hand lazily playing with her breasts, tracing circles around her nipples as they caught their breath. Jenny lay there, her mind buzzing with the thrill of it all, the line between control and submission blurring in the heat of the moment.

Steve sat in a corner of Marcus’s sprawling living room, his beer growing warm in his hand as he glanced at the staircase for what felt like the hundredth time. It was midnight, and Jenny had been upstairs with Rocky for nearly three hours. The party was winding down, with guests drifting out into the Seattle night, their voices fading. Steve’s stomach twisted with worry, his mind conjuring scenarios he didn’t want to face.

At last, Jenny appeared at the top of the stairs, descending with Rocky beside her. Her black skirt was slightly creased, her hair a touch wild, but her confident smile was as bold as ever. She waved at Steve, her heels clicking as she approached. Rocky veered off to join his father, leaving Jenny to greet her husband.

“Hey, honey,” she said, her voice smooth.

Steve managed a weak smile, his pulse quickening.

“Where have you been?” he asked softly, almost afraid of the answer.

“Just wandering the house,” Jenny replied, grabbing a drink from a nearby table with a casual flick of her wrist.

“All this time?” Steve ventured, his voice barely audible.

Jenny sidestepped the question, sipping her drink and scanning the room. Before Steve could press further, Marcus and Rocky approached, their presence dominating the space. Marcus flashed a charismatic grin, clapping Steve on the shoulder.

“So, cute couple, enjoying the party?” Marcus asked, his tone jovial.

“Of course,” Jenny said, her smile radiant.

Steve nodded, his expression strained. “Yeah.”

Rocky stepped forward, his strong frame mirroring his father’s confidence. “Jenny, I’m planning a vacation with a few friends - just me and three of my buddies, heading to Alaska. Want to come along? You too, Steve,” he added, almost as an afterthought.

Steve’s heart sank. He wanted to refuse, to pull Jenny away from this world that made him feel so small, but the words wouldn’t come. Jenny’s eyes sparkled with excitement, and no one seemed to care what he thought.

“Oh, I just started at the office,” Jenny said, tilting her head. “Won’t that be a problem?”

Marcus chuckled, waving a hand.

“No issue at all, sweetheart. You’ll still get paid. I’m not joining this one, Rocky’s running the show. but you’ll have a blast.”

Jenny glanced at Steve, her smile unwavering. “Sure then, Rocky. We’ll come.”

Rocky’s grin widened. “Awesome. We can head out tomorrow morning.”

“Great,” Jenny said, her enthusiasm infectious.

Steve forced a smile, his mind swirling with dread. He took another sip of his beer, the bitterness matching the unease settling in his chest. As Marcus and Rocky shared a glance, Steve felt the weight of his powerlessness, the trip to Alaska looming like a storm on the horizon.
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The morning sun streamed through the bedroom window as Steve stirred awake, the sound of running water echoing from the bathroom where Jenny was showering. He rubbed his eyes, the weight of the impending trip pressing on him. Over breakfast, they packed their bags - clothes, essentials, and a few toiletries for the Alaska adventure. As Jenny sipped her coffee, her phone buzzed with a text to her friend Lizz, her fingers flying over the screen as she recounted how quickly things had escalated with Rocky and Marcus.

“Jenny, can we skip this trip?” Steve asked, his voice low, almost pleading, as he zipped up his duffel bag.

Jenny looked up, her expression firm.

“No, honey, no way. I’m getting paid for this. Where else will you find a sweet boss like Marcus?” She flashed a confident smile, dismissing his concerns with a wave of her hand.

Steve’s shoulders slumped, and he nodded silently. At 10 a.m., a sleek caravan pulled up in front of their house, its polished exterior gleaming. Rocky stepped out, his muscular frame filling the doorway as he greeted Jenny with a wide grin and a lingering hug.

“Ready for the trip, gorgeous?”

“Absolutely,” Jenny purred, her eyes sparkling. Steve forced a smile, standing awkwardly behind her.

Rocky introduced his three friends - Jake, Pludo, and James, all around 30, with the chiseled builds of dedicated gym-goers. Their eyes roamed over Jenny’s figure, her tight t-shirt and shorts accentuating her curves. Steve felt their gazes but said nothing, his unease growing.

Everyone piled into the caravan, a cozy setup with three distinct areas: the driver’s cabin, a small living space with a sofa and chairs, and a bedroom tucked behind a wooden door.

“This is cute,” Jenny said, running her fingers along the sofa’s fabric.

“Good,” Steve mumbled, but no one acknowledged him.

Pludo took the wheel, and the caravan rumbled to life, heading toward Alaska. In the living area, the group cracked open beers and dealt cards, the atmosphere light but charged. Jenny sat next to Rocky, her laughter filling the space as they played.

“I’m so happy you came, Jenny,” Rocky said, his voice low, his eyes fixed on her.

“It’s my pleasure, Rocky,” she replied, her tone playful.

Rocky gestured to her bag. “What’s in there?”

“Just clothes,” she said, shrugging.

Rocky’s grin turned mischievous. “You may not need much clothes on this trip, Jenny.”

She giggled, leaning closer. “What do you mean?”

“Let me show you the bedroom,” Rocky said, grabbing her bag and standing. Jenny followed, her hips swaying as she moved toward the back of the caravan. Steve started to rise, clutching his own bag, but James’s hand landed on his shoulder.

“Give me your bag, buddy,” he said, his tone firm. “We’ll keep it down here.”

Jake chimed in, dealing another card. “Sit, Steve. We’ll play.”

“But Jenny...” Steve began, his voice faltering.

“She’s fine, don’t worry,” Pludo cut him off, his smile tight.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind Rocky and Jenny, the lock engaging with a soft snap. Steve’s stomach churned as he heard Jenny’s giggle, followed by a low moan that sent butterflies racing through him. He gripped his beer, his knuckles whitening, as Jake and James exchanged knowing glances across the card table.

Inside the bedroom, Rocky and Jenny wasted no time. They stripped naked, their clothes discarded in a heap on the floor. Rocky pulled her close, their bodies pressed together as they cuddled on the narrow bed. His lips found hers, a hungry smooch that deepened, tongues tangling with urgent desire. He kissed her neck, trailing down to her navel, his lips leaving a warm path across her skin. Jenny moaned softly, her hands gripping the sheets.

Rocky’s hands cupped her breasts, his fingers circling her nipples before squeezing gently, drawing a sharper moan from her.

“God, these are perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. He lowered his mouth to her chest, sucking one nipple, then the other, his tongue flicking with deliberate precision. Jenny arched into him, her breaths coming faster.

He slid a hand between her thighs, his fingers finding her pussy, already wet. He teased her, circling her clit before slipping a finger inside, then another, pumping slowly. Jenny’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his hand. “Rocky,” she gasped, her voice a mix of plea and pleasure.

Grinning, Rocky positioned himself above her, his long, thick cock pressing against her entrance. He entered her with a slow thrust, letting her feel every inch. Jenny’s moan filled the small room as he began to move, his strokes steady but firm, gradually increasing in pace. The bed creaked beneath them, the rhythm of his thrusts matching her rising moans. He gripped her hips, pulling her closer, each thrust deeper, harder, filling her completely.

Rocky shifted, flipping her onto her knees. He entered her from behind, his hands grabbing her breasts, squeezing them as he fucked her with unrelenting force. Jenny’s moans turned to cries, her body moving with each powerful thrust, her submission complete. His fingers dug into her skin, his pace relentless, the sound of their bodies colliding mingling with her gasps.

After several minutes, Rocky’s groans grew louder, his thrusts erratic. With a final, deep push, he came, his cum shooting inside her. Jenny collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, a satisfied sigh escaping her lips. Rocky lay beside her, his hand lazily playing with her breasts, tracing lazy circles as they caught their breath.

Outside, Steve sat frozen, the muffled sounds from the bedroom burning into his mind. The card game continued, but he barely registered it, his world narrowing to the locked door and the woman behind it.

In the cramped bedroom of the caravan, Rocky clung to Jenny’s naked body, their skin still warm from their earlier intensity. His strong arms wrapped around her, pulling her close as he tilted her chin up to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark, commanding, a mirror of his father’s intensity.

“Sweety,” Rocky murmured, his voice low and smooth, “my friends are on this trip too. You’ll give them some time, won’t you?”

Jenny’s breath caught, her usual boldness faltering under his dominant presence. She felt a pull to please him, her submissive side surfacing in the face of his confidence.

“If that’s what you want, honey,” she said softly, her voice almost a whisper. “I’m okay with it.”

Rocky grinned, satisfied, and pressed a quick kiss to her lips before rolling off the bed. He dressed in silence, the air thick with unspoken understanding. After half an hour, the bedroom door swung open, and Rocky stepped out, his demeanor casual but authoritative.

“Jake, go in,” he said, nodding toward the bedroom.

Steve, still seated in the living area with his beer, froze.

“What? What’s going on?” His voice was shaky, his eyes darting between Rocky and the closing door.

Rocky waved a hand dismissively, settling onto the sofa across from Steve. “Nothing, Steve. Just enjoy your beer.”

Jake disappeared into the bedroom, the door clicking shut behind him. Steve’s stomach twisted, the familiar sound of Jenny’s giggles filtering through the thin walls, followed by soft moans that made his heart pound with a mix of humiliation and helplessness. He wanted to stand, to protest, but he felt pinned by the weight of his own powerlessness, the other men’s casual indifference boxing him in.

For nearly an hour, the sounds continued - Jenny’s laughter, her moans, the unmistakable rhythm of intimacy. Steve stared at his beer, his knuckles white around the bottle, his head bowed as if to block out the reality unfolding behind the door.

Jake emerged, his face flushed but smug, and clapped James on the shoulder. “Your turn, man.”

James didn’t hesitate, striding into the bedroom with a grin. The door closed, and the cycle began again - giggles, moans, the creak of the bed. Steve’s chest tightened, his mind racing but his body rooted to the spot. He couldn’t argue, couldn’t fight. Not against Rocky, not against the unspoken rules of this trip.

Another hour passed before James stepped out, his expression relaxed as he took Pludo’s place at the wheel. Pludo, the last of Rocky’s friends, headed for the bedroom without a word. The door locked, and the familiar sounds resumed - Jenny’s giggles, her moans, louder now, filling the caravan. Steve sat there, head down, the weight of his silence heavier than ever as the caravan rolled on toward Alaska.

The caravan hummed along the Alaskan highway, the low rumble of the engine blending with the occasional clink of beer bottles in the living area. After half an hour, Pludo emerged from the bedroom, his face relaxed, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. He rejoined Jake and Rocky, who were lounging with their cards, the air thick with unspoken camaraderie.

Five minutes later, Jenny stepped out, her body barely covered by a white bedsheet clutched around her like a makeshift dress. Her hair was tousled, her cheeks flushed, but her confident smile remained unshaken. She sauntered to the small fridge in the living area, grabbing a beer with a casual grace. Settling onto the sofa next to Rocky, she glanced at Steve, who sat hunched over his own bottle.

“Hi, honey,” she said, her voice light but carrying that familiar commanding edge.

“Hi,” Steve mumbled, his eyes flickering to her before dropping back to his beer. The group exchanged smiles, the atmosphere deceptively relaxed.

Rocky, his grin playful yet dominant, tugged at the edge of Jenny’s bedsheet. “You don’t need this,” he teased, his voice low and suggestive.

Jenny giggled, feigning resistance as she held the sheet tighter. “Oh, come on, Rocky!”

But Rocky was relentless, his fingers deftly pulling at the fabric in a mock tug-of-war. With a triumphant laugh, he yanked the bedsheet free, leaving Jenny naked on the sofa. She gasped, a blush spreading across her cheeks, but her eyes sparkled with amusement rather than embarrassment. The group chuckled, Jake and James exchanging knowing glances, while Steve’s face burned with a mix of humiliation and shock.

Rocky patted his lap, his grin widening. “Come here, gorgeous.”

Jenny slid onto his lap, her nude body pressing against him, her legs draped over his. Steve’s gaze involuntarily dropped to her swollen pussy, the evidence of her time in the bedroom unmistakable. His stomach churned, his heart pounding as he gripped his beer tighter, unable to look away. Jenny leaned into Rocky, sipping her beer, her confidence unshaken despite the exposure. Rocky’s hand rested possessively on her thigh, his fingers tracing lazy circles as he laughed with his friends, the caravan rolling on into the Alaskan wilderness.

Steve sat in silence, the weight of his powerlessness heavier than ever, his eyes fixed on the floor as Jenny’s laughter filled the space, mingling with the casual banter of the men around him. He knew what is his future.

THE END
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Thank you so much for reading this book.

I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a moment to leave a short review.
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Thank you again from the bottom of my heart.
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