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Prologue


Jamie


“Oh yes, he was good,” Diana said, taking a sip of her drink. “I struggled to breathe after he was done with me. Jamie, could you please hand me the peanuts?”

I reached over to hand them to her as laughter passed around the members of the Wiley Cooking Club. Naturally, we usually call it the WCC. We were holding our monthly meeting at Rick’s Tavern. I always arrange a meeting room for us, since our conversations can occasionally be… well… let’s call it risqué!

Everyone was here this month. With the dearth of talent they have been able to find recently, the members have become less diligent in attendance.

“Do you remember that postal guy last year?” Belinda said. “He gave me everything I could ask for. My husband loved listening to that one. I wonder if all postal carriers bellow like a moose when they cum. So fun.”

“What happened to him anyway, TJ? Haven’t seen him around much lately.”

TJ looked at me, giggling. She had brought the guy to the WCC, apparently a friend of her husband.

“He transferred to a route on the south side of town,” I smiled. “Wiley Windows had become too much of a challenge for him.”

That brought open laughter around the room. After running the gauntlet of the WCC, most guys shriveled. That one had promise. At least, that’s what Susie said. She reported that he was well-endowed and aggressive about how he used it. She gave a glowing report at one meeting, even showed some pics her husband had taken without the guy knowing. Very well-endowed, as we all could see.

“That’s so last year,” Jemma said. “You’d think that a company with 800 employees… 80% of them men… could put up someone suitable. Jamie, you’re falling down on the job.”

The table snickered at her obvious joke. I blushed.

Normally, a statement like that would have put me on edge, despite her joking tone. This time, I knew she was right. I was the HR person. I was the one who was supposed to find suitable candidates and to fill the slots with guys who fit the WCC’s needs.

“It’s difficult, you know,” I protested. “I can check resumes and work experience to see if they would be good workers. How do I check equipment size and willingness to use it?”

That brought another round of laughter.

“You can always find out, Jamie…” Diana joined in the taunting. I must have turned 12 shades of darker pink because the entire room was laughing again, teasing about what I could do to check their ‘credentials.’

Unfortunately, TJ and I were the only ones who had never… what’s the word… ‘played’ with the guys. Of the junior members, only Jemma had been an active participant. TJ’s husband didn’t like the idea of his wife exploring ‘unlimited’ partners. Though, the way she described it, it wasn’t so much opposition to playing. No, he insisted that he take part, to be active in the session.

The current WCC rules prohibit that. To keep the existence of the club secret, each hotwife had to operate independently of the others. And the husbands could join only as watchers.

Me? I’ve never played either. Not sure why, really. Maybe I was too much of a romantic, or, frankly, too shy. The other members kidded me about it all the time. The idea of having a fling with one of the WCC guys and then immediately reporting it to the group had me so nervous, I just couldn’t take that next step.

Besides, and this is really the truth, I had a boyfriend in college who broke my heart by running around on me. In my next relationship, I didn’t want to just get laid. With my good looks and nice figure, especially my large breasts, which have always attracted attention, I could accomplish that any time I wanted. At 24, I knew I was some serious honey to attract willing bees.

That wasn’t what I wanted. I needed someone I cared about. A man to love and respect me as their mate for life. Sure, it would be great to marry a fantastic lover with an enormous dick that would give me all the pleasure I could stand. Yet on the list of important features for a life partner, I put that pretty far down the priority list.

Shaking my head as the laughter died down, I had to admit they may be right. Maybe all this romance I hold so dear is just crap. Every member of the WCC is married, except for me and Jemma. And they all want to have sex with other men, not their husbands. Why would my marriage be any different if I got married?

[image: ]


Diana, our controller, started the Wiley Cooking Club over a decade ago. Long before I came to Wiley Windows. She and Susie Wiley, the owner’s wife, had been friends for years. Both had become active hotwives. They joined forces to improve the talent pool.

Susie, because her husband, Mick, loved to watch his wife take on as many cocks as she wanted. They had apparently been playing actively from the beginning of their marriage 30 years ago.

Diana, because her husband was a submissive that willingly gave Diana control over him. Over the last decade, that meant tying him in various uncomfortable positions, while forcing him to watch her being taken hard by men she found. Often with more than one at a time.

Both were complaining to each other about the trouble they were having finding reasonable candidates. They started a women’s club to improve the odds. Soon, Belinda from Accounting, Janet from Purchasing, and Clara Erickson, the wife of the IT Manager, had joined the club. All of them had husbands they loved to cuckold with the right opportunity.

The name was Diana’s idea. What could be more innocent than women forming a cooking club? This always made her laugh, typically following the name with a wry, ‘We don’t have to tell them what we’re cooking!’

The WCC met monthly. We typically drank white wine while telling each other stories about our sexual adventures. Mine were brief. I didn’t have any to share.

The married ladies had plenty. They shared techniques, triumphs, and disappointments. Some meetings even included ‘performance reviews’ for their latest bulls. The highest ratings went to guys with large cocks and the ability to last a long time. They awarded additional points if the guys had great bodies and were good-looking eye-candy.

They established a private chat room as soon as the technology became available. This allowed them to share information about candidate performance quickly and privately.

Three years ago, the WCC began recruiting younger female employees of the firm. The older members hoped they would have better insight into which employees might be attractive candidates.

Sara from IT came first. She had no interest in the guys, though her confession that she loved ‘clean up’ duties had already endeared her to Clara. She did that for the first time at the IT Golf Tournament Wrap-Up Party that year. Sara delivered exceptional orgasms to Clara that night. She invited the young girl to join the WCC the next day.

Since then, Sara recruited Jemma, also from IT. Jemma recruited me. I met her at State U, graduating the same year. And I recruited Terri Jo (everyone calls her TJ). TJ and I had been close friends since high school.

My job in HR was to make sure the candidates never suspected this was a coordinated effort. I used HR ‘violations’ to keep them on edge. A couple of guys backed off when I got involved, so we developed the HR Violations folders to make it less serious.

Mr. Wiley thought it was a hoot. He suggested using check marks every time a member pulled them into play, and to offer threats to be sent ‘upstairs’ to keep them in line.

After each update in the chat room, I would call the bull down to my office, using those details to express my best ‘outrage’ at their actions. Dutifully, I ignored questions about how I knew so much detail.

At first, I felt a little guilty going along with this scheme, finally accepting it as a harmless bit of fun, even though I never took part myself.

The other members did not look at it that way. They needed their dick fix. All eyes turned to me.

Shuffling through the new hire files over the last few months, I couldn’t think of a single one that could work, except…

I passed the file over to TJ. We had seen this guy at a wrestling meet at State U when we were both students.

TJ looked at me with a surprising grin. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

I nodded. He would be perfect.

We never got a chance. Belinda noticed him first.


BELINDA FROM ACCOUNTING


She loves working with BIG numbers!

Gives the new employee a warm welcome for his first job.


Chapter One


Rick


This craziness started during my third week on the job. Can you believe it?

Wiley Windows was the largest manufacturer of residential windows in the entire Midwest. They hired me after graduating from State U with a degree in Computer Science. This wasn’t exactly ‘high tech,’ providing PC and network support for the company’s 800 employees, but it was fun.

Oddly, I enjoyed bragging about the company’s products to friends. It seemed different to me than working for a company producing just another app on a phone. I preferred to live in a world where we actually made things. I knew Wiley produced great products before I came here. My folks had done a major renovation on their home the year before I graduated, using Wiley’s triple-pane thermal windows on both floors. They looked great and provided a vast improvement in energy usage. I proudly took the job.

Back then, I wasn’t confident about my interpersonal skills, a little nervous about fielding phone calls from strangers. Every time the support phone rang, I’d cringe a little.

Okay… considering what happened, that was pretty silly. Give me a break. I was only 22-years-old. Truth is, I was just shy.

Especially with women. I had only dated a few times in college, and didn’t have a girlfriend now. I was never one to make smooth banter at bars and parties. Had never brought a girl home from any of those, despite being fairly active in attending. My friends and I would gather at those parties, mostly talking sports in a group. I danced a few times. It just never went further.

I never understood why I couldn’t attract any meaningful attention from the girls I met. I knew it wasn’t my looks. My mid-length light brown hair and blue eyes, with a face highlighted by a firm chin… that’s what my mother always said, anyway… seemed okay to me. And I was certainly fit, having gone to State U on a wrestling scholarship. Working out regularly had become a regular habit. I was still in great shape.

My equipment was more than ample. Way above average, in fact. I discovered this after showering with teammates all those years. Some guys jokingly called me ‘the horse’ because I was so big down there. Regrettably, that equipment had not gotten a lot of use outside my hand. I dated a girl in high school named Emily. We made it only a few times. After graduation, she went off to college in upstate New York and eventually met someone else.

Still, I remained shy, even after three weeks of being here. It took a bit of time for me to adjust to interacting with our users wherever they were in the shop. Here’s the thing. Some problems could be solved remotely. I liked these much better. Others required visiting the user’s location. Those made me uncomfortable.

Like with Belinda, the Director of Accounting. She was in her early 40s and seemed quite competent in understanding the principles of accounting. Managing her PC? She didn’t have a clue. Kept calling me down to fix one thing or another.

I appeared to be her favorite. Whoever answered the support line, she would ask for me. Each time it would go to her office, and something like this would happen when I arrived…

“Rick, thanks so much for coming. I can’t get my computer to PROBLEM X.” Whatever the problem of the day was. After some questions, I would lean down to open the computer in the special racks we had for all PCs to keep them off the floor. It didn’t take me long to figure out it wasn’t the computer that wasn’t working.

Belinda would stand behind me in almost total silence while I worked, my ass in the air while I leaned over. On my first time in her office, I looked over my shoulder, catching her staring at my ass. Her face was flushed, and then so was mine!

What the hell was that all about? Okay… the light khaki slacks Wiley required all IT to wear hugged me nicely, but come on… I was young enough to be her son! She was married! I could see the huge rock on her finger.

After the third call when I couldn’t find anything wrong with her computer, I suspected I was being called to her office for another reason. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out what that was.

This turned in a totally unexpected direction when I was working the PM shift on Monday night the following week.

Our plant operates 24 hours a day. IT had to have someone on site at all times. For Desktop Support, we only did 7 AM to 11 PM because the offices were typically empty at night. Most staff left at 5. Some didn’t. We rotated through these evening duties. This was my first time on the PM shift. I expected to be bored silly most of the time.

That’s why it surprised me to get a ring on the Support Line early that evening.

It was Belinda… from accounting. No doubt with another of her endless non-problems. I listened to the issue, telling her I would be right down. Nothing else was going on. Might as well take a walk. Beats catching up on emails and studying new system manuals, am I right?

When I walked into her office, she was talking on the phone, presumably with her husband. She laughed, saying things like ‘honey’ and ‘babe’ in the conversation. Belinda smiled when I walked in, toolkit in hand.

“Rick, thanks for coming,” she said, setting the phone on the desk. I noticed she didn’t disconnect the call. The red button still blazed on top as she sat down. “Can you look at my PC? I seem to be off the network.”

“Sure, ma’am. Be glad to.”

“Enough of that ma’am business,” she protested. “Belinda. My name is Belinda.”

“Okay, Belinda, let me take a look.”

When I leaned across the PC, she moved behind me, as she always did. I noticed the problem right away. Someone had disconnected the Ethernet cable from the PC. Before I could say anything, though, I felt hands gripping my ass. What the fuck?

“Have I ever told you what a handsome butt you have, Rick?” She asked, massaging my cheeks firmly. My cock was already stirring. “I love to watch you lean over my machine.”

“Belinda… what are you doing?” Despite my weak protest, I didn’t move away. I must have been into it, right? It felt very nice having a woman… a mature woman, at that… touch me.

“That butt was too tempting to ignore. I stayed late, hoping I would get a chance to do this.”

“That’s why you disconnected the network cable?” I said, smiling with a wry grin, maintaining my leaned-over position.

“A girl has to use every tool in her arsenal, don’t you agree?”

I’ll admit, when it comes to this stuff, I’m not the sharpest knife in the drawer. It took me a moment to figure out what was going on; barely able to believe it, anyway! This woman was putting the moves on me!

My turned head allowed our eyes to meet as I moved my hips under her fingers, encouraging her. She gasped when it became obvious I was going along.

“I’ve seen the club you have down here,” she said, reaching between my legs to grip my rod. Now hard in her grasp. “Those slacks always gave a clear view when you leaned over like this.”

I spread my legs a little wider, allowing easier access. She took full advantage, running her hand aggressively up and down my shaft. Oh… that felt good.

She gripped my cock firmly, pressing her legs against me. “I’d like to experience that magnificent tool in a more direct way. Are you as interested as I am?”

I stood, turning my front to her, taking her in my arms. “What do you want?” I asked. I was genuinely confused. This was my first time having a woman come on to me so forcefully!

“Anything you want… as long as it includes pounding my pussy with that club!”

She desperately yanked the belt open. My pants and underwear found the floor. I nervously looked at the open door to her office and the still-open phone line.

She smiled at me, tracing down my shaft on her way to close the door. “My husband and I have an arrangement. I get to play with whoever I want as long as he gets to listen in.” She walked back to me, both hands now stroking my ‘club’ again. Shit, I knew I was large, but a club?

I groaned loudly as she leaned in toward my ear, whispering so her husband could not hear. “He gets to eat your cum out of me when I get home.” What the fuck? Who would want to do that?

I lost track of that thought as she dropped to her knees, licking the pre-cum off my cockhead. Holy fucking shit! I had never had a blowjob like this before! Emily used to suck me a little, though nothing like this!

Belinda loved what she was doing; that was for sure. I could feel her enthusiasm with every plunge. I was too big for her to go all the way down, yet she gave it her best.

She got off her knees; an arm making room on the desk. She leaned over, draping herself on the desktop, wiggling her ass at me as she pulled her dress up, revealing no underwear. Her hands spread those jiggling ass cheeks apart. The sight of her pussy lips, already dripping with her arousal, made my cock even harder.

I had never done it in this position before… from behind. She must have sensed my hesitation. “Just soak some moisture up, and push it in. Your body knows what to do. Mine certainly does,” she giggled.

She turned her head back to the phone, whispering into it. I couldn’t hear what she said, though I’m sure she was giving color commentary as I pressed my cock, now hard as a post, against her tender passage. I swiped it up and down, feeling the juice spread across my tip, then pushed in.

Holy shit! I was about ready to fuck the head of accounting!


Chapter Two


Rick


Her groan filled the room, then she spoke into the phone. “Oh, babe… he’s so big!”

She turned to look at me. “Go slow, hon… you are much bigger than I’m used to.”

I pushed in slowly, trying to work it back and forth. As each inch went deeper, her groans and gasps became more intense. I could hear more moaning through the phone each time she gasped. When I hit bottom, I was glad she had shut the door. They could have heard that groan on the shop floor!

“It’s inside me, babe,” she shrieked into the room with obvious pleasure. “He’s fucking your wife with his massive cock!”

As I began moving inside, I got into the spirit of the moment. “You feel so good.” I tried to say it loud enough so that the man on the phone could hear. “Your pussy is so tight on my cock.” She turned her head back, smiling while nodding her head. ‘Thank you,’ she mouthed to me.

I tried to remember all the things I had heard in my porn watching over the years. “I’m going to destroy this pussy. Do whatever I want with this slut.” That sounded good, at least.

The words made her groan deeper. I could hear a slapping noise coming from the phone. He was beating off listening to me fuck his wife! And apparently happy with what I said.

She grabbed the front of the desk, pushing back against me. “Fuck me, Rick. Fuck me!”

“I can do that,” I said. I kept pulling my cock out as far as it would go, slamming back inside with a slapping noise as our hips collided.

“Oh, babe… his cock is so big,” she said to the phone. “Fills me so full! I can’t believe I can take it all.”

Her abrupt release came with a cry of joy as her body shook underneath me. Belinda was panting heavily, whimpering, as I pounded away. I could hear grunting over the phone as well. He must have cum at the same time.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t close. The few times we made it in high school, Emily always complained about it taking me so long. Belinda had no such complaints.

After she came the third time, she pushed my hips back. I stepped away. Disappointment must have been all over my face. I needn’t have worried. The director of accounting was just getting started. She got on her back, spreading her legs wide.

“I want you to fuck me as hard as you can, as long as you want. Use this pussy.”

“Love to,” I trumpeted to the room, returning my shaft to her warm sheath. By this time, I had no trouble. Her warm passage felt like silk as I pushed inside. Pounding that pussy with all the strength my hips had, this one couldn’t get enough. She wrapped her legs around my body, pulling me in tighter with each plunge.

I gave this woman the hardest fuck I could, that’s for sure. Harder than anyone I had ever done before. She thrashed underneath me, crying out as two more releases took her in quick succession. I had never seen a woman climax this often before.

Her breathing became labored. I wondered whether she had much endurance left. Better get to my own before she poops out. One time with Emily, I discovered I could move up and down while thrusting. This seemed to give a little extra stimulation to get me going.

I did that. Belinda cried out at the movement. “He’s going to cum inside me,” she said, turning her head to the phone.

Her attention turned toward me, suddenly ignoring the phone. “Give it to me. Fuck me hard,” she moaned. I knew this was for me, not the guy on the phone. Her legs wrapped tight around me, arms pulling me down. My face crushed against her breasts as I lapped at her luscious mounds; her nipples hard as erasers.

My panting became labored as I approached the peak, finally grunting as rope after rope filled my slut on the desk. The director of accounting reached over, disconnecting the call, even before I was done.

She grabbed her panties on the edge of the desk… how had I missed those when I walked in the door… “Stay inside me,” she said, handing them to me. “Slip my panties over my legs. I want to trap as much as I can.”

She was serious about having him eat her? Those eyes twinkled as I got the panties down her legs, now together in front of me. I pulled out just as she brought the panties to cover her. I noticed these were not normal women’s underwear. They had some kind of dildo in the middle, a short one obviously meant for plugging, not stimulating.

As I helped her up, she must have noticed the revulsion on my face. “The first time I played outside, the way he wanted, he had second thoughts after it was over. I forced him to eat the cum out of me as a way of driving home what I had done for him. The surprise was the strength of my orgasm when he did it. He’s been doing it ever since. I love it!”

“What does he say about it?” I asked.

“Who cares? He’ll do what I want if he wants me to keep playing.”

She pointed at the tissue box on the credenza. I grabbed a handful, cleaning myself off as she got back into her dress.

“That was fun,” Belinda said. “Let’s do that again.” Was she kidding? I would do that anytime she wanted, nodding my approval.

She kissed me on the cheek, following me out as she left for the night, presumably heading home to the cum-eater.

For the rest of my evening shifts that week, at exactly 7 o’clock, I would receive an anxious call from the Director of Accounting. She needed some support, she would say. After that first one, she always opened her door in the middle of taking her clothes off, greeting me nearly naked. We would fuck until I came, help her get back into those special panties, and I would go back to work. Her husband never joined for a call after that first night.

I could get used to this, I thought. Maybe I should volunteer for PM duties all the time.

Oddly, the daytime calls from Belinda stopped.


HR Violation No. 1
Rick
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The following Monday morning, I’m back on the day shift. I got a call from Jamie in Human Resources. “Can you come down to my office? Does 10 o’clock work for you?”

I agreed, uncertain of what they wanted from me. The evening action last week flashed before me. Had they found out somehow? Why would Belinda tell them? I certainly didn’t!

“Please come in, Mr. Smithson,” Jamie said. The HR Rep was a petite woman, not much older than me. She had a handsome chest, with a mop of carefully brushed brunette hair and dark eyes. She was attractive in a ‘girl next door’ way. I immediately felt comfortable with her.

What am I thinking? She’s from HR! Do I want to get fired right now?!

She shut the door behind me as I sat down in front of her desk. I couldn’t help fidgeting, wondering if I was going to need a new job after this.

“Something has come to my attention, Mr. Smithson. Since you are a new employee and new to the business world, I wanted to give you a warning to be careful. Despite its dominance in our minor industry, Wiley Windows is actually a small, tight-knit family. Like any family, people in the company like to talk.”

“Okay… what has that got to do with me?” I asked.

“There have been rumors going around about you and Belinda, our director of accounting.” She seemed as embarrassed to be telling me this as I was hearing it. How did she find out?

“Now, don’t get me wrong, what consenting adults do in their own time is none of our business. Regrettably, the rumor is that this is not on private time. Instead, you have been connecting with her during work hours.”

My face must have gone white. She smiled at me, a soft gesture of sympathy. “I am not here to fire you, Mr. Smithson. Your manager tells me you have been an exemplary employee. As far as he is concerned, you have a bright future with this company… despite these rumors.”

She got up, walked around the desk, leaned against it, right next to me. “I need to offer a warning, however. Belinda is married. Things could get ugly very quickly if her husband finds out.”

I had to turn my face away to hide my smirk. Tell him? He was the reason we were doing it! Belinda had told me the truth on our last day together, after we had made it repeatedly for much of my shift. He had been encouraging her to go out with other men for much of their marriage.

Her husband was what she called a ‘cuckold.’ I had to go look that up. Imagine, getting off on your wife going with other men? He did… and she had gotten to like the playing just as much. She was his ‘hotwife,’ she told me. Who knew there was an entire vocabulary for this stuff?

“And nowadays,” she went on, “if anyone else wanted to press the issue… even if it was her… your job could be at risk. Do you understand this?” I nodded. “Excellent…” She patted me on my shoulder, rising to point me toward her office door.

“That’s all I had. Maybe in the future, you would do well to keep your relationships outside the company. Don’t you agree?”

I nodded again, walking out the door. Not sure why, but when I looked back as I walked away, her face was flushed. What was that all about?


JANET FROM PURCHASING


The Head of Purchasing Gets a BIG Boost to Her Morale

After listening to Belinda’s story, Janet simply had to try Rick for herself.


Chapter Three


Rick


Two days after I met with HR, Tuesday of the following week, I got a call to come down to Purchasing. There appeared to be a problem with the interconnection of their computers. My manager told me this had happened before.

Since Purchasing, unlike Accounting, is more integrated into the manufacturing process, the department is next to the shop floor. That allowed supervisors and managers to discuss what they needed directly. Regrettably, when that same shop floor had a power surge, or other related issue, this occasionally caused problems with Purchasing computers as well.

No one had reported any of those issues, so I wasn’t sure what the problem was. When I got there, the manager, a woman named Janet, did not seem upset by the computer outage. It turned out to be simple. Someone had unplugged the gigabit switch we had in their area, blocking all traffic. I simply plugged it back in.

Okay… you’re right. I should have picked up on the similarities between this situation and Belinda. Someone had unplugged the one critical component that made the whole network function. My warning radar should have been blinking hard at that point.

No defense. It just didn’t occur to me. After my HR warning, the Belinda situation had melted into the past. Since I moved back to the day shift, I no longer received calls from anyone in accounting. I ran into Belinda in the hall one afternoon, standing with several colleagues. She acted as if we barely knew each other. Though I caught the wink in her eye when they walked away, the women were giggling about some joke being told. Several heads turned to look at me.

What the fuck was that about? How could she pretend she didn’t know me? And what were they laughing about?

Again, I’m not the brightest bulb in the pack. My brain could not process any connection between what Belinda and I had done, and the laughing of her colleagues. Surely she wouldn’t confess to being fucked in her own office every night for a week. Would she?

Even though it was only a few days ago, I was already writing off Belinda. She clearly did not want to continue, and I certainly would not press the issue. HR had already been on me for the first time. It occurred to me that making a fuss in front of her co-workers was just what Jamie had warned me about. It might cost me my job.

“Rick, do you have a moment?” Janet asked after I told her of my fixing the problem, standing in the doorway to her office. She pointed to the seat in front of her desk. I told her I did, sitting down. She smiled at me with a wicked grin I didn’t know how to interpret.

“I wanted to thank you for the great work you have been doing for the company since you joined. Everyone is talking about what a great asset you have been. Belinda… do you know her? Over in Accounting?” Her smile seemed to grow inches wider. I simply nodded. “Why… she cannot stop talking about how much you helped with her problem last week.”

“It was nothing. Someone had…” My dull brain finally put the pieces together. Janet had unplugged something, just as Belinda had the week before. It suddenly focused my attention on the woman in front of me.

The head of Purchasing was a few years younger than Belinda. Maybe late 30s. Her long brown hair, with streaks of blond highlights, fell to mid-back, typically in a ponytail. She had a very handsome chest, which she did little to hide at the office. Every time I saw her around the shop, the cleavage on display always attracted my attention.

She was not thin like Belinda. Not heavy either, just plump enough to be full-figured. That was not surprising, considering the three children whose pictures adorned the office. The family picture right behind her even had a husband that looked straight out of the Marines. Huge man, tight crew haircut, broad chest with a stern expression on his visage. I wondered at that moment if he liked phone calls, too.

“Someone had… you were saying…” she said, using a rotating hand to encourage me to finish.

“Oh, sorry. It was nothing. The switch just came unplugged.” That wicked grin again.

“I would like to take you to lunch, Rick, as a special thank you for what you have done for us, and for saving the day this morning. Do you have any plans?” I didn’t. “Great, I’ll meet you in the parking lot at noon. I know a great place where we can go… get better acquainted.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’ll see you then.”

As I walked out, I wondered what was going to happen. For the rest of the morning, all I could think about were the double meanings of everything she had said in our conversation. And why she pretended I didn’t know Belinda.
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At noon, I walked into the parking lot, finding her in a massive black SUV, waving me to get in. This was a nice vehicle, I thought, as I approached. It was so big it had an automatic footstep that came down when I opened the door. Nice… Plush leather seats, modern electronics. Definitely all the trimmings you could want. She seemed right at home in this beast. I thought back to the pictures in her office. With a husband that big, he would need this car!

As she pulled out of the lot, heading for the highway, I felt her hand reach across, touching my leg. This was not a light tap welcoming me. She was caressing my leg while her eyes stayed on the road.

“Thanks for joining me. I have the perfect spot in mind. Only 20 minutes away,” she said. 20 minutes? That was a long way in our city. We could be at Bear Lake by that time.

All that crap about my not knowing Belinda… there had to be another reason. Wiley Windows wasn’t that big. She had to know that I knew her.

With her hand on my leg, I figured brash was the only response. “Why did you really want me to come to lunch?” I asked, feigning innocence.

That hand got more aggressive, tracing further up my leg. I moved myself closer so she could keep her attention on the road. That’s just what she wanted. Her hand came up to caress my rod, already growing with anticipation.

“Oh… just as nice as she described. You are amply gifted, my friend. Belinda and I are close. She told me how well you took care of her and her husband last week. I wanted to get a little of your extra ‘support’ myself.”

The way she said support, leaving it so full of other meanings, caused me to burst out laughing. That was just the response she wanted.

“Are you interested?” she asked.

“Does your husband listen like hers?”

“Oh, no… he has different tastes than that. This is just for me.”

“Where are we going?”

“We have a cabin at Bear Lake. I told your manager you were helping me with my home computer, that we would not be back until late.”

I gulped. “You told my manager?” I couldn’t believe she would do that. “He knows what you planned?”

“Well…” she giggled. “There’s a difference between suspecting and knowing. He had no objections if that’s what you mean.”

I was stunned. Did everyone in the company know what was going on? How else could Jamie know? Suddenly I thought about the women in the hall, giggling as I walked away. Did Belinda tell them too? What kind of shit-show had I gotten myself into?

“Does everyone know what I did with her last week?”

“Again… knowing and hearing about it are different. I would say the answer was yes. Small company.” She shrugged her shoulders… as well as she could while her hand worked my cock through my khakis.

We pulled onto a partially hidden dirt road, which turned out to be a gravel driveway, to a cabin hidden deep in the forest surrounding the lake. It was a nice two-story cabin within easy walking distance of Bear Lake.

As soon as she had the car parked, she hopped out, coming around to my side. Her hands were all over my clothes, pulling every piece off. By the time she was done, I was totally naked, stepping back into my shoes to protect against the gravel.

“You won’t need those clothes. Total privacy here.” Grabbing my cock, now at full mast, she stared at it a moment, as if in disbelief, leading me toward the back of the cabin.

What kind of workplace is this? Are all the managers crazy like these two?


Chapter Four


Rick


They had a very nice patio out back with a full firepit and two outdoor sofas. Before I knew what happened, she had me sitting on a sofa, angled off the side, somehow exposed to the cabin, her mouth landing on my shaft.

Janet rivaled Belinda in the enthusiastic way she went at my rod. The major difference was how deep she could go. The Head of Purchasing could get her mouth all the way down my shaft. Seemed very comfortable with my size.

I laid back on the sofa, spreading my legs for open access, groaning deeply as she went at me.

This was my first time being taken all the way down a throat. I hoped it wouldn’t be my last. Her tongue ran up and down the length between sucks. Her hands actively twisted my man-meat as she pulled out, massaging my balls when she was all the way down, burying her nose in my pubic hair.

I reached down, tugging at her blouse, wanting to see those handsome tits. She pushed my hands away, looking up at me with stern eyes. “In good time, impatient one. For now, I am in charge. You’re here for me to have fun. Just relax while I have it.”

Who could argue with that? I laid back on the sofa, allowing her to worship my cock as she wanted.

Before I could pop… her mouth had me very close… she stood up, turning, so she faced me and the house. Her back to the lake. She flung her blouse across the sofa.

I wondered why she turned like that. Maybe they were so close to the lakefront, someone could see her if they were walking along the shoreline. She didn’t say.

As she settled down on the sofa, I no longer cared. Her full mounds jiggled invitingly as she pushed the bra off. Soon, her skirt and panties followed. Her plumpness had settled into those breasts, making them seem huge… and inviting. She cuddled up close to my side. My hands were all over them as her hands continued to work my shaft. Her lips fell to mine. We kissed for a bit as I enjoyed the feel of her luscious jugs.

“I want you inside me. Give me everything you gave Belinda,” she whispered in my ear. Scrambling onto my lap, she used her hand to guide my rod home. Fuck… that felt good!

She cried out as I pressed her canal wider. Even though lubrication was not a problem, my cock still felt like I was forcing my way in. After hitting bottom, before I could even react, she was bouncing on me, crying out with her first release! That sucking had gotten her wound up!

She gripped my rod with her throbbing pussy, climaxing hard as she bounced, thrashing on me. She cried out with a gusto that caught me by surprise as her body flailed with pleasure.

“So much better than she said… I love this cock… So big…”

Curiously, she stared at the house as she said that, not at me. I briefly thought she was performing. Before I could finish that thought, I got distracted by tits bashing my face. She held her breasts on each side, playfully batting my face with them.

I tried to catch a nipple in my mouth. She loved my playfulness, making a game of it. Her hips never slowed as my mouth repeatedly tried to catch a nip. She would pull them away just before my teeth caught one.

My cock got harder as we played our little game. Those breasts had to be DD, at least. Like warm, soft pillows caressing my skin. Having them attached to a lover batting me with them just made it hotter!

It did not take long before she couldn’t be playful anymore. I was gripping her hips, pressing myself deeper inside. Another blast flashed through her.

This time, her release brought a full-throated cry of pure pleasure, her head swaying from side to side. There was no looking at the house this time. This was all about the internal pressure as I punched higher, filling her as I came hard, grunting my version of her cry.

Janet collapsed onto my chest as she came down, wrapping her arms around me.

“That was nice, young man,” she said breathlessly. “Just as Belinda promised. I think this is going to be a splendid afternoon.” Afternoon? We’re not done?

She got off me, cleaning my tool with her mouth and tongue, hungrily lapping at every trace of me that remained. “You taste so sweet. My husband has a more… shall we say… robust flavor!” She chortled at the joke that only she understood. I had no idea what that meant.

“Stay right there,” Janet said, slipping her sandals back on, and running back to the front of the house, still naked. She came back, taking longer than expected, a little flustered, her face newly flushed, with a lunch basket in tow. She apparently had it in the SUV.

We ate on the patio, talking shop as if we were at a restaurant, instead of still naked after passionate sex. Janet had been with Wiley for over a decade, joining after she graduated from State U. She rose from accounting staff to her current Head of Purchasing role. That must be how she knew Belinda so well.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gorgeous breasts. She noticed, keeping them moving and jiggling frequently while we talked.

For the next hour, I had her any way I wanted. Or better said, anyway she wanted me! I kind of got off on her being in charge. The more she told me what to do, the harder I got. I took her from behind, on her knees and on her back. She rode me while at the center of the patio table.

Toward the end, I got a little uncomfortable. Not about anything we were doing. About her requirement that we always face the house. Through the fog of my raging lust, it occurred to me someone must be in there.

After I came for the third time, and she for… I don’t know how many times she came… we lay there for a moment, cuddling in the afterglow. A movement caught my eye. I turned my head to see a face fleeing through a window.

Oh, my fucking god! It was that guy in the pic. Her husband! He’s been watching us the whole time.

Janet smiled up at me. “I hope you don’t mind. He likes to watch me. And you have been one of my best bulls ever. So much pleasure.”

“Bull? What does that mean?”

“You don’t know?” she giggled. “When a husband shares his hotwife with another guy, that guy is called a bull.” Crap, more terms to learn!

“He won’t come out to beat me up, will he?” I’m not small, though definitely not as big as that beast. He towered over his wife in the framed portrait.

“Of course not. When I went out to get the basket out of the car, he humped me draped across the seat. I worried you would see it in me when I came back, his cum still dripping.” Sorry, I missed all the signs. Who would have thought to look for that?!

“I hope he enjoyed it as much as I did,” I said.

“That he did, young one. That he did.”


HR Violation No. 2
Rick
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An email arrived the following Friday. From HR. Oh no… Jamie again.

My HR rep had transformed her soft, gentle face from our last meeting into something sterner, displeased. A manila folder lay on her desk. HR VIOLATIONS in bright red across the top. Boxes on the side had two checks.

“Mr. Smithson,” she began after I settled in front of her desk. “I tried to warn you not to mix business and pleasure. Now, I’ve been hearing you’ve added another conquest to your list. Everyone is talking about how you apparently rocked her world.”

Turning my face away as it flushed red gave her all the confirmation she needed.

“I tried to warn you last week. This is a small company. Everyone seems to know everyone else’s business.” She opened the folder, glancing at the words written there. “You disappeared for several hours in the middle of the workday, after being seen entering a car driven by our head of purchasing? Mr. Smithson, this is just the situation I cautioned you to avoid.”

“She wanted to thank me for helping with her computers, she told me.”

“The way I heard it, you helped her with a lot more than her computer. Rumor has it her face glowed the rest of the day after your return to the office.”

I smiled, causing her to grin, even if reluctantly.

“Now, what am I going to do with you, Mr. Smithson?”

“First off, you can stop with the ‘Mr.’ business. Rick… my name is Rick.”

“Okay… Rick. How are you going to avoid this in the future? Mr. Wiley will be most unhappy to hear our employees are less than professional with each other. You’re lucky no one has filed a complaint. Wiley Windows has a zero-tolerance policy toward sexual harassment. You haven’t been here long enough to forget that part of your orientation.”

She wagged her finger at me like my second-grade teacher used to.

“I haven’t forgotten, just that…” I paused suddenly. I was about to say it wasn’t my fault. That they were the aggressors in both cases. Even if true, none of that mattered. I knew what I was doing. No one ‘forced’ me to do anything I didn’t want to do.

“Just what?” She said, all ears…

“Nothing, Jamie. Sorry. I’ll be more careful.”

“Make sure you are. Next time, I will have no choice, placing a mark on your record,” she said. Jamie brandished the HR VIOLATIONS manila folder at me, emphasizing the two checks already prominent across the boxes on top. “This is a termination-level offense.”

I stared at her for a moment. After the last two sessions, I sensed something going on. This was not the same reserved HR rep as before. She was getting flushed and squirming in her seat. I suddenly realized Jamie was getting aroused hearing all this.

In her role in HR, did these women tell her all about it, giving her the play-by-play?

“Do you want to hear any of the details of what happened?” I asked, with a soft smile carefully painted on my face.

“Certainly not!” she replied sharply.

Maybe I’m about as sharp as a marble, but I could tell this one was VERY interested. “Well, if you change your mind. Let me know. I’d be glad to discuss it with you.”

“That will not be necessary,” she said primly, no longer fidgeting. “Just make sure this doesn’t have to go in front of Mr. Wiley in the future.”

“I’ll be careful,” I said, thanking her for being tolerant.

I bolted out of her office like I was in a 100-meter dash, finding the nearest men’s room! Hiding in the stall seemed my only alternative.

What the fuck had just happened? These women take me in the most erotic ways I could imagine, then promptly call HR, telling them all about it? Followed by threats to tell the owner if I don’t settle down? Why would they do that?

Did I have to be such a jerk… putting myself in this much trouble? I like this job. I don’t want to find another while trying to explain why I left the first one. Oh, man… I need to steer clear of these situations from now on. No more HR violations in my future. No, never again.


DIANA, THE CONTROLLER


The Controller Hears BIG Things About Rick’s Quality of Work

Will he live up to Diana’s strict standards, or will he need discipline?


Chapter Five


Rick


Despite all the warnings, by the next week, all I could think about was Belinda and Janet, and when we could do it again. I had suddenly grown an insatiable thirst to fuck a passionate woman. Just had to be careful, especially with HR constantly sniffing around.

Discovering the company was such a rumor mill truly frightened me. I still couldn’t figure out how HR had found out about everything so quickly! Were the women telling her immediately after it happened? That had to be it. But why?

None of that mattered. My cock wanted more. I’ve had more sex since joining Wiley Windows than in all my other years combined! At 22-years-old, I felt like the cock of the walk! At Wiley, I wasn’t only having sex. The sex was outrageous!

Yet suddenly I had dropped completely off their lists, as if they didn’t even know me. Neither of them was interested in repeat performances, even though I wanted more.

Belinda and I had made it every evening I was on the PM shift two weeks ago. When I returned to Days, she placed me firmly back in the ‘colleague she knew vaguely at the office’ category. She would give me an occasional wink or wry smile when we passed in the hall. That was it! How could we fuck like animals in heat for a full week, and now barely acknowledge knowing each other?

Janet was worse. After I fucked her in every conceivable position on the patio of her Bear Lake cabin, only to find out her husband was in the cabin watching, she didn’t appear to know me at all. Standard collegial hellos and goodbyes were all I got! It was as if I had just met her.

Despite it only happening one afternoon, Janet rocked my fucking world! She had given me an incredible session of pure passion.

Take a deep breath, you idiot! Move on! Nothing worse than a guy moping around like a jilted lover. Let it go…

Two weeks later, everything seemed to have settled down. Even the gossips had stopped snickering when I walked down the hallway. I vowed to concentrate on my usual duties, even went through another week-long PM shift without complaint. Nothing came close to happening. Maybe Mr. Big Dick wasn’t so great after all!

One curious thing that has developed out of this. Jamie and I have been friendlier. She was glad I had stopped all my shenanigans. We even ate lunch together at the diner down the street from the plant. Nothing sexual, just friends.

Hey, you never know. At least she’s closer to my age! And I really liked her, wondering if I should ask her on a date.
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“Yes, ma’am. I’ll be right down.” I told Diana. My manager had made it clear from the first day I joined that when the Controller called, I went. No matter what else is going on. ‘She controls our budget and your paycheck,’ he had told me then, smiling as if it were a joke. I was pretty sure he wasn’t kidding.

No one crossed Diana, not even the owner. She had a reputation for being quite vicious when crossed. My manager respects her very much, despite still thinking of her as an asshole. He’d been on the receiving end of her anger several times. I shivered every time I had to go into her department.

Diana reported directly to the Chief Financial Officer, Mr. DeAngelo. She had spent her entire career at Wiley Windows, first in accounting and rising to Controller. Reputed to be the smartest person in the company, everyone knew why DeAngelo trusted her so much with budgets and financial reporting. My manager told me Wiley was planning to give her the CFO slot when DeAngelo retired in two years. Another reason not to cross her, don’t you think?

It’s just… there’s something about her that made me nervous. Dominating somehow. I know, funny… a controlling Controller! The thing is… she was. She expected… no… demanded obedience to her every request.

The odd part was seeing her in person. When I walked into her department, she always greeted me warmly. Her staff never seemed harried or stressed out because of unreasonable demands. It was actually the most collegial environment in the company, without drama or judgment. Quite refreshing, actually.

Diana was certainly a very attractive woman… for being older. Maybe late 40s, I guessed. She was relatively petite, maybe mid-five feet, voluptuous, though not fat. She had no qualms about showing some cleavage if she wanted to. Her dark hair was now gathering salt-and-pepper streaks. Those streaks did nothing to disguise bright hazel eyes that shone with the intelligence behind them.

“Rick, thanks for coming down. I was hoping you could help me with a problem I’m having,” she said, guiding me into her office. “My Wi-Fi at home is not working right. I’ve cleared it with your manager to help me. Do you mind working a little after hours?”

“No problem, ma’am. Be glad to help.” I had nothing going on tonight anyway. Though after my experience the last time someone asked me for extra help, maybe I should have paid attention.

“Thanks. Here’s my address. I’ll meet you there at 5:30. Does that work for you?” I nodded acceptance. Surely, a senior officer like Diana wouldn’t try to get me into trouble with HR again. Would she?
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I rang the doorbell. They had a very nice Tudor in an upscale neighborhood on the western edge of town.

A man answered the door, welcoming me. About my height, in a T-shirt and gym shorts that clung to a thin frame. He shook my hand, introducing himself as Diana’s husband, Ezra. He seemed nice, offering me a beer while we waited for Diana to join us. It was all friendly talk of sports and local news.

When she walked down the stairs into the kitchen, I gaped at what I saw. She had on a black corset that pushed up her breasts and highlighted an hourglass torso. The outfit left very little to my already active imagination. The tall leather high-heeled boots completed the transformation.

What happened next had me hard as a fucking rock!

“Why do you have clothes on? I told you to answer the door naked.” We both looked at her. She left no doubt about who she was talking to.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” her husband answered, “I didn’t want the neighbors…”

“Did I ask for your input? Just do it!” The steel in her voice made me tremble, even while it sent pulses of need to my cock.

Ezra immediately stepped out of his shorts, pulling his T-shirt over his head. His cock looked like it was shriveling as he meekly followed her instructions. He stood naked beside me, hands clasped behind his back, simply waiting. Not even remotely embarrassed.

“Go over to the stairs. Get into your position. I am going to entertain our guest.”

He hurried to the stairs, kneeling there, eyes fastened on the floor, hands held behind. My eyes must have gotten huge. He had clearly done that many times.

Before I could react, she stepped close. Taking my chin in her hand, pulling my attention to her blazing eyes.

“Now, Mr. Smithson,” Diana said. “I have been hearing that you have substantial endowments. Her other hand reached down, gripping my rod.

I jerked back in surprise at her bold touch. Oh no, not again!

“Did I say you could move?”

“No, ma’am.”

“The phrase you are looking for is ‘No, Mistress.’ Is that clear?”

She said that, stepping closer, wrapping her fingers around the khaki-clad shaft.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She let go of me, turning to the liquor cabinet. “You have already met my husband. He is my cuckold. Loves to watch me with my bulls. Don’t you, my cuck?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said from the stairs. I could see his cock firming as he knelt there.

Diana turned back to me, drink in hand, offering me a beer. “Are you willing to serve me as well, young Rick? I will expect complete obedience.” She stood there staring at me, presumably waiting for my reply. What do you say to an offer like that?

“What do you have planned?” I asked.

“That is not the question at hand. I will do whatever I want. There are only two allowed responses. Yes, you will obey. Or no, I want to leave now. You’ve already guessed, I’m sure, there is nothing wrong with my Wi-Fi,” she smirked.

Every Mistress story or porn I’d ever consumed flashed in front of my eyes. Was she going to whip me or something?

“I’m sorry… Mistress… not sure I want to be whipped or anything like that.”

“That will come later if we continue. For tonight, I assure you that pain play will not be on the menu, at least not for you.” She looked back at her husband, grinning. The man on his knees groaned, his cock now poking out firm and ready.

“Now, let me repeat the question. This will be the last time I do so. Are you willing to serve me, young man? To offer complete obedience?” She stood there, waiting for my reply.

Her chest rose as her own arousal grew. Even with the heavy coverage of the corset over her nipples, the deep flush of her skin told me those nipples must be hard as her husband’s rod… and mine.

I nodded in acceptance. She flew across the room, grabbing my cock and balls in her two hands, squeezing amazingly hard. I cried out with the shock… and the pain.

“Is that the proper response?” She shrieked at me.

I shuddered. “Yes, Mistress. I am willing.”

“Excellent,” she said, releasing my junk, turning her back toward me. “You are to address me properly whenever I give you a command. Now, take your clothes off, and then come upstairs. You’ll find us in the last room on the right. When you enter the playroom, I want you to lie on the bed, arms and legs spread in a full X position, offering yourself to whatever I want to do with you.”

She walked right by her husband, saying nothing to him as she walked up the stairs. Ezra knew what to do, following her immediately, returning to a crawl as soon as he made the landing. As he crawled next to her, she whisked her fingers through his hair like you might do with a favored pet. I could see his cock bobbing between his legs, hard as a rock.

What the fuck is this?


Chapter Six


Rick


By the time I had ripped my clothes off and made it up to the room, Ezra had his arms and legs spread wide. His wrists had cuffs fastened to the ceiling and ankles the same to the floor. It held him there, at the foot of the bed, facing the action. A rubber ball filled his mouth, with straps around his head preventing removal.

Holy fuck! I couldn’t believe how vulnerable he was in that position.

“My cuck here needs to be punished for his disobedience at the door,” Diana said, as I entered. “I have decided not to allow him to release this session.”

How’s she going to do that? Never touch him? Considering how hard his modest rod protruded from his body, I wasn’t sure touching was required.

She slapped downward on his shaft on her way to a cabinet, a harsh strike that only made him groan with obvious pleasure. Opening a drawer, she pulled out an odd metal piece that looked like a penis. A groan of protest came out of her husband around the ball. That was not what he expected… or wanted.

“You will not be needing this tonight,” she chuckled, slapping his rigid cock again and again. “Might as well cage it up.” Diana turned toward me, holding the wire thing out. “Want to do the honors?” I gave her my required ‘No, Mistress.’ She grinned at my revulsion at the idea, turning toward her husband.

Her husband moaned actively, even though his eyes looked nervously down at the thing in her hand.

With practiced ease, she quickly had a large metal ring around the base of his scrotum and shaft. Then she pressed the cage around the shaft, forcing it inside a space much smaller than his raging man-meat. I could hear Ezra whimpering with the pain as she clicked the mechanism closed, locking it into position. The key went on a chain around her neck.

I stared at his tortured cock, cringing at the idea of having my tool in a cage like that. His erection quickly faded from the discomfort. The red face told me he felt all the humiliation of what she had done to him right in front of me, yet somehow, I sensed he was not unhappy.

She gently traced the cage with her hand, purring at the pleasure she was feeling having him in it. That took him over the edge as he settled down, as if he accepted her pleasure as what he really wanted.

Diana turned toward me, that soft face at the office now completely gone. “Do I have to spank you to get you to obey? I told you to get on the bed.”

Shuddering at the idea of this woman spanking me, I scrambled on the bed, arms and legs spread. She stepped to each corner, fastening a cuff around each limb, pulling to make sure the connection was tight. She attached these to the corners of the bed frame. Once she was done, it held me on my back firmly, unable to move at all.

I was a little scared about what was to come. My shaft had no such concerns. It was hard as a post, flopping on my abdomen, hungry for more.

She was on her knees between my legs. “This is a very handsome tool, young man. I will love taking advantage of you. Maybe I’ll even let you cum.” Maybe? How’s she going to prevent that?

Between her stroke and mouth, I was quickly moaning my pleasure. She switched around, positioning her sex right above my head. “Time to service your Mistress,” she giggled, dropping her hips.

I almost choked at the sudden fleshy folds covering my entire face. She ground her pubis and clit wherever she wanted, only pulling up periodically to allow me to grab a quick breath before she returned. My tongue was actively slashing across her.

A release came shuddering above me. I could hear her groan loudly, telling her husband how much better I was with my tongue than he was. She wouldn’t let up. Everything I did was better than her husband, as she taunted him with every category of my superiority.

Yet Ezra seemed to groan at her taunts, his cock once again growing red with hardening flesh pressing against the metal cage. She did that on purpose, knowing he wanted it!

Oh fuck! This suddenly became one of the hottest things I had ever done! There was something about being ‘forced’ to service her that made the pleasure of her release all the better. As if her pleasure was my reward.

“Time to taste that rod for myself, young Rick. You ready to please your mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, feeling her juices flowing down my face. I panted from the effort of my eating her. Squeezing my cock with my groin muscles, it bounced up and down.

She held my shaft straight up in the air, looking at her husband. “This is definitely a cock worth using. Don’t you agree, my cuck?”

His eyes had become molten bits of pure arousal. He wanted to be here, in this place, trapped, watching someone else service his wife. I had never seen such eagerness on a man’s face before.

She smiled at the effort, positioning herself above me. As she lowered herself, a grimace came across her face.

“Oh… you are a big one. One of the biggest I have ever had.” Slowly, she lowered herself, an inch, then back up, more, until she sat up straight, grinding her hips, all the way down.

Diana closed her eyes above me, slowly grinding her clit while pressuring my cock everywhere inside.

“Oh, my god… Ezra… so big… so full…” She shuddered, allowing the pleasure to take her.

I couldn’t tell exactly… this was my first time having a Mistress… but she seemed to really be getting into it. No longer controlling, she was shifting as if out of control, needing it. I punched upward a few times, to her gasps. She moaned deeply, groaning with each turn.

“Let me suck on your nipples,” I said, without remembering the proper address. She no longer cared. Leaning forward, holding them to my mouth. I suckled hungrily, maintaining the upward thrusts. Her groaning grew louder, more insistent. She was getting close.

Then something changed in me. I felt it push forward, laying every other priority aside. My need to control this woman pushed at me. I told her to lean forward, spreading her ass cheeks so Ezra could see my cock push inside her.

Diana did not hesitate, obeying immediately. She leaned over, hands spreading her ass. Groaning came from her husband again, only this time with a grimace of pain to match. I glanced over. His hard cock was pressing against the wire covering.

I punched upward multiple times as she moved her hips with me, mewling with pleasure. She had already cum several times for me. I wanted more!

Somehow, I knew the dynamic of our relationship had been reversed. She was now following my lead; no longer in charge, even if my limbs were still cuffed to the bed. She loved my cock and the pleasure of showing off for her husband. I wondered if anyone had done this to her before.

A cry of release filled the room as her arms fell to the bed, her body shuddering on top of me. Breath would not come as she panted.

I was in the zone now. “Unfasten me. Lie on your back, spreading your legs. I have plans.”

She no longer protested who was in charge. As soon as the release passed through her, she lifted off. Cuffs flew off my limbs, and she was on her back, using her arms to spread her legs fully. I got up, walked to stand next to Ezra, unfastening his gag.

“Looks like her body needs a good fucking. What do you say?”

“I think she does,” he smiled in reply. “A good hard fucking.”

Diana gasped on the bed; her legs still open. Her eyes locked with her husband’s, as if this was the first time this had ever happened.

I dropped on her, aggressively pushing inside, eager to meet my promise of a ‘good hard fucking’! For the next 45 minutes, I pounded inside, as she cried out with repeated climaxes. I moved her up on hands and knees, making sure Ezra had a full view of my violating her.

Funny how the dynamic had changed. I was in charge now, and she knew it, obeying my every little command. I was a raging machine, pistoning into her.

I pulled out abruptly, positioned her on hands and knees, shoved her face into the bed, and ordered her to stay there with her ass open to my need.

Oh yes, this was just what her new dominant needed. After more harsh thrusting, I exploded with ropes of my seed filling her. She cried out with one of the hardest orgasms I had ever seen, trembling underneath me.

I looked up at Ezra as she heaved for breath until I softened, flopping out. The smile on his face would not stop. Our eyes connected. He nodded to me, clearly thanking me for what I had just done for his wife.

Before she could fully recover, I walked around the bed, standing with my soft cock near her face, saying nothing. She did not need to be told what to do, reaching up with her mouth. When she had sucked me back to hardness, I ordered her to take her husband off his bindings, removing the cage, then told him to get on the bed.

I forced her to suck him, on her hands and knees, while I pounded her from behind. She really enjoyed that. I could see her eyes staring up at her husband every time she shrieked another release. He smiled down at her as if this had never happened before.

By the time I was done with her, Diana’s sex looked appropriately ravaged. She had taken it from me harder than either Belinda or Janet.

“I did a number on her, Ezra. I think you should get down there and soothe her.”

“Yes, Sir,” he replied, getting off the bed, giving a silent nod of thanks. He came around to kneel between her legs. I shoved his face into her mess of a crotch, telling him to lick up all the excess of our combined juices. This was something that Belinda’s husband enjoyed. Why not Ezra?

Diana came off the bed, moaning as his tongue found her scorching hot folds, eager to be licked just like that.

Between sucking and being fucked, she came and came… and then that amazing final blast! She collapsed in exhaustion, staring at me. I wonder if she even understood what had just happened? I certainly didn’t.

Ezra and I lay on either side of her, cuddling close. I smiled, playing with her enormous breasts. She trembled every time I pinched a nipple. Looking across at Ezra, cuddled up against her like the lover he was, I chuckled to myself.

The company controller ain’t so controlling now, is she? Now I was the controller, and I wanted to take a lot more. My shaft was already heating up again as my mouth came down on hers, kissing her forcefully right in front of her husband. Time to fuck some more…


HR Violation No. 3
Rick


[image: ]


Another email arrived from HR, my third in as many weeks. Come on! What does Jamie want now?

We had become friendly over this time. I thought that would calm her down, yet here it was. And always on a Friday morning?

“Thanks for coming, Rick. Please have a seat,” Jamie said, as if I didn’t know the procedure. I suddenly felt like one of those middle schoolers who made repeat visits to the principal’s office.

“What did I do now?” I said, looking at the now familiar HR VIOLATIONS folder on her desk, now with three strikes!

“Rick… you need to understand, this is a rumor-fed company. Your little fling with our Controller… Jesus, Rick. Everyone knows about it! Who’s next, the owner’s wife?”

She sat back in the plush office chair, folding her arms on her chest. The very picture of frustration. She clearly wanted me to say something. I wasn’t sure what to say. Should I plead the Fifth? Or confess all the details?

“I thought what I did on my time wasn’t company business. Did I misunderstand that?”

“Any time a junior associate is in bed with a member of the senior staff, it’s company business. Surely you know this.”

“She invited me over to help…”

“Yes… yes… everyone knows. Her Wi-Fi… Even your manager knew that was just an excuse to get you there. Did you have to stay the whole night?”

How the fuck did she know that? After our little cuddle interlude, things got really kinky with me controlling both of them. I even had them make it together in front of me until I ordered him to pull out at the last moment, spraying all over her face. Ezra loved that one!

“How do you know all this?” I asked in exasperation, still amazed she had so much detail. “What… did Diana come here after our time together to make a full confession?”

“Something like that,” Jamie smiled, a wry grin that left me even more confused.

There’s something going on here I need to understand. “And that something is…”

“… confidential,” Jamie said, finishing my sentence. She got up to hold her office door open. I guess the meeting was over.

“Unfortunately, Mr. Smithson, this is your third strike. This will need to go into your file and be reported to Mr. Wiley. You have left me with no alternatives.” Oh crap. Back to ‘Mr. Smithson.’

My confusion grew as I stood to walk out, wondering if I would even be here next week. I caught a sudden twinkle in her eye. The fierceness earlier in the meeting had turned to a blush. That hard tone had yielded to a wry smile, as if she could not hold the anger any longer.

Was none of it real? Pretending to be angry? Why would they do that? I felt suddenly like there was a piece missing, though damned if I could figure it out.

I stood right in front of her as I passed, stopping a moment, looking down at her. Her eyes locked on mine, and I almost shuddered. A spark had been set that I hadn’t even realized. Or maybe I just didn’t recognize it until now. Something was going on between us, something powerful.

I tapped her on the shoulder as I left her office, nodding my acceptance of her recommendation. I had to stop this craziness. Not even three months into my first job, and I’m already on the verge of being fired.

Still, I wanted another reason to see this amazing woman standing in front of me. Maybe I could ask her to lunch again.

All the way back to my cubicle, I felt eyes following me. The snickering of female workers was especially grating.

Fuck… why am I being written up and they aren’t? I almost asked that at the meeting with Jamie. It wouldn’t have made any difference. HR would hardly give greater weight to whatever a new employee said over the words of these company veterans.

As I sat down at my desk, I vowed to turn over a new leaf. No more playing around. I needed to get my act together.


SUSIE, THE OWNER’S WIFE


The Owner Looks for BIG Help from IT

Mr. Wiley has a price for Rick’s forgiveness. His wife needs support, too.


Chapter Seven


Rick


Two weeks later, my manager, Mr. Erickson, stuck his head out of his office, calling out over the sea of cubicles. “Smithson!”

I stood up. He jerked his head, telling me to come over. “Just got a note from the front office. Mr. Wiley wants to see you.” He did it as if this were a routine matter, to go on up.

Shit! Jamie had actually done it! Goddammit! I can’t believe she went through with her threat to inform the owner of Wiley Windows about what had happened over the last few weeks. ‘Had no choice,’ she told me. Just when I was starting to like her…

I walked up to his door, stood next to him, leaning close. “Sure, Mr. Erickson. Did he mention a time… or why he wanted to see me?”

“Go on up now. He’s waiting for you. As to why… Rick, you’ve been the star of a lot of gossip since you arrived. Mostly women talking. I’ve heard some too. You must have known it would eventually get to Mr. Wiley. This can’t be a total surprise. Having said that, his assistant only told me he needs some IT support for a special project and would need you for the rest of the day. That’s all I know.”

He’s right about the gossip. After Belinda, then Janet and the Controller, the word was out. I didn’t know what they were saying, even though every time I walked down the hall, I heard whispering and caught furtive glances in my direction. Clearly, my playing around had swept through the company.

I never understood how that was happening. Would these women really brag to their female colleagues about what I had done with them, often in front of their husbands? And then inform HR? Wouldn’t they be at the same risk?

Sighing deeply, I nodded my acceptance. Might as well face the music, right? I walked to the elevator for my trip to the top floor, wondering what special project he had, and whether I would even have a job in the next few minutes.

“Go on in,” his assistant said. “He’s expecting you.”

She smiled at me with that same knowing look I seemed to get from all the women at this company. There must have been a crestfallen look on my face, because as I passed her, she touched my arm, causing me to stop.

“Don’t worry, Rick. Everything will be fine.” And then a wink. What the hell is going on with this company?

“Mr. Smithson, thanks for coming to see me. Please have a seat.” The owner nodded to his assistant, who closed the door behind me.

Michael Wiley had founded Wiley Windows when he was in his 20s, using money from an uncle who had passed away. His name was Michael, but everyone called him ‘Mick.’

Now in his late 50s, he still seemed to have the same level of energy for doing more. He was a big, burly man, deep into six feet, with a barrel chest and enormous arms that told of a lot of time in the weight room. Even at his age, he still had a full head of hair, even if time was gradually transforming the brown to gray.

He reached across, offering a hand. His handshake almost broke my hand off! I squeezed it repeatedly out of view under his desk, trying to get some feeling back.

“You must know why you are here,” he started. “I have had a very disturbing conversation with Jamie in HR. Are these accusations true?”

His words were harsh, though the tone was confusing. Almost amused.

“Mr. Wiley, I…”

He held his hand up to interrupt. “That was a silly question for me to ask. I know they are true. I’ve spoken directly with Belinda, Diana, and Janet. They were quite complimentary about you, by the way.”

I sat back in my chair, now really confused. “Complimentary?”

“Normally, I would have to let you go. We don’t tolerate this kind of behavior at our company. Here, the glowing way these women spoke about you… You really gave them what they wanted, didn’t you?”

His nodding head and glowing smile told me he knew exactly what had happened.

No longer sure what was going on, I confessed. “I like to think so. They seemed to be into it, at least.”

“And from what Diana said,” he continued, as if I had said nothing, “you are welcome back at her house any time you want to come.”

He looked at the door, confirming it was closed, leaning to whisper softly to me. “Is her husband as big a cuckold as she claims? Totally submissive…”

Not sure how much I should say. Would Diana be upset if I gave away what we had done? I simply nodded.

“I knew it!” Mr. Wiley said, snapping his fingers in delight! “Funny how people can be. He seems like such a… manly-man,” he chortled. “I would never want to be like that with my wife, yet they seem the happiest couple we know. Maybe his being her sub is just what he needs.”

Oh yes, he loved it. I bore witness to that for sure. Ezra began the night tied in a standing X-position; with a cage, no less. He loved being her cuckold. By the end of the night, after I took control back, he was humping her like an avenging bull, to her screams of delight! Naturally, I didn’t tell Mr. Wiley any of that.

I needed to change the subject. “Am I in trouble?” I asked.

“Yes, and no. The way I hear it… from the horse’s mouth, so to speak… Diana tricked you into coming to her house. Dropped the whole Domme thing on you, and she forced you to go along. What else could you do, right?” I nodded my confirmation of what he said, sitting back in my chair as he winked at me. Would he really just let me off?

Then came a wicked smile. “The ‘no’ is that I’m going to need something from you in return. Jamie is going to send around an ‘all-hands’ memo to remind everyone about our zero-tolerance policy. Most of our female staff will understand this is your public punishment for… indiscretions, despite never mentioning you by name. You might get some teasing from colleagues about this being the Smithson Memo.”

His wry grin made me shudder about how much teasing I should expect.

“But I’m going to need something in return for making you the hottest cock in the company. And you will be. Everybody is going to want a piece of you once they hear what you have done for… well, you know who!”

He grinned again, looking at me with almost sympathetic eyes. “Just so you know how this all went down. My wife, Susie, is close friends with Diana. As soon as you left their house, Diana was on the phone with my wife, bragging about how many times she had come while you were there. She then immediately called me, demanding the same type of IT support.” His grin expanded into a full smile. “The price for my silence is simple. I need you to give my wife a solid humping, just like you did for the senior staff here at the company.”

My bug-eyed stare brought that smile to a burst of laughter. “You’re surprised?”

“Not sure what to say, Mr. Wiley. Your wife?”

“Susie has been my hotwife for years. I am what they call a ‘stag.’ I love her to get as much pleasure as she can. And from what I hear, that equipment of yours is just what she needs. At least, that’s what Susie thinks. And if it’s okay with her, it’s okay with me.”

He reached across the desk, handing me a piece of paper with a handwritten address. “She’s expecting you there in 20 minutes. Your manager is only aware of my needing you to help with a special project for the rest of the day.”

He stood, using arm motions to guide me to the door. The conversation was clearly over.

“I expect you to give it to her long and hard until she tells you to stop. If she agrees you are providing the service needed, she might make a video call, allowing me to watch. Give her what she wants, and we’ll forget this conversation ever happened.”

All the way over to their home, I worried about what it would be like. I had never been with someone that old before. She came to a company gathering in my first couple of weeks at the company, so I knew what she looked like. She wasn’t fat exactly. More full-figured. Just as you would expect for a woman in her 50s. She had large breasts, though. The top she wore at the annual founding celebration hugged her figure nicely.

Before I could think about the larger picture, I stood staring at their doorbell. She didn’t give me time to contemplate the situation. Even before I touched it, the door flew open. There she was. Her flowing black hair, highlighted with blond streaks, framed her face with a generous smile. She was wearing a thick bathrobe that went all the way to the floor.

“Come in, Rick,” Susie said. “Please go into the living room. I’ll be there shortly.”

I followed her hands, guiding me into an enormous room. It alone was bigger than my entire apartment, I think! The lighting was subdued, with statuary tastefully blended with the elegant furniture. In the center, next to a deep, plush sofa, was a leather ottoman/coffee table.

Before I could sit down, Susie came directly up to me, standing only inches away. Oh fuck! She had left the robe behind. Instead, a red bustier top pushed her already large breasts into a deep valley of cleavage that took my breath away. A skimpy garter belt and stockings set with thong panties was all that covered her legs and hips.

This outfit had me growing hard as I stared at the cleavage. She was full-figured, alright… in all the right places!

Her flared hips pressed against me as her hands traced down my arms. “Thanks for coming over,” she said. “I’ve wanted you ever since Diana called, saying what a great experience she and Ezra had.” Her hand trailed further down, gripping the rod, now fully engorged, pressing against my company khakis.

“Oh… You really are as big as she said.”


Chapter Eight


Rick


Her hands were all over my slacks and belt, almost frantic in wanting to get them off me. When my cock sprang out as she pushed the clothes down, I helped her get them off me, then just stood there. I was pretty sure she wanted me to take control like Diana had, though I was nervous. This was the owner’s wife!

Luckily, she had no qualms about taking the early lead. She dropped to her knees, taking my cock fully down her throat as I pulled my polo off, leaving me naked in front of her!

Susie had clearly done this before. Only Janet had taken me fully down her throat before. This mouth was on another level! She had no problem going all the way. It took several plunges, with licking and spittle for lubricant. Soon, she was aggressively slamming her head back and forth. Soft groans came over my shaft as her obvious pleasure fed my arousal.

She felt eager… though I wondered if she was like Diana… wanting to be in control sometimes, not others. My confidence in sexual situations had grown since joining this company. After Belinda, then Janet, and especially the hot session with Diana and her husband, I learned that sometimes you let things flow. Other times, you take charge.

Something in her manner… in her thirst for my cock… told me that taking charge was just what Mrs. Wiley needed. I grabbed her hair in my fist, plunging my cock down her throat.

“So you want some cock, do you? A big one like this?” I barked, pushing my cock down her throat until she struggled to breathe. I pulled back until she had a gulp of air or two, then right back in, viciously using her throat.

Susie shuddered at the sudden change. Those soft groans became deep moans as her hands fell to the floor, giving herself to my control. I could do this.

“Get on your hands and knees on the ottoman,” I barked. “Pull your panties off. Make sure your pussy never leaves my view.”

She stood, nervously staring at me. I knew at that moment I had read her perfectly. Just like Diana had been. She acted all in control until I started pushing at her. Then she crumbled into a needy woman who only wanted more.

I played with Susie a little, moving around behind, forcing her to shift her hips to make sure I could see her labia as she pushed the panties down. As soon as they were at her knees, I reached over, ripping them off her legs with a hard jerk.

She gasped at the sound of the ripping material. Her pussy lips glistened with her arousal, now gathering on the edges.

Something that had happened to Diana came to mind. She was on her knees late that night. Ezra was on the floor, on his knees, watching me control his wife. She leaned her head down to the bed, raising her hands back, pulling her ass cheeks apart, opening her sex to my view. ‘Please… please…’ she had said, wanting me to be inside her again.

I forced Susie’s head onto the ottoman. “Hold your sex open so I can see what you are offering,” I ordered. Her hands came up, visibly vibrating, as she gripped her ass cheeks, spreading herself open. The whimper from the ottoman told me I had guessed right. This was just what Susie wanted.

On impulse, I stepped out of the room, into the kitchen. After pouring myself a glass of water, I stood silently by the door, waiting. Would she force herself to maintain this position, or turn to look for me? She never turned, though her increasingly strong whimper told me she was ready.

I came up behind, pressing my rigid shaft against her opening, moving up and down for moisture. She gasped at the sensation. I could see her pussy pulsing as she tried to grip my cock on each pass.

When I inserted the head, her cry of arousal filled the immense room. She was sopping wet. I had no trouble pushing in. Each inch came with more whimpering as she felt me stretch her wider. Never have I felt prouder of my cock. This woman really liked it!

By the time I was fully inside, pumping for all I had, Susie thrashed against me, climaxing again and again. When I reached around, twisting her clit with each plunge, I thought the neighbors might call the police! Her screams grew frantic with the need for more.

After I came for the first time, grunting my pleasure into her, she collapsed on the ottoman, panting heavily. I knelt down beside her face, sitting on the floor, massaging her back and ass, stroking her hair. On every few passes, I would touch her clit again. She would tremble at each touch.

My confidence in being a lover grew with each of these experiences. After the fourth woman at Wiley Windows, I knew I could provide them with what they needed.

We went at it like that, never leaving the ottoman. I had her on her back, her head over the edge, until she sucked me hard again. Then I put her in any position I wanted until eventually she collapsed over the ottoman, drained and unable to continue, gasping for air.

“You are just like Diana promised,” she wheezed, still trying to recover. “Where did you learn to control a woman like that?”

“From Diana…” I laughed.

“And Ezra?” she asked. “She raved about your handling of him as much as what you did to her.”

“She tried to control me like she did Ezra. Didn’t stick. Pretty quickly, she was doing everything I demanded, including,” I snickered, “serving her husband. Ezra liked that part of it, though by the end of the night, he was back to serving her. He seemed more comfortable in that position. I let him go back to where he wanted to be.”

Susie rolled onto her side, reaching up to stroke my face. “You are pretty wise for one so young. Diana and I have been friends since she joined the company. She talked to me a lot about her changing home life over the years.”

“Ezra started out like most men, feeling like he had to be in charge of their relationship. Somewhere along the way… oh, gotta be a decade or more now… he confessed a desire for her to be more forceful with him in bed. Over that decade, his desire morphed into a totally female-dominated relationship. She can be quite controlling, and occasionally cruel to him… in my view, at least. He says nothing, simply loves it. Can’t get enough of her control. She makes all the decisions and, in recent years, makes it with whoever trips her fancy. She often forces him to watch on his knees, while she enjoys one or more guys on the bed.”

“What about you?” I asked. “Mr. Wiley says you have been his hotwife for a long time.”

“I have. My Mick loves me to play. And I do too. As I got older, my drive wasn’t as strong. I might have stayed hungry for more if they were all as good as you, young man. Most aren’t. And going to bars is not as much of an option for someone my age. It has become more hit and miss lately.”

She reached between my legs, stroking my heavy rod, which was already responding to all the talk. “You have given me a new spark of desire, Mr. Smithson…” she giggled, “… hasn’t he, Mick?”

“Yes, he has,” I heard from the hallway entrance. For the first time, I noticed the owner standing there for the first time. I thought about covering myself up, but if he had been there for any length of time, he would have seen me plunging into her already. I figured there’s nothing to hide after that!

Her husband had already stripped to his boxers. His cock pushed out the front, ready for some action.

“They weren’t kidding,” he smiled. “What have you done to my wife?” He said in mock anger, “I’ve never seen her so used up.”

I must have had a worried look on my face. His smile just grew broader as he massaged her back.

“Don’t worry about me, Rick. Take care of my wife… just like you’ve done all morning.”

I looked up at the clock. We had already been going at it for over two hours. This quick break had given me all the rest I needed. Her stroke helped. I got up, lifted her in my arms, carrying her right up to her husband.

He caressed her face. I could see the spark of their love, as strong as it must have been when they met. That romance has certainly taken them in a different direction, I thought. “Where to, Mr. Wiley?”

“When we’re at home, you can call me Mick, especially after you’ve boned my slut here.” He looked down at his wife, stroking her hair. “I can see why all the women have been glowing about that impressive weapon. Have a good time, did you?”

His wife whimpered, nodding her agreement. “I think your slut needs some more,” she giggled, cuddling back into my arms. “You going to join us, sweetheart?”

“Wouldn’t miss it. I think both of your holes need some attention, don’t you, Rick?”

Did he mean double penetration? I had never done that before!

“Sure… whatever she wants,” I said.

Susie purred in my arms as we walked toward the bedroom, whispering up at me. “His slut would like that very much.”


HR Violation No. 4
Rick
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“That was not the purpose of sending you up to Mr. Wiley, I’ll have you know,” Jamie said indignantly, as I sat in the ‘seat of shame’ in front of her.

I wondered whether I should make a standing appointment on her calendar! I had occupied my ‘seat’ for these conversations nearly every Friday for the last four weeks.

That folder lay on her desk with a big red ‘HR Violations’ stamp on the edge, now with 4 red-marker X’s for each transgression. I cringed. There were only two more checkboxes left on the top edge. What happens when I fill the folder up? At the rate I was going, it wouldn’t be long.

“Look, Jamie. You keep giving me all these warnings, seeming to know all about everything I’ve done. How is that possible? I can’t believe Susie called you as soon as we were…”

Her stern look suddenly grew subdued, less forceful; her eyes avoided mine. Could that be it? They called each other to share what had happened? It had to be something like that. All these women had been feeding her direct information about what we had done. Her ‘stern’ look did not seem so intense all of a sudden.

For the first time, I noticed her appearance had changed since we started her warnings. Gone were the conservative business suits of our first two meetings. The last two came with tight sweaters showing cleavage and short skirts.

I wondered… my newfound sexual confidence saw where it needed to go.

“Are you still upset with me?” I leaned forward onto her desk, placing an elbow on the top. She seemed to shrink back from my closeness.

“This must be your final warning. I cannot have you…”

“You want to hear about what happened at the Wileys, don’t you?” I interrupted. The shocked look on her face told me I was right. “We had a great time… I was there nearly all day.”

“Mr. Smithson! You have dug yourself a deep enough hole…” Oh no, back to ‘Mr.’ again!

“Truth is, I don’t believe you,” I said, leaning further forward, both elbows on her desk. “You want to hear the stories, don’t you?”

“Please, Mr. Smithson… don’t…”

Ignoring her plea, I continued on. “She answered the door in garters and stockings, a red bustier showing plenty of what she offered…”

Jamie’s nipples were on full high-beams now, poking out of her sweater, as she sat back in her chair, totally absorbed in my tale.

“None of it stayed on long…” I smiled.

Her hand went down to her lap, dragging the skirt up. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but the muscle movement in her arm told me a certain circular motion was taking place as our eyes stayed locked on each other.

“As soon as she got my clothes off, she dropped to her knees and…”

I told her the entire story, even the double penetration toward the end of the afternoon. Susie was wiped by this time, having climaxed so often she could barely hold her head up.

My HR rep gasped as I told her of Mr. Wiley entering his wife’s ass, a passage she did not resist nor was uncomfortable with. He, or someone, had been a visitor there many times. As we pounded into her, he told me to yank on her breasts, roughing them up as we gave her the dick she wanted. Susie simply came apart, coming again and again.

Jamie’s eyes were glassy with arousal, smoldering in the passionate story I had to tell. Her hand motions had become more intense as I neared the climax of the story. I tried to emphasize phrases that would add to her pleasure. She moaned as I told of Susie’s final blast, causing her to tremble between her men, finally collapsing, unable to continue.

Jamie closed her eyes as her own climax took control. I leaned back in my chair, smiling.

Before she could open her eyes, I quietly slipped out of her office, leaving her with her hands still down her pants as I closed the door behind me.

Oh yes, my relationship with HR had taken a sudden turn of its own. I really liked that and wanted to do more.


TERRI JO IN RECEIVABLES


TJ needs a BIG favor!

Rick’s friend at work asks him for a ride home.

She and her husband have their own support needs.


Chapter Nine


Rick


The next week flew by. We were in the middle of a system-wide upgrade. I had hardly had a moment to think about everything that had happened since I had joined Wiley Windows. All I knew was that my rod had gotten more use in the last six weeks than it had the previous six years!

Even though I was busy, my memory was never far from what happened with Jamie last Friday. It was hard for me to understand that even though I had never touched her, watching Jamie climax in her office may have been the hottest thing I had ever witnessed.

We had taken some odd steps in developing a relationship with each other. I just wish I knew what it was.

Right now, I didn’t have time to think about it. The system upgrade was consuming every minute of my workday. By Thursday, we had converted most of the desktops. Only one department remained. Receivables.

That promised to be fun. I was friendly with a woman in that department named Terri Jo (everyone called her TJ). We both entered the company on the same day. At 24, she was much closer to my own 22. Turned out she had graduated from State U a couple of years before me, working another job before joining Wiley. We went through New Employee Orientation together and stayed friendly afterward.

Nothing was going to happen with her. I knew that. She was married. Her husband was older, in his mid-30s, she said, despite their being together for some years already. Married for the last three. I had never met him.

TJ just became a work friend. We would chat if we ran into each other, and even had an occasional lunch. She had a fun sense of humor, and she was cute, with long dark hair, an ample chest, and a sensuous smile. Our time together always included lots of laughter. We did some occasional off-color banter, though definitely nothing intended to go further. She was just fun to hang out with.

Our contact had fallen off since my workplace adventures had started. I often wondered whether she had heard the same rumors as everyone else and was avoiding me. Today would be an excellent test.

I made my way through the desktops in her area over the course of the day. TJ and I took a lunch break together, running over to a fast-food joint just down the road. I had very little time to spare.

Regrettably, she wasn’t her normal upbeat self. Her car had broken down on the way to work that morning, she told me. They towed it to a repair shop. I offered to give her a ride home… strictly as a friend. She thanked me for the offer, telling me she had already made other arrangements.

Around 4 that afternoon, just as I was finishing up the last PC, TJ asked if I was serious about the offer to drive her home. Her ride had bailed, she said. Of course, I’d be happy to, I told her. They didn’t live far from the Wiley factory.

Just as I pulled into the parking lot of her apartment complex, she asked me if I would like to come up for a drink. She had told her husband about her friend at work. He wanted to meet me.

Why would he want to meet me? We weren’t that close! Still, her open warmth convinced me. Why not? I needed to meet more people anyway…
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“Come in… come in…” Colin said, extending his hand. Her husband was a big guy. I wasn’t small, having wrestled in the heavyweight class in college, but I was undersized for that division, at only 215 lbs., about 6 feet. I was more of the solidly built type, with wide shoulders and muscular legs.

Colin was just BIG! Had to be six-foot-four, with a monstrous chest and hands that made mine look like they belonged to a middle schooler. He had a fashionable three-day beard and a polo shirt that hugged his chest. His heavily muscled arms, thick as telephone poles, strained the sleeves. Jesus, how much time did this guy spend at the gym?!

He got a beer for both of us, inviting me to sit at one end of the sofa. He sat on the other end. TJ had disappeared. Changing her clothes, I guessed.

“So how do you like working at Wiley’s?” Colin asked. “TJ sure likes it.”

I enjoyed working there as well, I told him. We chatted for a bit. He apparently worked for a construction company, something to do with concrete forms. Probably explains the enormous chest and arms! Surprisingly, he did not have heavily calloused hands. I asked him about it. They wore heavy gloves when working with the materials. ‘Would cut your hands up if you didn’t,’ he told me. Made sense to me.

A few minutes later, TJ returned to the room. I almost stopped breathing. She wore a piece of nothing lingerie set that had me instantly tingling down below. The outfit left her substantial cleavage fully exposed with only a crisscross of straps keeping the sheer cups covering her nipples. Thong panties and a virtually transparent short nightgown barely dropping to mid-thigh were the only things not leaving her totally bare.

Colin smiled, looking at me, then at his wife. “Told you he would like that outfit.”

I kept going back and forth between them. Her flushed face and rigid nipples told me she was into this. His own gaze was like a wolf, ready to pounce. Shit…

She walked straight over to the sofa, sitting next to me. Colin shifted with her, moving over to touch her other side, pressing her harder against me. Her hand went to my leg, squeezing seductively.

“I’m so glad you came,” she said. “Colin and I have been talking about this… especially after hearing all the glowing reviews.” Oh, no… she’s been hearing the same thing as Jamie.

I squeezed into the armrest tighter, trying to move away from her. She just moved closer.

Her husband chuckled. “We’ve wanted to try this for a while,” he said. “Just couldn’t find the right partner to join us. After she breathlessly told me about the scorching path you were blazing through the front office… well… she wanted to see what all the fuss was about. Didn’t ya, babe?”

I couldn’t believe the look on her face. My work friend had suddenly become a vixen, hungry to get whatever she wanted.

She shifted her body toward me, allowing her husband to remove the thin nightgown that covered little, anyway. Her hand changed direction, gradually stroking up my leg. Each pass moved slightly higher.

“Colin has wanted to share me ever since I told him about a threesome I did before I met him.” I could see her husband’s head nodding in agreement, though the wicked smile on her face told me this wasn’t all his doing.

“After Belinda told me how big you were, I suggested to Colin you might be the right choice.”

“We’d like to invite you to spend the night with us,” Colin said. “I promise to give you open access to my lovely wife here, no strings attached, as long as I get to watch. Use her how you like, as long as you like. I would like to join in, though that’s not required. Just give her as much pleasure as she wants.”

I reached up to graze one hard nipple lightly with my hand. That was apparently the positive sign they were looking for. He reached in back, disconnecting whatever held that nothing of a top together, sliding it off her breasts as her hand made its final journey upward.

She gripped my rod through my khakis. A soft gasp came out of her throat. “Oh, babe… he really is that big. Bigger than you, even.”

Colin smiled. “Well, my friend. Are you willing to give my wife the fucking she wants?”

TJ wasn’t about to let me say no. Her hands were all over my zipper and belt, frantically pulling back whatever covered the prize she sought. Her gripping me had brought my cock to its full glory. Before I could say anything, her lips covered my exposed spongy head, licking off the pre-cum that had already formed at the tip.

What am I supposed to do now? Not only could I not believe this was actually happening, especially not from this woman, who, until earlier today, had only been a work friend. Her husband was staring at me… I don’t know how to describe it… encouraging me? Like he wanted this just as much.

Why did this stuff keep happening to me at this crazy company?

My cock won the debate. Might as well, I figured. I leaned back, shifting my hips out a bit. Her hands completed opening my work khakis, pulling them down as I helped her.

Then I started as her husband got up, came to the other side of the sofa, tugging at my company polo. I couldn’t believe it. This monster of a man could not wait for his wife to get my clothes off so I could fuck her!

Okay… I know what you’re thinking, and you’re right. This is not the weirdest thing that has happened to me since joining Wiley Windows. Visiting Diana and her cuckold husband still held that crown.

I leaned forward a bit, allowing him to pull my shirt off, and settled back, spreading my legs further.

As I did this, TJ got off the sofa, helping me pull the khakis off my legs. Shoes & socks with them. Our eyes met. That look of desire shook me. All I could do was lean back onto the sofa, allowing her open access.

Those eyes sparkled as her hands slowly stroked my shaft, already hard as stone. In her most adorable voice, she begged me. “It’s so big. Is it okay if I suck your cock? Please?”

If I didn’t know how playful she can be, her act would have been almost patronizing. Especially considering the strong desire so obviously written on her face. She wanted this badly and made me feel like the only man in the room. I stroked her cheek with the back of my hand, lightly wove my fingers in her hair and, with a gentle tug, gave her the signal for her to go ahead.

Oh, fuck! She attacked my cock with her mouth. This woman wanted everything I had. She slammed me down her throat, taking me all the way to the base. She went at me with a thirst I had never seen in my short sexual life, as if she needed every inch of me.

I worried for a minute she would make me cum too soon. She didn’t. Instead, she stopped, got on her feet, ripping her thong off. Before I could do anything else, she scrambled onto my lap, positioning her sex on top of my stiff rod. She dropped hard, a groan of pure pleasure coming out of her throat, as I penetrated her all the way to the base.

No one had taken me that easily before, and she did it with both her mouth and her seemingly bottomless pussy. As soon as Colin had his clothes off, I knew why. He was just as big as I was. Her hunger wasn’t about size. It must have been about the newness, the variety. My co-worker hungered for that, no question there.


Chapter Ten


Rick


TJ turned toward her husband, crooking a finger for him to come to her. She grabbed him in a fist, pulling his cock into her mouth. The groaning started again. This gal really likes to suck dick!

“My wife really likes sex, Rick,” Colin said, looking down to watch his wife sucking him. “Just let her have what she wants. I promise… her enthusiasm will make it worth your while.”

I leaned back, watching, nodding my acceptance.

You never really know about somebody, do you? At the office, TJ, of the conservative business clothes, could not be sweeter or more considerate, always laughing and having fun. Seemed so innocent. She made the workday brighter just by being there.

This woman was far from that! This TJ was making my day brighter alright, and this vixen was hungry for everything we could give her, and more! She was frantically slamming herself onto my shaft while devouring her husband down her throat. There’s no question in my mind that Colin could have a line of guys waiting. She would have taken them all. She was simply on fire!

After all the experiences since joining Wiley, my confidence had grown. I could handle this kind of need. I grabbed her hips, slamming myself repeatedly upward. She gasped, rotating her hips with each of my plunges until she let go of the cock in her mouth, crying out with an orgasm that shook her entire body. I could see her frame visibly vibrating as she took all I had to give.

TJ groaned deeply, rotating her hips so her clit ground on my pubes until she came again, this one stronger than the one before. I never stopped lunging into her.

Colin tapped me on the shoulder, pointing at her breasts. I got the message. She was moving of her own accord anyway. I moved my hands up to her breasts, alternately pinching, pulling, groping, suckling. She shook on top of me.

I looked up at her husband again. His eyes were wide as he stared at his wife, going wild on my cock. I wondered at that moment whether this was what he expected.

“Oh, Colin… he fills me so full… I love his cock…” she said, climaxing again, screaming, her hips grinding away.

Colin wanted something more. As soon as she came down from her latest release, he grabbed hold of her head, aggressively face-fucking his wife. Her hands dropped to her sides as she opened wide, allowing him to do what he wanted. I followed his lead, grabbing her hips, slamming upward again.

We had her trapped, giving her no other choice. Her men were going to fuck her senseless. And we did! Her groans became moans, becoming whimpers. She was coming apart under our assault, repeatedly screaming as she shook with another release. I could see her stomach clenching as the orgasmic waves scorched through her.

Finally, she could take no more. Colin’s cock fell out of her mouth as she collapsed on top of me. Gasping, she whispered something like ‘I’ve missed that’ between her heaving breaths. What did she mean by that? Was she that active before they got married? She certainly loved being in the center this time!

I suddenly realized I had not cum yet, and neither had Colin.

Her husband lifted her off my impaling stick, draping her gently in his arms, walking toward the bedroom. I wondered if she was out for the night, the way she was dozing in his arms, eyes closed.

He stopped in the hallway, looking back at me. “You coming?”
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This young lady was not nearly done. We went at it deep into the night. The first time we took her in both her lower holes, I thought she was having a stroke. She came so hard, thrashing between us, I was sure they could hear it two apartments over. Colin reached over on the nightstand, quickly grabbing a towel he had placed there, shoving it into her mouth to muffle the sound. TJ’s orgasms kept getting stronger as the night went on. His wife had become insatiable.

By the time we all collapsed from exhaustion, Colin and I had each cum three times, filling both her holes below until she protested she could do no more.

That’s what she said, at least. Her needs disagreed, apparently. Twice during the night, I woke to find TJ ready to start again. The first time, she worked with lips on my shaft until I woke up, ready to go. Colin slept through that one.

The second time, she mounted me, sliding her smooth wet sex across my flaccid member until I got hard enough to go back inside. Colin raised his head on his elbow, watching that time. She touched him while she rode me. Even though I was the one inside her, these two had a connection that was unshakable, as if she was doing it to please him as much as herself.

When I woke up the next morning, I looked at the clock. It was past 8 in the morning. We had to get going. TJ and I were supposed to be at work by 9. Colin had her cuddling into his body as they slept the sleep of love. I could not help admiring what they had… despite what we had been doing all night.

I got up, slipping into the shower. Before I finished, TJ joined me. We scrubbed each other, kissing constantly.

“Thanks,” she said. “That was amazing. I hope you enjoyed it, too.”

“Let’s just say I’m glad your car broke down,” I chuckled.

“Oh, that… It didn’t. I just said that so you would bring me home.”

“What?” I pinched her nipple as she cried out with laughter, playfully pushing my hands away. “You didn’t need to do that. Next time, just ask. As you can see, I’m willing.”

Her eagerness was endearing and had me ready to take her against the shower wall, but we couldn’t be late. I opened the shower door to see her husband standing there, leaning against the cabinet.

“From what I hear, you are in high demand,” Colin chuckled, handing me a towel. “We wondered if a normal invitation would be enough.”

TJ got out, stepping up to her husband, arms in the air. He immediately reached for the second towel, drying her off, paying especially close attention to her breasts and sex.

“Are you sure you guys haven’t played before?” I asked as I dried myself.

TJ smiled, turning around, allowing him to dry her backside. This gave me another full view of her luscious mounds swaying with his movement.

“No, though I did before we were married,” she said. “We talked a lot about it over the last couple of years. I just never had the courage to go through with it, despite Colin always wanting to explore my kinky side. Weren’t you, hon?”

“Any time you want, babe. Any time,” Colin said, winking at me. “It’s going to be hard to top tonight, though. Our stud really gave it to you.”

“You were no slouch either, my friend,” I laughed. “I couldn’t believe she could take us in her ass, one after the other.”

TJ giggled, turning to the mirror. I loved watching her brush her hair naked, her breasts jiggling with each stroke. This was torture! I had to drop my towel lower to cover the rising attention she was getting.

“I love anal,” she said. “We’ve been doing that since the beginning of our relationship. I met Colin at a party during my sophomore year of college. By that time, I had been very active on campus, and been at the center of several threesomes. He took me home that night, filling every hole. Didn’t ya, babe?”

“Best night of my life,” Colin said, “except for the night you agreed to become my bride. That will be very hard to top!”

She pressed her body against his, kissing him passionately. Before they could get going, I coughed lightly, trying to get their attention.

“We’ve gotta go, TJ. I have to finish my upgrade project today.”

TJ turned, giggling, a flush coming across her face and chest. Funny, isn’t it? All the shit we did last night, and she’s embarrassed at the open display of affection with her husband! Go figure.

I walked back to the living room, picking up my clothes. Luckily, my khaki slacks and company polo were the same every day. No one would know I wore them two days in a row (except for being a little gamy). Before I left, Colin invited me to come back anytime I wanted.

The drive back to the shop was an absolute hoot. Who knew fucking a girl all night long would put her in such a good mood?! As we pulled into the parking lot, TJ reached across the car to trace my shaft with her fingers.

“Colin was serious about coming back. He doesn’t even have to be there. He has given me permission to be with you whenever I want.”

“Do you… want that?”

“Oh, yes… as often as you’re willing.”

“I don’t really want to interfere with the love you have for each other. If we get together again, I’ll call in advance. That will give you a chance to make sure he still feels the same before we do it. Okay?”

She kissed me on the cheek, nodding her appreciation.

We walked into the Admin building together. I had to stop myself from holding her hand. Glad I did because coming up the steps right behind me was Jamie from HR!


HR Violation No. 5
Rick
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By 11 that morning, I got my HR summons. That didn’t take long.

“What am I going to do with you, Mr. Smithson?” Crap, back to ‘Mr.’ again.

“What have I done this time?” I asked, trying to feign innocence, as I sat down in my ‘seat of shame’ again. The folder on her desk with a large, aggressive X across the fifth box was all I could think about.

“I recruited TJ to the company,” Jamie started. “We’ve been close since high school. I asked her what was going on when you came in together. She told me.” I can’t believe it! Why would she do that?

“What difference does that make?” I protested. “Off company property, on our own time. Why do you care?”

Her face flushed suddenly, turning away. She tried to recover with bluster. “Have you lined up dates with every woman in the factory, too?”

“Well…” I grinned, seeing her feelings peek through the bluster. “… my dance card is full into the fall. I might be able to squeeze you in…”

“Rick, please,” she interrupted. “Don’t make this any harder than it is. You’re in real trouble here, despite what you did for Susie last week.”

She was really red now. I could see her worry and curiosity warring inside, leaving her unsure of where to go. I gave her a little nudge in my direction.

“You want me to tell you about what we did last night… like I did before?”

Jamie gasped, looking at the open door to her office, as her hand fell to her lap. I stood up, shut her office door, taking her hand movement as permission.

“Go ahead,” I whispered, stepping around behind, leaning over her. “I want to watch you pleasure yourself.”

My hand brushed across a breast as I reached down, pulling her dress up so I could see what she was doing. One of her hands was already circling her clit. The other pulled her panties aside.

My finger joined hers on her clit. Not touching, only pressing down a little harder on top of her digit. The moan that escaped her lips was what I wanted to hear as I pressed my fingers into her damp opening.

“When I first got there, Colin…”


CLARA, THE IT MANAGER’S WIFE


His Manager’s Wife Wants a BIG Deposit Made

The Information Technology department holds a party after the annual golf tournament. His boss’s wife is the prize.


Chapter Eleven


Rick


Golf sure is a different game. Some of my co-workers love it. They talked about the annual department golf outing endlessly, working on their swings and putting in preparation. Others cringed every time they brought it up, knowing that embarrassment and humiliation would be their lot for the day. I was certain yelling ‘fore’ was going to be a major part of my efforts since I had never played before!

My dad tried to get me out for a few rounds when I was young. It was simply too boring for me. Truth is, even at 22, it still was, despite knowing I would love the beautiful landscape of the Blue Hills Country Club, where they always held the event. It would be a great day outdoors, at least.

My boss knew I didn’t play, but insisted I come to the event anyway. I had only been with Wiley Windows for a couple of months. He thought it would be a great ‘team-building’ exercise… whatever that meant. Afterwards, they always had a fun party at his house.

It would help me get to know my co-workers better, he claimed. I wasn’t sure how chasing errant balls all over the course was supposed to do that, though I reluctantly agreed to go. There were 16 of us in IT at Wiley Windows. I was told by nearly everyone of them that this is the party you never want to miss.

We had fun. I’ll give Mr. Erickson that. Between the drinking and joking about who had the worst shot each hole, I had a great time getting to know my colleagues better.

One part of the event caused some confusion, however. I heard them whispering about the winner getting ‘free use’ at the party tonight. Everyone else seemed to know what it meant. Except for me, of course.

By the time I got up the courage to ask about it, I was second-to-last in the standings. My powerful upper body allowed me to drive the ball a long way. It just never went where I wanted it to go!

When we were straggling behind, looking for one of my uncontrolled drives late in the afternoon, Jerry, a Data Admin, told me about this being an annual event. Mr. Erickson’s wife was quite good looking and loved to ‘play around.’ And Mr. Erikson liked her to do it, Jerry told me. The wife took the winner back to the bedroom during the party and didn’t come out until everyone was ready to leave.

Crap! What kind of company is this? After all my sexual encounters with senior managers and now Jamie in HR, I wondered how they got any work done.
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After freshening up at the country club, we followed the boss to the after party, where Mrs. Erickson, or Clara as she insisted we called her, invited us in. Because of the consumption of a lot of beer on the course, the crowd was boisterous and not feeling any pain.

Considering the story Jerry had told me about the boss’s wife, she had dressed rather conservatively. Still, the loose blouse had a bra noticeably missing, and the shorts might have been tighter than I would have expected for a lady in her 40s.

Clara clearly took care of herself. Despite the pictures of kids all over the house, she must have worked hard to get her figure back after the last one. Jerry was right. She was attractive enough to be intimidating.

She walked around the house, greeting everyone warmly. Every arm received a soft, inviting touch. There were only two women in the IT department, and both were here. Sara, my partner in Desktop Support, and Jemma, who pulled off a surprise second-place finish this year.

Jared, a tall, lanky guy who helped maintain the robotics on the factory floor, had won the tournament. This was his third win in a row. Clara paid especially close attention to him as she made her way around. I no longer wondered about the truth of Jerry’s story. The way he looked at her confirmed every word. He KNEW her… if you know what I mean!

She paid a lot of attention to Jemma, too. Maybe she likes to be open-minded about the winners! Jemma certainly did not mind the touching. The way they hugged and kissed made it clear she was open to anything Clara had in mind.

This company was going to be the death of me! The heads of several departments have already taken me into their beds, often in front of their husbands. The owner and his wife did the same. Now, my department head’s wife invites the winners into hers? Certainly not what I expected in corporate life while I was growing up!

“So you’re the famous Rick that everyone is talking about?” Clara asked, startling me out of my self-reflection, as I leaned for a fresh beer in the cooler. Her slim fingers traced down my arm.

“Famous?” I stuttered. I wasn’t used to a woman touching me like this. It was clear she was stroking me suggestively, and it was working.

“I have had several calls from my husband’s management colleagues, extolling your virtues.” Shit… who had she talked to?

“Calls?” I was feeling like an idiot, unable to put two words together.

“Oh yes,” she said, those fingers finding their way down to squeeze my firm ass. “I think I might open up this evening’s fun to include more players. Would you like that?”

“What fun did you have in mind?” I stammered out.

“Fun that we would both enjoy.”

A nervous glance at Mr. Erickson relaxed me a little. He was smiling in our direction, nodding for me to go ahead.

I turned back to her, reaching up to run my hand down her back. “I tend to be a little more controlling. Is that what you like?”

Now it was her turn to shudder. “I would love to be controlled by you and your… equipment.”

Jared suddenly walked up, standing between us. “Get to the back of the line, newbie. She’s taken.”

“Now, Jared,” she purred, snuggling against his chest, looking up into his eyes. “No need for that. I have been talking to Mr. Erickson. We are going to open things up a little this year. Take a new direction.”

This news did not settle him down at all. His hostile look in my direction made me step back.

“Not my call, Jared,” I said, holding my hands up in surrender. I didn’t want to get into a ruckus at a work party, even though I was confident I would rip him to shreds. All those years of wrestling taught me well. I would have him on his back with a knee to his throat before he even knew he had fallen.

There was a ring of metal on glass from the main hallway bridging the two rooms. All eyes turned to see Mr. Erickson wanting everyone’s attention.

“Thank you all for coming. Clara and I would like to thank you for participating in this year’s tournament and for coming to our home for our annual celebration.” He held a piece of paper up. “This year’s winner, for the third year in a row, is Jared, from Manufacturing Support.” Cheers and whistles. “We have a new second-place finisher this year. Jemma, from User Experience. Off by only 1 stroke!” Another round of applause.

The cheers for Jemma took on a different tone, though, her face flushing red. I looked around. Everyone seemed to know what that meant. She certainly did. Furtive eye connections with Clara told me they both understood.

“As you know, every year, the winner gets to taste a little… home cooking.” Now it was Clara’s turn to blush as she stepped forward, bowing. Somewhere along the way, she had lost her sandals. “But this year, we are changing things up a bit. Our department is growing, and my wife wants to give more opportunities to taste… her cooking.”

The smile on my boss’s face, and the hardening of Clara’s nipples under that blouse…

Okay, I’m a few watts short of a light bulb. I finally got it. His wife was the ‘home cooking!’

“Since Jared and Jemma won the tournament, they will go first. This year, we want to offer open access to her charms, declaring tonight a ‘free use’ session. Once Jared and Jemma are done, anyone else who wants to have a go will be welcome to join them in the bedroom. Questions?”

No one moved, though a space seemed to open around his wife. I could feel the anticipation growing.

“Jared and Jemma, if you will be so kind…” he said, his arm sweeping toward his wife as he stepped back. She was trembling in the middle of the space. Her excitement was infectious as the entire room held its collective breath.

Both knew just what to do. Jared stepped in front. Clara held her hands away from her body. The winner slowly unbuttoned her blouse as Jemma reached around from behind, unbuttoning her shorts. As if they had choreographed it from the start, the blouse came over her head and the shorts down her legs at the same time.
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Fuckin’ A! There she was, naked in front of the entire party as she stepped out of the shorts. Those nipples were hard as pebbles. Her full breasts rising and falling with her aroused breathing. I could see the moisture on her folds as Jemma put her arms around her, one hand heading directly to her clit, flicking it roughly. A groan came out of Clara’s throat. It didn’t last as Jared’s tongue slammed into her mouth, his hands finding her breasts eager to be touched.

“Now, now, children,” Mr. Erickson scolded affectionately. “The playroom is back there.” He pointed to the hall.

Jared stepped behind, taking the petite woman into his powerful arms, but he did it in such a way that her back was against him, legs spread wide, dangling in front. He pulled back on the legs, extending her crotch out for all to see how aroused she was. Moisture glistened on her folds. Clara’s breath was short and raspy. Oh yes, this was just what she wanted.

Jemma buried her face in that welcoming box, as Jared held her helplessly in that position. Her extended tongue flicked at Clara’s clit as she licked broad strokes up each side. Clara was panting now, whether from the awkward position or the licking, I couldn’t tell. Who cares? She loved it all the same.

Before she could find relief, Jemma stepped back, walking toward the hall. Another round of cheers rose from the gathering as Jared followed his partner without changing her exposed position. This left Clara with her crotch leading them toward the bedroom.

They had clearly left the door open, so it was not long before moans, grunts, and squeals found their way into the party space.

Everyone seemed to ignore the situation, cracking open new beers, turning to the ball game on the TV, and resuming their conversations. Occasionally, a loud cry would escape the bedroom, announcing a happy ending! The crowd would clap and cheer.

Mr. Erickson came over, pulling me down the hall to a guest bedroom. On the way, we both saw Jared plowing into Clara on her back, while Jemma sat on her face, ordering her to eat her. Mr. Erickson just smiled, closing the door to our room behind him. Presumably, he didn’t want anyone else to hear our conversation.

“My wife has been looking forward to your visit ever since Janet told her how good you were. Are you willing to take part, even if Jared had to go first? The staff had been looking forward to our tournament all year.”

The pleading in his eyes told me he really wanted me to do it… to fuck his wife.

“Is it like this every year?” I asked.

“Well… no,” Mr. Erickson said, looking at me with a wry grin that told me this was not the first time someone had asked him that question. “Usually, only the winner goes back to have his way with her. She was so interested in adding you to the mix that we agreed on free use for this year’s party. Only half a dozen guys will actually go back there, anyway. Many of these geeks wouldn’t know what to do. My wife is an insatiable slut. She’ll have no trouble with most of these guys. They’ll likely cum quickly. That’s why I want you to go last.”

I shuddered, thinking of what her sex would be like after six guys had cum in her. Like fucking a Boston cream pie!


Chapter Twelve


Rick


As if reading my thoughts, Mr. Erickson smiled again. “Don’t worry. Sara likes to do cleanup. She’s done it every year since she joined us. After the last guy cums, she’ll get a chance to do what she enjoys. Then, I invite you to take my wife as long and hard as you want. If she’s too tired by then, Jemma has agreed to be an available option for your needs. The way I hear it, you might outlast them both.” They had thought this thing through…

I nodded I was glad to do it, just as grunts filled the hall between the rooms.

Mr. Erickson smiled. “See what I mean? Jared is full of bluster. Unfortunately, he can’t go the distance she wants. Clara won’t be happy. I think he finished even quicker than he did last year.” I nodded again.

Back in the hallway, a crowd had formed around the bedroom door. Jemma and Clara were on the bed, caressing each other, kissing, while Jared stood on the side, watching like everyone else. His spent desire was obvious, hanging limp in front of him.

There were only five at the door. My golfing buddy, Jerry, had already left the party. As had 5 others. That left the four guys and Sara standing there, all looking lustfully at the bed. The guys stroked themselves through their jeans. Jemma alternated pinching Clara’s nipples and rubbing her used crotch. The naked women seemed to enjoy having an audience.

The two finally broke apart as Jared gave his thanks for the fun time. As soon as they heard the front door close, Jemma joined Clara, waving for the remaining staff to join them. Clothes flew around the room as these guys jumped at the chance.

Sara stood to the side, waiting. A hungry look on her face. I walked over to stand behind, pulling her against me. My stiff rod made her gasp when I pressed it against her ass. She seemed uncomfortable in some ways, though she did not stop my hands from flowing freely over her body as we watched the action on the bed.

Mr. Erickson wasn’t wrong. One guy came almost as soon as he touched Jemma. Another after only half-a-dozen strokes inside his wife. The other two ganged up on Clara, one in her mouth, the other pounding furiously into her sex. Neither took long.

You would think these guys had never had a woman before. I wondered at that moment if this was the only sex they got the entire year!

Clara sighed when the last guy came. Disappointed, she allowed the shaft in her mouth to fall away. Both guys quickly gathered their clothes, leaving the house.
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I pulled Sara’s T-shirt off her body. She protested gently. I doubt she had ever done her thing naked before. As I unfastened her bra, pulling her shorts and panties off, I whispered to her. ‘Have fun.’

Sara dove straight into Clara’s folds, licking, sucking, flicking on her clit. Clara turned her face to Jemma, who fell to her mouth. The two women kissed as Sara did her best work down below. Soon Clara was moaning again. I could see the excitement rising in Sara too. Eating this woman to an orgasm got her going.

Jemma moved down to suckle on Clara’s nipples as a soft whimper of release filled the room. I nodded at Mr. Erickson. He just smiled, knowing what was coming next.

Sara rolled over to cuddle with Jemma, whose hands roamed freely on her co-worker. Both of them stared at me. I got so caught up in watching them play; I had forgotten my role.

I hooked my finger at Clara, telling her to take my clothes off. She got out of bed, crawling across the floor to me, going for my shorts first. This lady knew what she wanted. The combination of all the action over the last hour had left me with a very stiff rod. She locked eyes with me and made a sensual display of licking off the pre-cum coating the tip before taking me into her mouth, struggling to take more than half. Mr. Erickson frowned, almost gasping as he saw how big I was. He must have been worried about that size and his wife.

“You want this, don’t you?” I asked her.

“Oh yes. I’ve heard so much about the marvelous things it can do to a woman. I want this inside me.” She stood up, wrapping her fist around my rod and started dragging me toward the bed. Mr. Erickson just smiled, giving me a kind of ‘what can I do?’ shrug, nodding his approval.

Jemma and Sara sat on the side of the bed, gasping at Clara’s vulgar display as she positioned herself on hands and knees. She hung over the edge of the bed as she reached back to present her sex to me. I could see her panting with need.

“Do it,” she said. “Stick that monster inside me.”

Even after Sara’s thorough cleaning, she was still wet enough that she would not have any trouble taking me. I stepped up, driving myself forcefully into her welcoming snatch. Her needy moan of pleasure electrified the room. Even my boss groaned at the sound coming from his wife.

Once fully seated, Clara started growling, pushing back against me as her body raced toward orgasm. I reached up, pushing her face onto the bed. Grabbing her hands, I pulled them back toward me, using them for leverage to pound away at her, quickly delivering her orgasm. Her thrashing and explosions of release kept coming.

I would not let up, even as she went from groans to moans to whimpering. I reached around, pinching her clit, and she went off, shaking underneath with a sudden blast. Clara finally collapsed on the bed after experiencing multiple orgasms in rapid succession. I still hadn’t cum.

Nudging her forward, I followed her onto the bed, flipped her onto her back and went back to pounding my boss’s wife hard. Watching a beautiful woman staring me in the eyes as I made her cum was an incredible turn-on.

After she cooled from her latest orgasm, I positioned myself into a plank and drove the full length of my rod into her. The only contact between us was my cock as it stretched her canal. Clara’s mouth formed an ‘O’ as she luxuriated in the sensations I was giving her entire sex.

“Oh my god, this feels so good.” A quick glance at Mr. Erickson told me… this was exactly what he wanted!

Jemma and Sara joined on each side of her. I changed my angle to allow them access, pushing my chest off as they attacked her breasts, pulling, pinching, suckling.

“Fuck me, you beast… give it to me… all of it,” she growled after coming for what seemed like the umpteenth time. Happy to…

I pulled her legs up, bending her in half, ankles next to her head as she stared up at me on her back. This left her completely exposed to whatever I wanted. And what I wanted was to pound away! Deep! I positioned my hips under her body and gave her everything I had… thrust after thrust.

She gasped at the sudden change, breaking down as this position let my large rod fully penetrate while my hips pressed on her clit. The other two women on the bed just sat back and gawked at what I was doing and the impact it had on Clara.

Clara threshed underneath me, with cries of release so intense anyone not watching would have thought I was torturing her.

Mr. Erickson knew better, beaming wider with each blast that took her. He pushed his pants down, pulling out his own rock-hard shaft, stroking it as I continued pounding.

The other women grew tired of waiting, wanting to get in on the action. Jemma started teasing her nipples with her tongue and fingers while Sara came around behind me. Kneeling, her tongue found my ass. No one had ever done that to me before. I paused for a moment, registering the sensations, starting again.

This time, I pushed my ass back in the same rhythm that I pushed forward. Sara got the sequence, moving her head to match. It was awkward as hell, but once we got going, it was perfect. My cock had never felt harder in my life, and the volume of Clara’s mewling signaled she felt it, too. I knew I would not last as long as I normally did under this dual assault.

Jemma sensed it, positioning her back to me with her sex right above Clara’s face. It angled me up a little. I quickly saw what she was doing, scooting my ass in a little to support Clara’s body weight, shifting my head up, allowing Jemma to drop her sex hard onto Clara’s face again.

“Make me cum again,” Jemma barked, cradling the back of Clara’s head. She pulled her mouth deeper into her sex. “I want that tongue all the way inside!” Clara plunged in with glee!


HR Violation No. 6
Rick


[image: ]


A mewl came out of Clara’s chest as I resumed the pounding. She struggled to breathe and eat Jemma at the same time. I couldn’t believe how long I was lasting, feeling like I was the star in an outrageous porn film!

I had a sudden inspiration while I stared at Jemma’s ass. The rimming felt good to me. Why not on Jemma? I leaned forward, burying my face between her cheeks. My tongue extended into her hidden bud. The four of us were going at it hard and heavy.

Jemma moaned at the growing pressure in both openings, shouting “holy fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

Just as I was about ready to blast a monster load into Clara, I heard someone yelling down the hall.

“Jemma? Where is everyone? You told me to meet you here.” Footsteps continued down the hall. She was obviously responding to the noise.

I wasn’t about to stop now, not understanding who it was. I continued plowing into Clara like a jackhammer. Sara raised her hands to grasp my flexing butt cheeks as I gave this woman everything I had. Cries of climax filled the room. First Clara, then Jemma, then a loud grunt from me, as I pulled out, furiously beating my shaft to blow a week’s worth of seed all over her stomach and Jemma’s ass.

Suddenly, I heard a gasp coming from the bedroom door. I turned. It was Jamie from HR, holding her hand over her mouth. Little whimpers came out of her throat as I pulled out of Clara.

When my heart settled down, I turned toward Jamie. She gasped. Her eyes locked on my fully engorged cock, suspended in front of me.

Our eyes met only briefly before she turned, fleeing down the hall, the front door slamming behind her.

Even if caught by surprise, Mr. Erickson and his wife ignored it completely. She pushed Jemma off. I let her legs go back down, then lay next to her on the bed.

Not sure how it happened, but Jemma, Sara, and I were entwined with Clara on the bed, wheezing with the combined effort. Sara continued in her role, dutifully cleaning us all with her soothing tongue.

Mr. Erickson pulled up a chair, took out his phone, snapping a couple of pics of us all together.

“I love a good start to the evening, don’t you?” he chuckled.

He wasn’t kidding. The four of us went at it all night long. Deep into Sunday morning. Jemma and Clara shared my cock. I came four more times during the sessions. Eventually, even Mr. Erickson could not hold back. He came up on the bed, pinning his wife to the bed while I gave Jemma everything she wanted.

Sara seemed indifferent to me and her boss, wanting only to touch the ladies and clean up whenever I made a deposit. She enjoyed tonguing my ass for some reason. Really got into it.

Later that morning, with Mr. and Mrs. Erickson sleeping cuddled in each other’s arms, I pulled Jemma into the shower. While we were touching each other, I asked her what we should do about Jamie.

Jemma just smiled. “Don’t do anything. That girl is in love.”

In love? With me?


JAMIE FROM HR


Jamie wants her own BIG contribution

Fear of approaching him has kept her from saying anything. The WCC members have other plans for her and Rick.


Chapter Thirteen


Jamie


I couldn’t believe how big he was! The other members warned me, but it wasn’t until I saw his shaft fully engaged… inside Clara… that I came to understand what all the fuss was about. Rick really had a handsome member and, after being at Wiley Windows for the last 3 months, he had gained the knowledge of how to use it.

Okay, you’re right. I shouldn’t have run out of the Ericksons’ party. It’s just… I didn’t want him to see my blushing face or rigid nipples… It was so hot to watch I didn’t know what to do. So I ran.

Jemma told me the party always had a sequence of events with the winner taking Clara back to the bedroom half-way through the night. I had timed my arrival perfectly… maybe too perfectly… walking in as Rick brought Clara to a crashing climax. Just after that, Jemma succumbed to Clara’s lashing tongue.

When Rick pulled out, whipping himself until he blasted his seed all over the two women and turned that log toward me, I couldn’t help it. I gasped. That brought his attention to the door, allowing him to see me. And for me to see THAT!

Fear took over. I couldn’t let him know about my involvement in all of this. Foolishly letting him finger me while I masturbated in my office was bad enough. Now, to let him see me at the party?

Girl, you have it bad for this guy. What will the other members of the Cooking Club think?
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It was Belinda who had spotted Rick. He had apparently come into the accounting department to fix a PC one afternoon. He leaned over to do something to the machine, and his bulge pressed against his company khakis. She gasped at the size. Soon, our private Wiley Cooking Club chat room was full of the new IT guy and his impressive assets. Even TJ and I didn’t know how magnificent his tool would be, or how great his talent was in how to use it!

Belinda agreed to make the first try. She stayed late, concocting a scheme to get him to her office. The guy was a monster! Gave her more orgasms than she could ever remember, and he didn’t even mind when she had her husband listen in while they did it. She had him back in her office every night on the PM shift that week.

Her chat room report to the WCC spoke of wonders we had not seen in other candidates. He hit all the needed pleasure points with his enormous tool. Belinda estimated it to be well over a foot long and wide as her forearm.

As a bonus, he could stay hard for extended periods, was willing to be flexible with the husband’s involvement, and was fantastic at giving it to her hard. That he was fit and handsome gave him the eye-candy award on top of all that! It was Belinda who coined the phrase ‘R-Magic’ to describe the bliss she felt after he finished with her.

It took every bit of discipline Janet had to wait for that week to be over. She was ready for a little ‘R-Magic’ herself. Inviting him to lunch the next week, Janet took him out to their Bear Lake cabin. Eating was not on her mind. Being eaten was!

Rick didn’t disappoint. He gave it to her out on the patio, while her husband watched from inside. The guy didn’t even slow when he found out the husband was watching. The kid turned out to be a jewel, bringing orgasms in waves.

When Diana and Susie invited him out to play at their homes, he gave them the full ‘R-Magic’ treatment, and a company star was born. Everyone now wanted a piece of this wunderkind, who had been blazing a trail through the senior staff.
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I had been doing my typical HR violations thing after every visit. The members of WCC were a randy lot, having made their way through many of the attractive factory workers and executive staff. Rick was no different, I thought… at first. Only… oh god! I couldn’t help myself!

After reading what he had done with the WCC members, it was all I could do to keep from blushing. My friend TJ started teasing me about wearing more revealing clothes for my regular ‘HR Violations’ meetings with Rick every Friday.

I tried to give him the ‘full outrage’ treatment. I really did. Unfortunately, he saw right through that. After our little talk every week, my face would flush and my sex would gush with arousal. I couldn’t stop squirming in my seat. He even caught me reaching down to touch myself.

After spending the night with Susie, he told me the story in every sensual detail while sitting across my desk. I couldn’t help myself! My fingers traced my clit while he spoke, and my traitorous nipples would not stay down. He knew how turned on I was getting!

There was something about this guy. I felt drawn to him. None of the other candidates touched me so deeply. Maybe it was because we were so close in age. He was only two years behind me at State U.

Maybe it was because I ‘kind of’ knew him. I saw him wrestle in college, at least. A friend dated another wrestler, dragging me and TJ to a tournament. Even then, Rick captured my attention. If you think he’s in good shape now, you should have seen him then! Nothing but a walking mass of muscle.

The last step in my lustful journey was talking to TJ after the night they had. Her chat room report left me wanting him even more. Comments she relayed from her husband, Colin, went on and on about how good Rick was and how many times TJ came.

I couldn’t stop myself. When he started telling me the story about TJ, my hands flew to my clit. He got up, closed my office door, and then helped me masturbate as he whispered the story in my ear. He had to put his hand over my mouth to keep me from a full-throated scream as I came!

Now this… the IT party!

From what I saw, and after listening to Clara’s moans, there was no longer any doubt. He was the total package. Visions of that incredible cock filled my thoughts as I sat in my car outside the Erickson home, furiously masturbating, wanting to have him do that to me.

Inside, I knew the truth of my hopeless situation. It wasn’t his equipment. I had carelessly let my emotions get involved. Jemma warned me I was getting too close to this new guy. ‘R-Magic’ or not, I had a job to do for the WCC. Unfortunately, it was too late. He had captured something within me. I put every dildo I owned to use the entire weekend after he helped me cum in my office. Rick was all I could think about. Against all advice, I was falling in love.

The glowing reports that poured into the chat room all weekend after the IT party did not help any. Sara loved the taste of his cream. Clara claimed she came harder than she ever had, thanking him for providing relief from Jared’s usual quick departure. In fact, her husband even added a comment to her post about how long Rick lasted, appreciating the pleasure he gave her.
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All my resistance collapsed on Monday morning after the IT party, when Rick came into my office. This time, without my issuing a summons.

“Excuse me, Jamie,” Rick said loudly, to make sure everyone around heard him say it. “Do you have a moment?” His request was intentionally formal, implying a work-related matter.

My face must have flushed as soon as I saw him, because he smiled at me, closing the door behind him.

“Did you enjoy the party on Saturday?” He asked, sitting down.

I could not reply, blushing even deeper. Avoiding his eyes seemed my only option at that moment.

“Sure wish you had stayed longer,” he said. “I would have liked that.”

Now he was just being cruel! “I don’t know,” I said, smiling back at him. “It seemed like you were doing just fine.”

“I was. The five of us were in that bed the entire night. Want to hear about it?”

“Mr. Smithson. You had your fun last week at my expense. That’s enough, okay?”

“It’s a little late to go back to my last name, don’t you think? Especially after having my fingers inside you.”

I coughed, wondering where this was going. Did he just say that?

“Please, Rick… we need to keep this professional.”

“That’s not what I want… to keep it professional. And I don’t think you do either. Jemma told me you’ve been playing with me this whole time. I think you owe me.”

“Owe you what?” I gasped as he came around the desk. Before I could understand why Jemma would tell him about my feelings, his lips were on mine. My entire body shivered at his touch.

This was not the playful touch of last week. I felt it in my very bones as his tongue danced with mine. The love I felt flew out of me. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him tighter. Oh god, I wanted him so bad… what about the Club?

I had to stop! Finally, pushed him away. “Rick, please… this is embarrassing enough as it is. I’m sorry I showed up at the party. I shouldn’t have come… and seen that.”

“Okay. I’ll accept your apology over dinner,” he grinned, sitting back in the chair in front of my desk. “And I think you should pay. It’s the least you can do.”

“What apology do I owe you?” I giggled. “You were the one poking your manager’s wife!”

“For misleading me about those silly HR violations. You really had me going.”

Now, it was my turn to smile. “You’re the only one who figured out they weren’t real.”

“Good, then you can tell me all about it at dinner.” He stood, handing me a slip of paper. “Give me your cell number. I’ll call about 6, tell you where to meet me.”

“Rick, we shouldn’t be doing…”

“You can list it as another HR Violation; I wouldn’t mind.” He smiled at me. That grin held such mirth, such longing, I could only grin back.

Grabbing the paper from his hand, I scribbled my number on it. What was I supposed to do?

“I’ll talk to you at 6,” Rick said, winking at me as he walked out the door.

The last 6 weeks had certainly changed that guy. The tentative boy of the first meetings had become a confident man who knew what he could do. And that wink told me he wanted to do it to me!


Chapter Fourteen


Jamie
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As soon as he left, my hands flew to my phone and the WCC chat room. I posted simply. ‘Rick wants to take me out. What should I do?’

Two minutes later, Jemma called me on the phone. I got up to close my door. More calls came in, interrupting the first. Moments later, Diana had organized a video conference call with the entire Cooking Club. I could feel the excitement of the gathering, knowing what they were thinking. That stick-in-the-mud Jamie is going to really join the WCC… at last!

“What do you want to do?” Belinda asked.

“Oh, god…” I couldn’t even say it. My face turned even darker pink.

That got the other women laughing. The agreement was clear. ‘That’s what we thought.’

“Time to get laid, Jamie,” Susie Wiley said. “You’ve wanted him from the beginning. That was plain from the last WCC get-together. Why resist it? That boy is wonderful in bed. You know you want him.”

“I agree,” Diana chimed in. “You’ve been a member for a long time, never taking part. Now it’s your turn. Take him back to your apartment and invite him to fuck your brains out. He can do it better than anyone I have ever had!”

Heads bobbed on every screen. All in total agreement.

Clara laughed loudly enough to attract all eyes. “He gave it to us so hard on Saturday night, I’m still trying to recover,” she giggled. All the other members joined in her laughter.

The IT Manager’s wife got quiet, looking contemplative. All eyes on the call turned their attention toward her. “Jemma told me about your running out, Jamie. Admit it. Rick is more than just another WCC bull, isn’t he?” Shit… Jemma of the big mouth!

“Even if he is, I wouldn’t want to stand in the way of all your fun,” I said. It was the WCC credo. You had to have a willingness to share. I couldn’t imagine sharing Rick! My heart pounded at the very thought.

“Don’t be silly,” Diana said. “He wants you. And judging from the little touching in your office, you want him just as much. He made you climax with just his finger. Imagine what the rest of him could do?”

Giggles spread around the call as more voices chimed in with agreement. ‘Do it.’ ‘You want to.’ ‘It’s about time.’

“Let it happen, girl,” Diana said. “Lord knows, I’d like to wake up next to him every morning.”

That brought another round of laughing agreement, with jokes about what the R-Magic would do to me. Then, Diana waved her hand for silence, settling everyone down. The conversation suddenly turned serious.

“Jamie, you’ve always been the closet romantic in our group. Maybe he’s the man you’ve been looking for,” Diana said. “We all know your romantic illusions about life and love. We tease you about it, being the old married biddies we are, but you genuinely believe that. You want a knight in shining armor to sweep you off your feet… someone to fall deeply in love with you. Maybe he’s the answer to your dreams? We all know you love him. Why hide it?”

How did they know that? I scowled at TJ. She was the only one I had told. She shrugged in surprise, shaking her head. No, it didn’t come from her. Yet they all seemed to know somehow.

“Come on, Jamie,” Sara said. “You shouldn’t be surprised that we all know. The way you moon over him at every meeting, and then letting him touch you during a Violations meeting, where you were supposed to be threatening him? Tsk… tsk…” Her finger wagging brought giggles to other screens. “We don’t have to be geniuses to read all those signals.”

TJ finally couldn’t hold back any longer. “They all know, Jamie. It’s okay to love him.”

I sat back in my chair, admitting the truth with a nod. And finally, admitting it to myself. I love him. With all my heart.

Every head in the WCC was laughing and cheering.

“Finally,” Jemma chortled. “Jamie is going to join us. Now, how are we going to get them together?”

Chatter spread around, everyone offering advice on what I should do and how I should approach him.

Susie quieted them down, looking at me. I blanched at her stare, as if she were seeing the uncertainty blooming in my chest.

“At least give him a chance. Okay?” Susie said.

“But what about my commitments to the WCC?” I said. “About the sharing and informing everyone what is going on?”

“Oh, Jamie… for god’s sake,” Belinda chimed in. “I love my husband with all my heart. We do these kinky things because they arouse both of us. And it does. But I don’t report every time we make love, or have a private moment. And no one expects that. And we don’t share our husbands either. You know that too.”

“The night after Rick left the cabin,” Janet added, “my husband got so excited, he took me repeatedly all night long. I barely made it to work the next day. Did you see any of that in the chat room?”

Everyone started offering examples of the difference between shared moments and private ones. Perfectly normal.

“I’ll admit,” Diana said, quieting the group again, “that I will miss him taking me so hard in the bedroom. He is a great lover. There’s a truth we’ve never hidden from you, Jamie. The way he took care of my husband’s needs, while taking care of my own… That spoke of an emotional sensitivity that I have found to be very rare in men. It looks to me like you have fallen in love with a good man.”

That brought more agreement around the call.

I just shrank back in my chair more, fear gripping my heart. They were right. Of course they were. I knew it in my heart. I sensed the goodness in him.

Still, I had made a commitment to this group, a promise for the future. A resolve settled in. The group could sense my turning away from him.

Uncertainty blossomed even more as the heads on the screen stared at each other, nodding as if a plan was forming. What was going on?

“When are you meeting him?” Diana asked. I told them about the call at 6… the plan for dinner. “Tell him to come to your place instead. He’ll think you want to go to bed. I have another thought. When he…”

I gasped at what she said. I could never do that!


Chapter Fifteen


Jamie


Rick called promptly at 6. He had a romantic Italian place he wanted to take me to. I suggested we meet at my place instead. We would end up there anyway, I coyly told him, hoping that gave him the correct signal. Guilt washed through me. I felt terrible misleading him about what the evening was going to include.

When he arrived, he held a small bundle of flowers sweetly in his hand. He gave me the flowers, sweeping me into his arms. Oh god… that kiss! I wanted to lose myself in that touch, instantly regretting the agreement I had made with the other members!

Unfortunately, I had a bundle of my own hidden in the living room. Belinda, Susie, Diana, TJ and Clara were all dressed in their most scandalous lingerie, leaving virtually nothing to the imagination. Diana had already set up the bedroom. I was more conservatively dressed, though still in a thin tank top, nearly transparent sleep shorts and no underwear, of course. My nipples were so hard they hurt.

I pulled back from his embrace, inviting him in, while thanking him for the flowers. He complimented my outfit as I smiled, guiding him down the hall to my living room. All the girls were smiling, looking at him as he entered.

Rick stopped abruptly, quickly staring at me. “What the…”

“Glad you could join us, Rick,” Diana interrupted, walking up to him. Her outfit leaned distinctly to the Mistress’ side, composed of black leather and lace. They had designed the outfit with holes in the front, exposing her breasts completely.

He looked at me with obvious disappointment in his eyes. I almost burst out crying at the hurt I saw there. This isn’t what he wanted. He was here for me. Not everyone else. I flinched, stepping back a few steps.

Diana did not let the feelings linger. She reached in, grabbing his cock in his khakis. It seemed to expand at her touch, though those eyes of disappointment stayed on me.

TJ saw it too, moving behind me. “It’ll be okay,” she whispered in my ear. “You’ll see. Diana has a plan.”

“You are ours for the night,” Diana said, “to do with as we please. Is that clear?”

Snickers grew from the crowd, who had surged forward, hands covering his body. I just stood back, afraid I had made a terrible mistake in agreeing to this plan.

“I guess I am…” turning his eyes away from me for the first time. His sadness came through his suddenly slumping shoulders.

“What do you have planned?” he asked. All the bravado from my office was now gone from his face. Uncertainty from his sorrow, now tinged with arousal, was the only thing remaining.

“Whatever we want,” Diana said flatly. She gave him only two choices. Submit or leave. Even with hands all over him, he turned to look at me. “Is this what you want?”

I cringed at the accusation in that tone, feeling the regret in my very bones. What could I do? I had already committed to the group, hadn’t I? Had to follow through, right? I nodded, turning my eyes so he couldn’t see the tears forming.

“Okay, then… what’s next?” He said, resignation showing in his slumping shoulders.

“Go into the bedroom. Last on your right.” She pointed to the hall. “Take all your clothes off. You will find cuffs on the bed. Put them on your ankles and wrists. Lie on your back with your arms and legs spread so they touch each corner.”

He bowed, accepting her instructions, walking toward the bedroom. His eyes caught mine on the way by. I cringed at the hurt I saw there. He thought this was something just for us. I turned it into a WCC thing, with no concern for his feelings. What have I done?!
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Diana circled everyone around, whispering instructions so he could not hear it. I was so ashamed of my betrayal I didn’t even listen in.

The women moved to the bedroom. There he was. On the bed. Legs and arms spread wide. That handsome tool throbbed in the center of the bed. He may not be happy about our surprise turn of the evening, but his cock had no such concerns. It was hard as stone. The thick vein on the side throbbed with powerful desire. The angry purple head already showed the sparkle of pre-cum reflecting in the soft light.

TJ got on the bed, burying his cock down her throat. He groaned as the women began tearing their clothes off. Only Diana knew what to do. She fastened each arm and leg to the leather straps of the restraint system she had installed earlier, pulling each one tight so he had virtually no slack. At the end, she placed a blindfold over his eyes. I just stood on the side, wondering what I had done.

Hands were all over him now. Stroking, touching, pinching every part of him. TJ never stopped moving her mouth up and down that glorious shaft. His groans grew louder.

“Now, young man, we are going to test your endurance. You are not to find your release. If you come close, you are to tell us. We will pull back, allowing you to calm down before we start again. If you do cum before I allow it, I am ready for that.”

She signaled for TJ to pull back. From the nightstand, she pulled a small leather flogger. She creased the thing across his exposed shaft with intent to hurt. Rick cried out, ‘What the fuck?’ Panting heavily, shaking on the bed. He did not expect that.

“Do you understand the rules?” Diana asked, her voice so icy even I dreaded what would happen.

“Get me out of this,” Rick barked. “I didn’t agree to your hurting me.” He was pulling tight against the bonds with all his strength. Diana just laughed.

“Too late now. You are ours.” She struck him two more times. He was shivering now, settling back on the bed.

Diana looked back at me, winking. I stood there, uncertainty filled me.

What had I gotten Rick into? I didn’t want him to get hurt. She reached over, pulling me in front of her. All I could do was stare at his enormous cock. It was throbbing now, as if the strike had somehow made it larger than it already was! I suspect I was shivering more than he was.


Epilogue


Jamie


“Now, young Jamie,” Diana whispered in my ear. “It’s time for you to really join our club.”

She reached around, pulling the tank top over my head. I knew he had a blindfold on. Still, I felt exposed somehow. If not in front of him, then to all these women.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I pull the rest of my clothes off? Before I could do anything else, Clara came around, pulling my shorts down, leaving me totally naked in front of Rick. My heart pounded. I could feel my arousal gathering at the edges of my slit.

“It’s amazing how it feels inside you, isn’t it? The depth of your desire for him,” Diana whispered softly, not allowing Rick to hear. “You want that. Need it. Everything you are wants that. And here’s the truth. It, and he, want you just as much. He didn’t come here for us. He came here for you.”

She patted me firmly on the rear twice, using her hands to direct me up onto the bed.

Before I got there, Susie stepped up beside me, whispering. “We didn’t think you would have the courage to go through with this on your own, so thought a little peer pressure would get you going. He wants to be with you more than anything else. We don’t matter anymore. Only you. He told you as much. Accept his love for you. Now, be with him!”

All I could do was stare at the bed as my heart thudded in my chest. I wasn’t a virgin. Far from it. I’d done a few one-night stands and even fucked my boyfriend in a room full of people at a fraternity party. But this… I looked around the room. They attached every eye to me, hands pointing to that cock. ‘Do it,’ they were mouthing, encouraging me with hand pushes.

None of that mattered. I had to have him, even if they were still in the room. I had been lusting after him ever since I saw him in that wrestling match so many years ago. That was why I made sure the recruiter had his name on the list for contact after he graduated.

I crawled onto the bed, taking his shaft in my fist. Massaging it gently at first, then feeling the length and girth by jacking him several times. This was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

‘Do it…’ ‘Do it…’ They kept pushing at me.

Lifting my leg, I stretched over his hips, positioning my opening above him. I groaned as I scraped my labia across the length of his rod. I couldn’t help myself and wanted to get him ready. By this time, I was so soaked down there; I used this motion to lubricate the monster. It felt so good!

TJ grew tired of waiting. She tapped my hip, telling me to lift. I moved off his shaft. She held it straight in the air, pointing directly at my opening. Clearly, the women in the room were expecting me to do this.

I was so nervous, not just because of the size, even though it was the largest I had ever had in me. It was the exposure! Everyone in the room was staring at me, waiting for me to do it. Even in my fraternity party experience, it wasn’t like this. Everyone else was doing their own thing. Now, I was the only one doing anything.

This wasn’t my first time in front of women. I had been to several of the WCC groups, where most members (except for me) took care of somebody. They must be planning something like that, I thought.

Lowering myself down, I felt it stretch my opening. “Oh god…” I cried out. “It’s so big!” I wasn’t sure how to handle it. Diana and Susie nodded for me to go ahead. I dropped a couple more inches, pulling back out. Panting now, I backed up, lowering myself a couple inches more, backed up again, another couple. His shaft was pressing me so wide!

I came back up, panting several times, then lowered again. Going still further. He was inside me now, almost all the way. I groaned as the pain of his penetration gave way to exquisite pleasure. I screamed as I felt him push upward suddenly, lurching his hips against mine.

Diana and Susie, on each side of the bed, reached over, grabbed hold of a shoulder, and pressed me downward. A gasp came out of my mouth at the surge of pleasure. It was absolutely electric.

“Oh my fucking god,” I cried out to the room, shuddering at these unfamiliar sensations flooding through me.

Everyone there started clapping. Rick looked around with his blindfolded head, wondering what was going on. I started moving myself, using that blessed rod, feeling the pleasure grow. A groan came from Rick’s throat as I worked his shaft inside me, using it for my pleasure… and his.

He moved his hips to match my movements. It took almost no time—three or four trips at most—before I screamed with my first release. Shuddering, I dropped back down to touch his hip bone, feeling him again fully inside.

Four sets of hands covered me, pinching my nipples, stroking my hair and back, laughing and congratulating me on becoming a real member of the group. I had never taken part before. Abruptly, they looked at each other, smiling.

Diana leaned in, hugging me on top of him. “Have fun,” she said as the other women picked up their clothes, walking out of the room. I didn’t know what to do.

Rick moved his hips to please me another time. I groaned. Just as I did that, I heard the front door open, footsteps walking down the hall, and the door closing behind. I was on the bed with Rick, alone in my apartment.

Diana’s words about why he was here filled me for the first time. And I so wanted him. Grinding myself on his wondrous shaft, the pleasure caused me to cry out again. I pounded up and down on him, moaning with every stab.

Suddenly, I needed his lips. Leaning forward, I brushed my breasts across his chest and found him ready. He was shocked at first, then got into the kissing. He had to know it was me with all my cries of release. The pleasure took me higher until I came again, crying out. My back arched off his chest as the climax exploded inside me.

I wanted him now! I ripped the blindfold off his head. He blinked a few times, trying to adjust to the light, seeing my face only inches away. He looked around, surprised we were alone.

“Where did they all go?” he asked, between my kissing him.

“Leaving me with you alone was their plan all along. The group didn’t think I would have the courage to do it on my own.”

“I’m glad,” he said. “That’s what I wanted, too.”

My heart sang at those words, my mouth falling back to find his. He was kissing me back again, both now going at it with purpose. For the first time, we both knew it was just us.

“I’m so sorry, Rick,” I said, pulling back. “They sensed I would chicken out… and I have to admit, I probably would have. They concocted this entire scheme to force me to do it.”

He thrust upward several times, causing me to gasp. I smiled down at him, my lips finding his again. The joy in my heart could no longer be contained.

Next time I came up for a breath, Rick turned his head, smiling. “This is kinky and all, but I’d rather wrap my arms around you.”

I smiled in agreement. With all the feelings surging in me, I had forgotten about his being bound to the bed. I did not want this pleasure to leave my pussy, so I leaned forward to undo the wrist cuffs. His ankles were out of reach, so I left them on. He pulled me to him once again, and we made love for the first time.
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It wouldn’t be the last. Rick and I have been married for 46 years now, with 3 grown kids and seven grandkids. We bought Wiley Windows when Jack retired a decade ago. I am now the head of HR, which we renamed Organizational Effectiveness.

Once it became obvious we had found our true love with each other, he never went back to playing with the WCC. And the group never complained, buying us a tremendous all-expenses paid Mediterranean cruise for a wedding present.

He remained on friendly terms with all the members, even though he no longer played. I remained active even as old members retired and new joined, continuing my role as ‘HR Violations’ coordinator as new candidates surfaced! Telling Rick about their latest adventures became a constant source of stimulation for our lovemaking.

Not that we never played around again. TJ is a terrible slut and a bad influence on me. I had known that since high school. But that’s for another story.


Acknowledgements


Being an independent author is both rewarding and challenging. Rewarding because you can write the story you want to tell. Challenging because you have to wear a lot of hats. Luckily, I have picked up helpers along the way that make this rewarding work so much easier.

For this book, I want to thank three people.

First, John King, for his help in what shenanigans the hotwives at Wiley could get up to. He also provided editing comments that were helpful. Thanks, John.

Second, Chuck Moore for providing editing comments. His detailed analysis of every sentence was effective in keeping my ‘comma’ fetish under control. Thanks, Chuck!

And third, the great Ember Davis. Ember does most of my covers and her work never disappoints. Thanks for another great one, Ember!


Sign Up For Our Mailing List


[image: Mailling List]


Click here to sign up for the mailing list.


About the Author


[image: GK Grayson]


GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.


Also by GK Grayson

Try these other books from GK Grayson.

[image: Navy Hotwife]


THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)

Navy Hotwife: Dexter’s Harem (Book 6)
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WATCHING MORGAN:

CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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THE HOTWIFE CRUISE: GINETTE:

Step aboard the Princess of Adventure for a Winter cruise through the sun-drenched Caribbean! From the creators of The Hotwife Key Party and The Hotwife Games, The Hotwife Cruise delivers seven tantalizing tales of hotwives and the husbands that love them in a daring exploration of desires and boundaries that promises to be the vacation of a lifetime.

The Hotwife Cruise: Ginette: When Ezra and his wife, Ginette, received a surprise offer to take their string quartet on a cruise, they thought it would be a fun trip. The Entertainment Director promised double their normal fee and the freedom to enjoy all the cruise offered in their spare time.

What they didn’t know was that this was a ‘hotwife cruise.’ Virtually all the passengers aboard had come to share, and the wives were the ones on offer. But since they were here, Ginette finds herself wondering: Could she do that?
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