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Jessica sat at her desk, looking at the ever-increasing pile of paperwork in front of her and thought to herself, What I wouldn’t give for a good hard fuck right now. Maybe that would help her get through the day.

Her boss, Michael, had recently gone through a bad divorce. It was common knowledge that his wife had left him for another man, taking the home and the children with her, leaving Michael little more than the shirt on his back. In turn, Michael had started taking out his frustrations on the staff in the small office, making everyone work longer hours and piling the workload up to an insane level. While Michael might have been okay with sleeping in the office, Jessica was certainly not. She was young, she had a good body, she had a life to lead. How long had it been since she’d gone out and partied? Too long. How long had it been since she had enjoyed herself? Too long. How long had it been since she’d had anything inside her apart from the little vibrator she kept in the bedside drawer? Too damn long.

‘I need these done before you go home,’ Michael said, dumping another stack of files on Jessica’s desk as he walked past. She sighed as she studied the numerous folders of crisp office paper, trying to decide if she needed the job quite that badly. Accountancy was dull work at the best of times, but overdosing on files, forms and numbers was likely to send anyone into a coma of boredom.

It was a shame that Michael had gotten so hurt. Before the divorce, he’d been one of the nicest, sweetest men she had ever known. His smile seemed to light up every room he passed through. He was always kind, always polite. When Jessica had split up with her last boyfriend, the man she had gone to about it was Michael, and he’d listened and nodded and hugged her when she finally stopped crying. He was the kind of man Jessica could easily have fallen for, with his good looks, dark hair and blue eyes, and she had occasionally thought about him in those long nights when she found herself alone with naught but a battery-operated friend for company.

What a difference a divorce makes, Jessica thought. If only there was some way I could make him the man he used to be.

The afternoon passed by, the sun’s colours painting the outside sky a beautiful pastel orange as it began to set. Jessica looked longingly at the sunset, trying to remember when she had last seen the sun with her own eyes and not through the office windows. Another thing that Michael’s divorce had taken from her, she supposed.

One by one, the others began to leave the office. Jessica bid them goodnight as they left. Every one of them looked exhausted, beaten. And I probably look even worse, she thought. God, what I wouldn’t give for a good, hard fuck right now. Beneath the table, her wet slit throbbed, the heat almost unbearable.

She tried to focus on the work, to concentrate on something other than her pussy’s aching needs. She pulled out a small compact mirror and examined herself, making sure she still looked presentable. Her hazelnut eyes looked tired and her light brown hair had lost some of its shine, but her full red lips and creamy white skin still had their allure.

Sighing, Jessica closed the mirror and put it away. She was still young, still had a lot to give. Was it really such a clever idea to waste herself in this small office?

She pushed the thoughts aside and got down to work, focussing all her energy on the workload in front of her.

The sun sank below the horizon, bathing the buildings in the financial district in a final orange glow. The streetlights flicked on below her, and Jessica could see the shadows move, bend and grow as night rolled in and everyone else went home, back to their lives. Everyone except her.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. Jessica slammed down the latest folder, unable to bear the incredible heat between her thighs any longer. This is ridiculous. I can’t even think straight.

She stood and glanced around the office. The only other person in here was Michael, and his door was shut tight. Did she dare? While her boss was sat behind his desk just a few feet long the office?

Yes.

Jessica sat in her chair and hitched up her tight black office skirt, feeling the coarse material graze her thighs. Even the feel of that made Jessica’s sensitive slit scream out for release. If only it weren’t my hands sliding up this skirt…

She was wearing plain black panties. Simple enough for the workplace, she supposed. Jessica ran a finger down the front of them, right over her intimate area. She could feel the heat from within, feel how damp her underwear already was. Is it because I need a good hard fuck, or something else? The sensation of her finger sent new ripples of pleasure surging through her and finally she could wait no longer.

With expert ease, she slipped a finger underneath the fabric and hooked the panties to one side, allowing her access to the cleft between her thighs. The cool office air reached her hot, wet lips and sent a new tingle of anticipation through Jessica’s body. The thought of doing it right here, in the office, with her boss so close… it made her shiver.

She was already breathing hard as she gently traced a finger along her slit, enjoying the sensation, the anticipation, the tease. She could feel her tight entrance reacting to the stimulation, growing wetter, slowly opening like a blooming flower. Sorry that it’s not the hard cock you crave, she thought, running her finger up and down her wet lips again, feeling the heat spreading throughout her lower body.

Jessica’s fingers found their way to the hard nub of flesh that was crying out for stimulation. She bit her lip to suppress a groan of pleasure as her fingers gently circled her clit, teasing and caressing it, slowly giving in to the sensation.

She closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair, allowing her fingers to roam, tease and gently stroke her pussy, massaging her clit with one hand, while the other made its way down to her yearning entrance. She suppressed a moan as one finger gently probed inside, slipping easily into her aching hole as her other hand continued its slow dance across her throbbing clit.

God, I need this, she thought, slipping another finger inside, feeling her tight hole start to clench and squeeze, pulling at the fingers, trying to get them deep inside herself. She bit her lip harder now, knowing that it wouldn’t take long to come, hoping that she wouldn’t cry out and alert Michael.

Her fingers moved faster across her clit, slipping easily in the wetness there, dancing side to side, sending jolts of pleasure across her body. Her other fingers slipped in and out of her pussy win increasing ease, the digits now slick with her juice. She felt her nipples stiffen on her firm breasts and wished that she could squeeze them, pinch the hard skin, but didn’t want to stop pleasing her pussy. Again, she wished that her fingers belonged to someone else, so she could please her body. Her sweet tits were crying out for attention.

Then she felt the pressure building down below, the tightness growing in her pussy, the heat growing in intensity. She knew she was on the verge of coming.

There was a buzz on her desk. The intercom!

‘Jessica, have you finished those reports yet?’

She sat bolt upright, removed her fingers, eyes wide. Did he know? Had she made some sound? Her fingers were wet and shiny as she tapped the button to respond.

‘No Michael, about halfway through,’ she said, hoping she didn’t sound out of breath or exhausted.

‘For goodness’ sake, what are you playing at? Do you want to be here all night? Just get them done.’

He rang off.

Jessica sat there, breathless, her pussy still throbbing from how goddamn close she’d been, her heart pounding. She couldn’t focus on work, she was too far gone for that. Oh god, she needed to come! But clearly Michael wasn’t going to let her have a few moments to enjoy herself.

If he’s going to try riding me…

The thought came to her, like a sudden clarity. He hadn’t been with a woman since the divorce. He’d barely been home since the divorce. How frustrated must he be? she wondered.

It was time to find out.

If he fires me for trying, then he fires me, she thought, trying to reason to herself what she was about to do. At least I’ll be free of this office.

She stood up, straightened her skirt, and strode to Michael’s office door. Without knocking, she opened it and walked straight in, confident, sexy, horny.

Michael looked up from his computer. A few folders covered his spacious desk, but nowhere near the amount that littered Jessica’s workspace.

‘Don’t you knock?’ he said.

‘Shut up Michael,’ she said, her voice made husky by arousal.

He seemed shocked by her sudden change in attitude. ‘Excuse me?’ he said, ‘you can’t-’

‘Stop talking,’ she said, walking across his office. She stepped around his desk, right up to his chair. She placed her hands on her hips, looking right down at him. ‘This has gone too far,’ she said.

‘What has?’ Michael’s eyes were wide, uncertain. He probably thought that she had gone crazy, or was about to quit, or something.

She steeled herself, ready to gamble. All or nothing.

Then she pushed some paperwork aside on his desk and sat down, spreading her legs so her could see right up between her thighs.

Michael’s mouth gaped open as he stared up her skirt, but he didn’t say anything or move away.

‘My turn,’ she said, her voice still husky, still yearning for the orgasm she’d been denied. ‘I’m in charge now.’

Michael’s eyes were still fixed on her pussy, still staring up her skirt, but his expression had changed. He didn’t look so shocked now. His features were softening as she watched, as though his defences were crumbling.

He only nodded, slowly, as though he hadn’t really heard her. She watched as his tongue flicked out, touched his lip, darted back into his mouth. It was the unconscious action of a hungry man looking at an all-you-can-eat buffet.

Satisfied that she had his attention, Jessica let her hands fall to her exposed thighs. She traced her fingers along the soft skin there, heading toward her soaking cleft. She hitched the skirt, transforming the fabric into more of a belt than an item of clothing, then she tugged her wet panties to one side again, exposing her soft curls and damp lips to her boss.

Michael’s mouth had come open slightly at the sight of his employee’s pussy. Jessica tried to imagine what he was thinking, but couldn’t. His eyes were fixed exactly where she wanted them and his hands were gripping the armrests on his office chair.

Got your attention? she thought. Good.

Now firmly in control of the situation, Jessica traced a finger along her wet slit. She held it out so Michael could see the juice shining on the digit, then placed it in front of his mouth. His lips went out, touched it. His tongue flicked out, tasted it. The feel of his tongue, the feel of the power she commanded, the thrill of being so outrageously daring, all combined and mixed together to form a heady cocktail of sexual arousal. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so powerful, so desirable. She had complete control over her boss.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘You’re going to do exactly as I tell you, understand?’

He nodded again, slowly, never taking his eyes off her pussy.

Jessica climbed off the table. She turned her back on him and bent over the desk, pushing her sweet cheeks out towards her employer.

‘Take my panties off,’ she commanded.

Michael’s fingers trembled against her skin and for a moment she feared he was about to back out. But he took hold of her panties and tugged them off, letting them fall to the floor. Jessica stepped out of them, kicking them to one side. She spread her feet wider, opening her most intimate places up for her boss’s inspection, reaching around with her hands to pull those perfect ass cheeks wider, opening herself up like a blooming flower. God, I’m so fucking wet.

‘Lick,’ she commanded.

And he obliged with no hesitation, his tongue delving into her silky folds almost immediately, his hands clutching her thighs, pulling her against him, his face buried in her ass, hot breath steaming on the delicate skin there, while she sagged against the table, moaning, lost to the feel of him. Michael’s tongue lapped at her wetness with such needful intensity that Jessica was forced to wonder how long it had been since he’d eaten a pussy. Judging from the savagery of his movements, a long time indeed.

Michael’s hands moved up her thighs to her ass cheeks, grabbing and kneading them, sending rockets of pleasure through her body. Jessica grabbed at the desk, clutching the sturdy wood for fear her knees would give out from the intensity of her pleasure. Michael’s tongue thrust in and out of her sopping hole, eagerly tasting her juices, then flicked up, along her velvety folds to her throbbing clit.

Jessica cried out in pleasure as tongue found her most sensitive area and began slowly circling the little nub of flesh. A tidal wave of sheer joy seemed to cascade through Jessica’s body, rending her incapable of thought. The only sounds she made were cries of pleasure, slowly getting louder, slowly building in pitch. Soon she was screaming with complete bliss.

‘Yes!’ she cried. ‘Yes! Right there! Oh god, yes! Make me come, make me fucking come!’

He obeyed, squeezing and groping her ass, his face buried in her crack, tongue playing out over her clit, teasing her, caressing her, tasting her, driving her onward toward realms of ever-greater pleasure until finally she couldn’t take it anymore and the orgasm that had been building seemed to punch through her entire body in one huge release.

Jessica let out the longest, loudest moan of delight in her entire life, coming harder than she had ever come before. Her knees buckled, hands gripping the desk to stay upright, chest heaving with the need to cry out again and again, unable to draw enough breath to scream all in one go. Michael didn’t stop his onslaught against her pussy either, continuing to trace and circle her clit with his tongue before delving back inside her tight hole to sample her sweet juices once more.

Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and Jessica reached behind her, pushing his face away from her ass. He sat back in his chair, watching her with attentive eyes as she let go of the desk and sank down to the floor, exhausted but more aroused than she’d ever been in her life.

She sat there for a moment, taking deep breaths, regaining control of her body, allowing the sensitivity to come back to her limbs. She looked up at Michael. He was sitting in his office chair, hard member pushing against his smart office pants, face eager, lips and chin shining with her click juices. She wondered what he was waiting for, then remembered the game they were playing.

‘Cock out,’ she commanded, trying to make her trembling voice sound as firm as it had before the orgasm. ‘Now.’

He wasted no time obeying her instructions. In seconds, he had unzipped himself and extracted his hard member from the confines of his underwear. Jessica stifled a little gasp looking at it. Whatever the reason for Michael’s divorce had been, his cock wasn’t it. His shaft was thick, hard, and probably the biggest she’d seen for a very long time. The throbbing purple head of his member was shiny with excitement.

The sight of it sent shivers of anticipation down Jessica’s spine and she felt fresh waves of desire surging down to her soaking hole. How many times was it possible to come in one night? She had a feeling she’d know soon enough.

Jessica got to her knees, staring at Michael’s huge cock. Now it was her turn to tremble slightly as her hands reached out towards it and gently stroked it Michael closed his eyes and sighed, reaching out to touch her.

‘No,’ she commanded. ‘Hands to yourself.’

He looked at her with wounded puppy dog eyes, but obeyed, gripping the armrests again.

Jessica felt him shiver with anticipation as she gently ran her nails down his shaft, taking in the impressive sight of him. How deep would she be able to take him inside her? Only one way to find out…

Jessica raised herself above his thick member and opened her mouth. Then she sank down onto him. She felt his hot shaft as it filled her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat. She let it stay there for a moment, listening to his groans of delight, then slowly moved her head up again, now stroking his cock with her tongue.

God, he tastes so good.

She started to bob her head, feeling the burning desire to satisfy him, to enjoy him, to please him. She was firmly in control and the knowledge that she held all the power gave her an even bigger thrill than any other blowjob she’d ever given.

‘Oh, my god, yes, that’s it, that’s fucking fantastic,’ Michael said from somewhere above her. She started moving her head faster, trying to taste his entire length at once, lashing the smooth, hard skin of his shaft with her tongue, tasting the salty tang of his head, desperate to do everything she possibly could to him. Jessica heard the armrests of the chair creaking under Michael’s grip, the change in his breathing as he really started getting into it. She took hold of his shaft with one hand, started to stroke it while she sucked on the head, playing her tongue across the sensitive skin there. Without realising it, her other hand found its way into her dripping folds and began probing again, sending intense waves of pleasure throughout her body. She sucked him harder as her fingers teased and fucked her tight, wet hole.

‘Christ, Jess… I’m… fuck,’ Michael breathed and she knew he was getting close. But she didn’t want him to come in her mouth. She wanted this thick, hard cock stuffed deep inside her.

Jessica let him out of her mouth with a wet smack, a trail of spittle running down her chin, her lips wet, eyes shining for more.

Michael looked at her, almost hurt, wondering if she was going to leave him hanging, deny him the right to come. No, she wasn’t going to do that to him. She needed it just as much as he did.

She stood up, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, letting him see her sex in all its glory, the soft curls above and the wet lips below. Jessica positioned herself above him, then she sat down on his lap, easing herself down over him.

Slowly, she felt his pulsing hardness fill her up, taking every inch inside her, bit by bit. She cried out in pleasure as she felt her tight pussy stretch and give, moulding to the size and thickness of his hard cock. It felt so good, so primal, so perfect.

‘Fucking hell,’ Michael said, gritting his teeth, look up into her eyes with an expression of total, perfect torment as the last few inches slid inside her and she sat down on his lap.

Jessica smiled wickedly down at him, at the man she held between her thighs.

His hands still clutched the armrests of his office chair, the knuckles turning white with the effort of restraining himself.

‘You can touch me now,’ she said to him, unable to make him suffer any longer.

His hands sprang up faster than she would have believed possible, grabbing her, squeezing her perfect ass, pawing at her clothes, touching her thighs. Finally, his hands came around the front, to where her breasts were crying out for attention beneath the stiff material of her office shirt. Michael pulled, tearing the buttons off. She gasped as he tore the shirt open, his hands pawing at her firm tits, tugging at her bra. He reached around to the clasp and tugged it and Jessica felt the bra fall away from her. Michael buried his face in her tits, grabbing her breasts, sucking her nipples, running his tongue over the skin in a frenzy of heated delight. She had never experienced such need before. He attacked her breasts as though it might be his last time to enjoy a pair. She gasped with delight as the feel of his tongue, at the passion of his desire.

Then she began to fuck him. Slowly at first, gently moving her hips, rising up and down, feeling the intense pleasure as he filled her wholly, then slid out of her. Michael moaned into her chest, a hard, pink nipple in his mouth. Jessica started to moan herself, feeling another orgasm starting to build in her belly and she began to move faster, bouncing up and down on his hard member, groaning every time it slid deeper inside her.

Michael stopped his attack on her tits now, clutching her against him, looking up at her, eyes wide with excitement. His need made hers so much more pleasurable and she felt herself getting ever closer to coming.

Christ, he felt good. His hard length filled her all the way up, sliding perfectly inside her with every thrust. Jessica’s aching clit throbbed and pulsed with each delicious collision of their bodies, the feeling of their pounding shooting all throughout her, lighting every nerve ending on fire. She knew he wouldn’t last much longer. But she needed more of him. She deserved more of him.

‘That’s it, Michael,’ she said, ‘right there. Fuck me hard.’

There was a knock on the office door. Jessica’s heart skipped a beat. Michael’s eyes widened in surprise.

‘Hello?’ came a woman’s voice through the door. ‘Are you still here?’ It’s the cleaner.’

‘Fuck!’ Michael hissed. ‘She’s supposed to come later.’

‘Can you send her away?’ Jessica asked.

‘No,’ he said. ‘She’ll just keep coming back.’

Jessica climbed off his lap, sighing at the feel of his length sliding out of her.

‘Shit,’ she said.

‘Under the desk,’ said Michael. ‘Quickly!’

Jessica nodded and bent down, hiding under his desk. Michael buttoned his shirt up and pull his chair forward, hiding his erection.

‘Come in,’ he said.

Jessica heard the door open and the sound of footsteps as the cleaner walked around the room, gathering the trash and wiping down the surfaces. But her eyes were fixed on Michael’s erection, glistening with her juices, not two inches away from her face.

‘Do you have any more trash?’ the cleaner asked, totally oblivious to the woman hiding under the desk.

Jessica leaned forward and licked Michael’s hard length, trailing her tongue from the base to the tip in one long, slow movement. She saw his hand grip his leg.

‘No, no,’ Michael said. ‘Not tonight.’

Jessica flicked her tongue across Michael’s sensitive head, teasing him. He reached under the desk and grabbed the back of her head, preventing her from moving away. She took the hint and took him in her mouth once more, tasting herself on his shaft. The thrill of how naughty she was being sent shivers throughout her body. Her sex ached with desire. She wished the cleaner would hurry up and leave, she needed to fuck Michael so badly!

‘You want me to vacuum in here tonight?’ the cleaner said.

‘No,’ Michael said, through gritted teeth. ‘That… that will be all, thank you.’

Jessica took him in her mouth, right down to the base, as deep as she could manage. She sucked him hard, sliding his length in and out of her mouth, flicking her tongue across his shaft the whole time. She heard the footsteps retreat across the room and the door closed again. She counted to three and let him out of her mouth. He pushed his chair back and she emerged from her hiding place.

‘That,’ he said, ‘that was…’

‘Yeah,’ she said. They smiled at one another, bound by a naughty secret. ‘So, where were we?’

‘You were telling me how you wanted to be fucked,’ he said.

Jessica spun and bent over the table, hands splayed, offering her ass up to him, knowing that her pussy was glistening with their juices right now.

‘Bend me over the desk,’ she breathed through delirious moans of pleasure. ‘Fucking take me now.’

Michael stood up. She felt him move into position behind her, his hard member sliding down the cleft of her ass, seeking its target.

‘Yes, Michael,’ she said. ‘I order you to fuck me. Make me fucking come. I order you.’

Michael’s hands gripped her hips, again surprising Jessica with hidden strength, and his thick, burning head found her yearning entrance. Her moans came louder, more ecstatic than before as he eased inside, gliding all the way until finally he came to rest against her. Christ, she thought, is he even bigger like this?

His pounding was ferocious, unrestrained, fierce. Her cries came louder and louder, echoing in the small office, drowning out all reasonable thought. All she could do was grip the desk with her hands and grip his cock with her pussy. She felt as though she was holding on for dear life. His hard, throbbing cock slid into her effortlessly now, driving her crazy with the pressure that built up from within. Every single stroke seemed to be making her chest tighter, to make her pussy clench harder, to make her knees weaker. She knew she couldn’t hold out much longer, and neither could he.

‘I want you to come with me,’ she commanded.

‘Yes miss,’ he said, obedient to the last.

Jessica began pushing herself against him now, meeting his thrusts with a little one of her own, loving how much he filled her up. Michael thrust forwards to meet her, trying to push himself inside her more and more with every stroke. They fucked frantically for a few sweet seconds, in perfect harmony, in blissful synchronicity over the desk, their cries and moans of pleasure steadily increasing, Michael’s balls slowly tightening, Jessica’s pussy gradually gripping, their orgasms so close to fruition now.

Finally, Jessica gave one long, loud cry of delight, screaming out Michael’s name as waves of pleasure washed over her and her pussy clamped down on his hard cock. Michael responded likewise, calling out Jessica’s name and gripping her with his hands as his balls emptied and he came inside her, hot, thick come shooting deep inside Jessica’s ravaged pussy.

She lay on the desk for a long while, letting her breath slowly return, feeling his hardness slowly wither, the hot spend slowly trickle down inside her. It felt incredible.

‘Good boy, Michael,’ she said once her breath had come back and she could speak again.

‘I’m glad I could please you,’ he said, withdrawing from her and slumping back into his chair. He looked about twenty years younger, like a huge weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

She lifted herself up onto unsteady feet, enjoying the arousing sensation of his juices moving around inside her. She pulled her skirt back on, looking out the window at the city as the nightlife burst into existence all around them.

‘I think half the city just watched us fuck,’ she said with a sly smile, pulling her skirt back on. Buttons from her shirt were scattered all over the office floor.

Michael smiled at her, the old smile, the one she had thought was lost forever. ‘Hope they enjoyed the show,’ he said. ‘You know I could have you fired for what just happened, right?’

‘You could,’ she said. ‘but you won’t.’

‘Won’t I?’

‘No.’

She stepped over to him, gave him a long kiss, tasting herself on his tongue. Then she stepped away and walked towards the door.

‘You’ve been riding me pretty hard lately,’ she said. ‘It was my turn to ride you.’

She blew him a kiss and went home. For the first time in a long time, she left work with a smile, looking forward to the next day.

Maybe she’d offer to work late, too.
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My wife and I play a game. Once a week, she goes on a date with a hot guy. Then she comes home afterwards and tells me all about her wicked thoughts and fantasies and the things she wanted to do with him. It's a good thing we have together. But tonight, my wife is going to change the rules. What happens when the fantasy becomes reality?

 

The front door bangs open. I stir. Noises. Footsteps. Giggles. Vanessa is home.

I sit up on the couch. Turn the TV off. Sleepily check the time. It’s almost three in the morning. Holy crap.

‘Hi babe,’ I say. ‘How was your date?’

There’s giggling coming from outside the living room. Then a deep purr. I know that sound. That’s the sound of my wife. That’s the sound of Vanessa’s arousal. She only makes that purr when she’s really, truly, incredibly turned on. I haven’t heard her make that sound in years.

‘Vanessa?’ I say, still groggy from sleep, but slowly coming around.

She walks into the room, a little drunk, her eyes shining. Her dress is crumpled here and there, as if it’s been pulled back into place in a hurry. She is breathing hard.

‘Stay right here,’ she says, leaning down and kissing my cheek. I can smell the liquor on her breath. Her breasts almost spill out of her top as she leans down. ‘I have a surprise for you.’

I frown. A surprise? What can she mean?

She walks out of the room, comes back in.

‘This is Jerome,’ she says, leading a strange man in by the hand.

My eyebrows shoot up, my eyes open wide in surprise. The man she’s spent the past few hours seducing is a big, handsome, muscular, well-built black guy.

He nods at me, a knowing smile on his lips. He stands there, cool and confident, like he’s been introduced to a dozen husbands in the past and knows the deal.

I don’t know the deal. I start to get up. Vanessa pushes me back down.

‘No, no, no,’ she says, giving a little drunken giggle. ‘You get to watch.’

I open my mouth to say something, but nothing comes out. In the past few seconds, I’ve gone from asleep to aroused. I feel confused and disoriented. Maybe I’m dreaming.

Vanessa turns back to Jerome. She leans in, wraps her around his waist. She kisses him on the lips. He responds, his own strong arms snaking around her thin, delicate waist.

I pinch myself.

Holy crap.

I’m not dreaming.

‘I’m tired of just fantasizing,’ Vanessa says to me over her shoulder. Her body embraces Jerome now, and he paws at her dress, at her ass, in a hungry, aggressive way that makes me feel impossibly jealous. I want to be him. I want to paw at my wife the way he does. I didn’t think she liked it when I touched her like that. ‘Tonight, I’m going to show you what I’ve been thinking about.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Made to Watch

 

My wife and I have an arrangement. Every two weeks, her lover comes to our house. I have to stand outside and watch through the window. But what happens when somebody else finds out about our little game? And what happens if they decide to have some fun with my wife as well?

 

Inside the living room, my wife and her lover take their time. They are gentle, considerate, passionate lovers together. My heart aches for her. I wish I was half as good in bed as Ethan is. After a while, they change positions. Sophia lays on the camp bed, her legs open wide, as Ethan mounts her. He pumps her gently, filling her with every stroke. Her cries of delight grow slowly faster and more intense as he increases his pace. After building up his pace, he leans back, gripping her ankles, opening her legs wide, thrusting harder and faster. She climaxes again, screaming his name once more, telling him how good he feels, how deep he is, how much better a lover he is than me.

Then, finally, he leans down over her, their bodies melding into one form. She wraps her arms and legs around him, holding him tight. He thrusts a few more times, then lets out a deep, guttural moan, a sound of pure masculine pleasure, a sound of dominance. My wife cries out one more time. Then they both lie still, their bodies locked together, his member buried deep inside her. They stay that way for a long time, whispering to one another, words I can’t hear from where I am.

They take their time uncoupling from one another. Sophia runs gentle, loving hands across Ethan’s body as he carefully withdraws from her. She smiles, contended, as he sits up on the camp bed and removes the condom, his thick length slowly wilting. I get another stab of jealousy. Even his wilted length is more impressive than mine at full power.

Ethan stands over my wife. He leans down and kisses her passionately. She lies on the camp bed, legs open towards me, showing her body, letting me see the aftermath of her lover’s visit. Her sex is wide, soaking wet, the lips inflamed and raw. Her body never looks like that when I’m finished. Only a real man would leave her that way. Sophia remains on her back, exhausted, as Ethan begins dressing. I glance at my watch. They’ve been making love for almost an hour. Longer if you include the teasing and the blowjob beforehand.

Then I hear a noise that makes my stomach clench. A car, coming towards us. Not just any car – his car. The roar of a sports car engine shatters the quiet of our little street, before tyres squeal and Jackson brakes hard, almost skidding into his driveway. Asshole knows how to make an entrance.

I look over my shoulder as far as I can with my hands trapped. Jackson climbs out of his car. He opens his front door and tosses his gym bag into his hallway. I silently beg him to go indoors, to head inside and go away.

But he doesn’t.
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Reclaiming Chelsea

 

Chelsea and Justin are a loving, happily married couple with a shared interest in a very particular kink. Chelsea loves to enjoy other men, and Justin loves to hear about it. All Justin needs to do is get through the long, lonely night by himself and wait for his wife to return to him. She will return to him, right?

 

It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger.

‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’

‘You gonna punish me?’ she says.

‘Absolutely.’

‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’

‘How naughty?’

‘I’ll show you.’

She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly pulls them down.

I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit.

She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down.

‘I was really naughty,’ she says again.
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Power Play

 

Husband and wife Derek and Kat are nervously preparing to go to a restaurant for dinner with her boss, Don Maclean. Neither knows the reason for this meeting, but they’re both hoping to make the best of it.

 

As the night wears on and the couple start to unwind, Don makes his power play – an offer that shocks the couple. All they need do is give in to this alpha male’s demands.

 

Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand.

‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’

She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat.

‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Don’t thank me,’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don.

He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy.

Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter.

Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed.

They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting.

Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member.

‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’
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Hotwife Stories:

Date Night

 

For most married couples, ‘date night’ has a simple meaning. Maybe dinner at a fancy restaurant. Maybe a movie. Maybe an evening of passionate lovemaking.

 

Jen and Larry appear to be a normal, boring husband and wife, blending into their surroundings. Nobody would suspect that their ideal date night starts with Jen walking into a seedy bar by herself, wearing her sexiest dress…

 

‘Javi,’ I say, ‘be honest with me. I don’t like wasting time, so I need you to tell me right now, yes or no, will you fuck me?’

‘Yes.’ No hesitation. Good. Very good.

I smile at him. I say, ‘I really want you to fuck me tonight, Javier. I want you to take my married pussy however you want.’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I will. I mean, yeah, I’ll fuck you. Right now, if you want.’

A tremble of anticipation runs through my cleft. I feel hot, wet excitement building in my sex. I rub my thighs together, feeling the first tingles of real, pure arousal spread throughout my body. I want him. Now.

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

‘My place is close by,’ he says. ‘We can go there, if you want.’

‘I have something else in mind,’ I say. This is it, the make-or-break moment, when my newest potential lover is forced to make a choice they never even considered making. This is the reason I must hook them early. If I launch straight into what we’ll really be doing together too early, Javier might bolt or refuse or laugh me out of the building. But now that I have his interest – and his undivided attention – he should be more receptive to my suggestions.

‘What’s your idea?’ he says, leaning in closer, excitement written all over his face.

‘As you noticed, I’m a married woman,’ I say, picking my wedding ring back off the table and holding it between my finger and thumb. ‘If you want to fuck me, then I have just one request.’

‘Sure,’ he says.

‘My husband gets to watch.’
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The CEO’s Son I:

Obeying His Command

 

Katie has been brought across the country to make a presentation to the company CEO. It should be a straightforward deal, but when she angers the CEO's son, he decides that she's going to have to be punished...

 

‘Tell me,’ he says, his hot breath on my neck, ‘have you ever been punished before?’

I think back through my life and all my previous lovers. I’ve used handcuffs. I’ve experienced blindfolds. I’ve enjoyed being spanked. But I can’t say those things were ever done in punishment.

I shake my head, biting down on the panties in my mouth to stop a moan escaping as his fingers gently swirl and tease my lips. Part of me wants to turn around and hit him. The other part of me wants to let him carry on. I don’t want this… but I don’t want to stop it, either. The way he touches me… the passion in his eyes… the feel of him against me… it doesn’t feel wrong.

‘Good,’ he says, the word almost a whisper in my ear. ‘Good. I’ve been looking forward to this since I sat in the bar and saw you in that dress. A girl like you deserves to be punished.’

I look at him in the reflection, my body gently rocking with his hand as he explores me. He keeps one hand on my throat, not squeezing or hurting me, but letting me know who is in charge. It feels possessive and dominant and I like it.

His eyes meet mine in the reflection. A cruel smile stretches his lips.

‘Would you like to know what I am going to do to you?’

Say no. Say no. Say no.

I nod and stifle another moan, biting hard into my own panties. I have to fight to keep my hands on the glass. I want to lean back into him, to run my fingers through his hair, to squeeze his bulging manhood, but I can’t. He is in total control of my body – and my mind.

‘I am going to make you scream,’ he says. ‘I want you to know that first and foremost. You are going to scream. I am going to make you scream. You will come for me and you will come harder than you have ever come before. I will make you beg me to let you come. Do you understand?’

I nod again. He gently slips two fingers inside me. I moan into the panties.

‘Your body is mine,’ he says, ‘for however long I want it. Nothing is off-limits. If you tell me you don’t want me to do something, believe me, I will do it. If you beg me not to fuck your ass… the only part of you I will fuck is your ass. You. Are. Mine.’
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Hustled

 

When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind...

 

A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

 

‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take good care of you.’

‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says.

Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases.

‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys.

‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited?

‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently.

Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck.

‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me.

‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

‘I could fight,’ I say.

‘You could try,’ Tank says.

Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength.

‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say.

Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys.
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Confessions:

Goddess

 

I have a few tattoos on my body. They all mean different things to me and I love each of them. But now my lover is asking about the 'Goddess' tattoo and what it means to me...will he understand when I tell him the full story? Will he still love me after I tell him about the most erotic night of my life?

 

‘Oh, my God, John…’ I say, moaning louder now, breathing harder. I can feel my climax building already, just from his tongue. The feeling of his wet finger at the entrance to my ass threatens to tip me over the edge. ‘Please baby, please, tease my ass…’

He obliges and gently traces his wet finger in small circular motions around my tight rear entrance. I shudder with pleasure at the feeling. I love it when he makes me feel naughty. I love being dirty for him. I’ve been dirty before with other guys – very dirty, in fact, as goddess knows – but with him it feels natural. A good man should make you want to be bad. A perfect man should make you become someone else entirely in the bedroom.

John teases my tight asshole with skill and precision, constantly threatening to slip his finger inside me, continuing his careful manipulations of my soaking sex.

‘I’m so close, baby,’ I moan, breathing fast now, heat building inside my body, feeling my pulse race, my toes beginning to curl. ‘Make me come baby, please make me come, I love it so much…’

He obliges me once more and I feel his tongue movements quicken as it swirls and licks and caresses me. His finger teases my ass, touching the sensitive skin with precise, delicate movements. I can feel the music swelling as the conductor leads the orchestra to a climax.

I moan and groan and tell him how good he is, how much I love what he’s doing to me. I moan his name over and over, begging him to make me come, to make me scream, my voice steadily rising as the speed and ferocity of his tongue lashes increases and increases-

Then he sucks on my hard clit and gently probes my tight asshole with the tip of his wet finger. I explode almost immediately.

I grip his head with both hands and cry out to the heavens. His tongue continues to lash, probe, tease, and taste me, even as my entire body shudders and rocks from the power of my release. His finger tip gently slips in and out of my ass the whole time. It’s less an orgasm and more an earthquake that only I can feel. My whole body seems to clench and release all at once, every fibre of my being bursting into flame and dancing away on the air.

Finally, the earthquake subsides and my body comes back together. I am on the bed still. John is looking up at me with those beautiful eyes of his. His lips are slick and shiny from my pleasure.

‘Goddess.’

The word escapes his lips in a low growl, husky with arousal. I come crashing back down to earth. I try to collect myself, my chest rising and falling with my rapid, ragged breaths.

It’s time to confess.
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The Bull’s Account:

One Night, One Offer

 

Tyler is a bull. He lives on the road and spends his time staying in hotels all across the world. His specialty is seeking out married women who need a little spark in their lives and seducing them. Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on Mia, a lonely woman in need of a strong, dominant man. She is about to enter Tyler's world of intense, erotic pleasure...

 

‘Keep going,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop now.’

You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. You reach the base of my manhood. Then you expose the shaft. Then you see its thick, throbbing length. Then finally the head springs free and my erection sits upright, tall and proud. I watch your eyes shine with desire as you study my member, your prize, your gift for tonight. You want this so badly. I can tell.

Finally, you ease my shorts down my thighs, and off. You toss my shorts and my pants to the floor, forgotten. I am totally naked before you. I am totally ready for you.

You look at me, asking a question without speaking. I nod.

You reach out with one hand and gently grasp my shaft. I let out a sigh. Your soft, warm hand feels wonderful on my length. You smile to yourself, apparently pleased with what you see. You give my member a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

‘You’re still dressed,’ I say. ‘We need to do something about that.’

‘What do you want me to do?’ you say.

‘Take off the bra,’ I say.

You reach behind your back and unclip the clasps. I watch as you gently remove the bra and free your heaving breasts. They are wonderful. Big and juicy, with small, hard nipples.

‘Now the panties,’ I say.

You get to your knees and slip your thumbs into the elastic of your panties. You slip them down your thighs. I can see that you also take care of your intimate region – there’s a small patch of hair above your cleft, but it’s trimmed short and looks freshly maintained. I wonder if you shaved it earlier today to feel sexy when you put on the dress?

I watch as you slowly remove your panties and throw them behind you. Now we’re both naked. You and me. Two consenting adults. No responsibilities.

‘Come here,’ I say.

You come. I pull you in close and kiss you again, hard and passionately. You lay on top of me and press your warm, soft, naked body into mine. We meld into one together.

After a long, passionate moment, you break away the kiss. You whisper three little words into my ear.

‘Please fuck me.’
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Slut Wives:

Desperate Measures

 

Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries.

 

When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures?

 

I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes.

Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave.

But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to.

Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts.

His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it.

‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

I feign ignorance.

‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

His hand gently squeezes my throat.

‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

‘Fifty.’

‘What?’

‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs.

‘Fifty dollars,’ I say.

The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down.

‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’
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Slut Wives:

In Too Deep

 

Lydia spent her youth sleeping around and getting hooked on gambling, but she’s cleaned up her act and settled down with a loving husband. On the surface, everything seems perfect.

 

But deep down, Lydia is growing tired and restless. She yearns for the wild dangers she gave up long ago, and can’t stay trapped in the house another night. She heads out to bring a little excitement into her life… and soon finds herself in too deep with the wrong kind of men.

 

My heart thunders in my chest. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Why did I come here tonight? Why did I leave the safety of my home? Why did I get myself into this position?

‘Option two,’ I say, in a meek voice.

‘I’m sorry,’ Evan says, ‘I can’t quite hear you.’

‘Option two!’ I say, much louder.

‘You want me and Joey here to fuck you?’ Evan says. ‘And you want us to take pictures?’

I screw my eyes shut and nod. This is the only way out. The only way out that will let me keep this a secret from Tim.

‘Joey, help the lady to her knees. She’s got work to do.’

Joey’s strong hands grab my arms. He hauls me up to my knees and stands behind me, holding my shoulders, keeping me in place. My eyes dart around the room, looking for a way out, looking for another option, looking for anything.

‘I’m a married woman!’ I say, my voice high and squeaky.

‘Yeah, you keep saying,’ Evan says. He stands up and unzips his pants, a bulge tenting the material. ‘But unless your husband is going to come through that door with all the money you owe me, I don’t fucking care.’

‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words barely a whimper.

‘He can’t help you either.’

Evan reaches into his pants and gently eases his manhood free. I try not to look, but I can’t help it. His length is right in front of my face. It’s pointing right at me, accusing me, his deep pink head barely an inch from my cheek. He’s a good length, maybe a little over six inches, with a decent girth. I’ve seen bigger. I’ve seen better.

‘Please!’ I say. It’s the only word that comes to mind.

‘I’ll ask you again,’ Evan says. ‘I’m not a monster, you have to agree to this. We take your stuff, or we take your ass. You choose.’
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