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Chapter 1

A Date with Jim Tate
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Power and sex.  

That’s what everybody saw in Jim Tate.  

They didn’t even have to look at him to feel it.  His magnetism was so profound, it shaped the air around him.  If he were standing behind you in an elevator, you’d sense him there even before you picked up the refined spice of his unfathomably expensive cologne.  

When he checked out your black nylon legs in high-heeled shoes, every molecule around you would get hot.  So hot, you’d think it was the devil himself taking you from behind.  When you turned to make sure the fires of hell weren’t burning in back of you, your impression would be confirmed with one glance of the distinguished Mr Tate.  

He wouldn’t smile at you.  Juicy smirks were for sleazeballs.  

You’d be nonetheless drawn in by what you might read as an expression of contempt.  He looked like he was above nature.  He looked like he was better than you.  

He was quality, better than any man you’d ever seen, let alone been to bed with.  

You would stare at him without meaning to.  You’d try to look away, but you’d find him so impossibly alluring you’d go right on imagining the prick of his black goatee against your chin.  

He wouldn’t lower himself to kiss you.  He wouldn’t have to.  When his striking gaze penetrated you, almost by accident, you would lose all control.  

The man had purple eyes.  

There they were: mauve flecked with green and gold.  

They were stunning.  

You couldn’t keep from launching yourself at him.  You would feel like a stupid schoolgirl throwing herself into the arms of a sexy teacher as you planted a kiss on his lips, but even your embarrassment wouldn’t stop you.  

His tongue would be at once sharp and warm as he returned the embrace.  He would hold your head in his hands with such force you’d worry he might crush your skull.  

He wouldn’t harm you.  

This was a controlled burn.  

Nevertheless, and though he knew precisely what he was doing, you’d be scared out of your wits.  

Mr Tate had done this before.  You’d get that sense from him.  You were nothing special.  Disposable.  

You could be anyone.  

It just happened to be you in that slow elevator to nowhere.  It just happened to be you whose wrists he was pinning against the elevator door.  

You could envision those doors screaming open, and you plummeting to your death in a pit of blackness.  

That’s how it felt to be taken by Jim Tate.  

You wouldn’t know his name, of course.  He was never one for small talk.  Besides, he didn’t care who you were.  To him, you were only a pussy, hot and ready all because you wanted him inside you.  You wanted him so badly you could almost taste his salty precum as he tore the buttons from your blouse.

He would kiss you as he fondled your tits.  

Kissing would be the only form of foreplay he could be persuaded to engage in.  He knew your dripping wetness had soaked through your panties even before you turned around to look at him.  

That’s how devilishly desirable he was.  

He had no shame, and even less humility.  

Just when you thought your knees would give out on you, he would spin you around.  You would wince as your cheek and your bare tits met the cold metal of the elevator door, but pain was only another word for arousal.  

He would pull your sleek skirt up above your waist and pull your nylons and panties down below your knees.  In no time, his cock would be out of its lair and prowling your heat.  You wouldn’t even get a chance to glory in its magnificence before its slick head forced itself inside your slit.  

You’d have your trepidations.  

The pressure of his wedding band against your wrist as he held it firm against the elevator door would give you a momentary sense of wrongdoing.  

There would be a thousand other reasons racing through your mind why you should bring the whole sordid encounter to a smashing halt, but would it do any good to say no?  

You would ponder that question until Jim Tate’s cock pounded it clear out of your mind.  Your grey matter would melt as he rammed you from behind, your face and breasts plastered to the elevator door.  

If you could see his unsmiling expression, you’d be twice as fearful and ten times as aroused.  His gravity could easily be taken for malevolence. 

He would thrust so deep your insides would pang.  What could you do but love every second of it?  His body would so rage with mercenary heat, it would make you sweat through your torn blouse.  

Not that you’d worry about your clothes while he was fucking you.  Or about how you’d explain the lingering scents of sex and spice on your skin, even days after desperately trying to scrub him away.  

He would never let you go.  

That’s how it was with Tate.  He’d never release you from his grip.  He’d fuck you so hard you’d swear it would kill you.  You’d be so overwhelmed by his prowess, you’d welcome death if he wanted you slaughtered.  

Everything was for him.  

Even when he released your wrists, you’d find your hands held flat against the elevator door by his sheer force of will.  

As he slid from your mourning slit, he’d press your buttocks together and slide his sopping wet cock in the crease.  He liked that.  It was like fucking a firm pair of tits, he said.  

You would never have imagined relishing the feel of a firm cock coursing across your ass crack, but the sensation was incomparable.  He wouldn’t say anything, but you’d know exactly when he was about to come.  You’d be enraptured by the spice of his fragrance, which would grow into something as demonic as it was delicious.  

He would thrust in the crease of your ass, pressing your cheeks tight together until his controlled breath grew laboured.  

With his teeth gritted, he would breathe roughly through his nose.  The sound was animal.  Brutal.  

Little cries would try their damnedest to squeeze out from between your lips, but your fear of the man would be adamant about silence.  Your lips would remain pursed beside the cold metal door as Jim Tate released a torrent of cum across your crack.  

He preferred coming in ass cracks to coming in pussies, or even inside assholes.  Coming all over a nice pair of tits wasn’t bad.  A close second, perhaps.  He very much liked to watch his jizz spurt from his cockhead.  

But ass cracks would always be the pinnacle.  Once he’d come in one, he could then observe your poor little anus pucker and undulate.  It was a spectacular image, he thought.  

A pretty little asshole drowning in a river of cum.

He would shift you out of the way when the elevator arrived at his floor.  You’d find yourself too weak to stand.  The dirty, loveless, indiscriminate sex he thrived on would leave you feeling empty.  

He’d waltz through the doors the second they opened up and he wouldn’t look back.  Not a glance.  He’d leave you sticky and wet, your nylons at your knees, on the cold marble floor.  

If you were so inclined to discover who he was, he’d leave it up to you to figure that out.  He never offered up such incriminating information as his name or his title.  

Not that he wasn’t well known for his sexual escapades.  Everybody knew Jim would get off with a hole in the wall if the mood struck him.  

After more than twenty years married to him, even Helena knew.
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Chapter 2

Helena Meets the Maid
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Helena was on her fourth martini by the time Jim walked through the front door.  She was still wearing the side-slit gown he’d left her in after giving her his morning wood.  

Not that she ever seemed fully awake when he fucked her at 7 a.m.  

She never took off her sleep mask.  He just hiked up her satin nightdress and slipped his lubed cock inside her.  Hard to say what level of consciousness she reached before he came. 

Really, it was none of his business whether she was aware of it or not.  Could be that she woke up hours after he’d left for work thinking the whole thing was just a vivid recurring dream.  

“You’ll never believe who I fucked today,” she said, wrapping one arm around his neck.  She rode his leg like it was a stripper pole as she sipped from her martini glass.  

He had to admit, the workouts paid off.  Even now, she had the lithe gams of a twenty-year-old.  

Jim stole an olive from her glass.  “Whom?”

She fixed her gaze on him, as if pondering whether he was asking a question or correcting her grammar. Her blue eyes were not entirely vacant.  There was a playfulness ever-present.  

Finally, a spark ignited and she offered him a low, lusty giggle.  Her teeth shone marvellously as she admitted, “Nobody.  Not even myself.” 

Cracking a smile, Jim pulled her close until her satin tits met the lapels of fine navy suit.  

“I screwed some stuck-up cunt in an elevator,” he told her.  

He never lied about those things.  

When her expression fell flat, she quickly covered over her wound with a broad smile.  

Yes, they both messed around, but did it have to be every day?  

Helena fucked other people purely out of boredom.  For Jim, it seemed compulsive.  

Though he came across as a bit of a sociopath, in that moment, he did seem to realize his eager confession hurt her.  

He repaired the injury by asking, “Saving yourself for your dear old husband, were you?”

How could she remain upset with someone so devilishly handsome?  Especially when he leaned forward to press his hot lips against her forehead.  

“All for you, baby,” she cooed.  Her smile grew wider as his erection grew harder.  “Ooh, is that for me?”

He held her by her bare arms.  The power of his grip would have stunned her if she hadn’t grown accustomed to it.  

“It must be,” he said.  “I don’t see anyone else around.”

Of course, Fina chose that moment to scamper by.  

They weren’t alone any longer.

Jim insisted all staff wear uniforms around the house.  Though he spared their cleaners the crinolines that went with those slutty maid costumes—highly impractical, all things considered—he liked to see them in knee-length black cotton dresses with white-capped sleeves and collars.  White demi-aprons too.  

Not only did he appreciate the aesthetics, but he also knew it took a special
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