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I shuffled into the seat, trying not to let her know how uncomfortable I was.  I could feel a bubble in my stomach as my gut turned over.  Not only was Penelope actually giving my husband a blowjob, but both of them were enjoying it more than I thought.

“Oh, Ms. Wayne,” he groaned.

I looked at his face, ready to scald him, but his eyes were closed, and it looked as though he wasn’t even on this planet.

I stared down at my open blouse and popped a button in a vain attempt to try to reclaim his attention, but why would he glance at me when Penelope was such a treat for the eyes.

She pulled him from her mouth now and jerked his cock, looking at it.

“I doubt your wife deserves this, does she?” she asked.

“That’s not nice,” I countered.

“You don’t deserve nice,” Ms. Wayne said.  “Your husband has been nothing but polite, and he’s being rewarded.”

“A blowjob?  So what?  I can do that.”

“But you can’t do it this well, can she dear?” she looked at Trent’s blissful expression.

“No,” he answered quickly, smiling.

Penelope drove his cock back into her mouth and right into her throat.  I marveled as his entire length disappeared and the buxom professional mouthed at the start of his sack and pressed her lip into his pubic hair.

“Oh, Penelope,” whined Trent, his eyebrow twitching.

“Don’t you come,” I told him.  “Don’t you dare come.”

“Maybe he won’t be able to help it?” Penelope smiled, and her pearly white teeth shimmered in the light.

She looked at Trent’s cock as she jerked her saliva over it quickly, pinching up to the tip of his shaft until a bead of his pre-cum appeared.

“There he is,” she said, and she thumbed at it before bringing the digit to her lips.  She hummed as she tasted it.  “Sweet.”

“Don’t you dare come,” I told him again, but I think part of me wanted him to.

The occasion was more embarrassing than I ever could have imagined.  Far from teaching Ms. Wayne a lesson, I was learning a lot about myself.

“Don’t listen to her,” said Penelope Wayne, and she stood up in front of Trent.  “We’ll get that cum out of you.”

She took back her suit-jacket and it was immediately apparent that her breasts were huge.  She put the jacket carefully on her desk and then started to unfasten the button of her blouse until her light-blue bra was visible.  It held back her charms, but barely.  They looked smooth and full, pressing against the hemming as though they might leap out.

Trent took up his cock and started to jerk it himself as Ms. Wayne undressed in front of us.

“What are you going to do now?” I asked.

“Sit on that gorgeous cock,” she said simply.  “You’re a lucky woman, Mrs. Gardener.  Now, I am too.”

Penelope slid down the zipper down of her pencil skirt and stepped out of it confidently.  She wore stockings and suspenders, and the whole ensemble was even starting to get me turned on.
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It was close to midnight when I got the text-message from my husband.  I’d been whiling away the hours while he partied with some friends.  An empty ice-cream tub sat next to me, and the television lit up the dark room.

‘I’m bringing someone back,’ the message read.

I looked around and thought about tidying.  Another message came through right after.  It was a photo of my husband stood next to a young, attractive, blonde woman doing a ‘peace’ sign with her fingers.  Her tongue was stuck out in that playful way.

I recognized her immediately from the few times that I’d managed to drag myself to the gym this year.  She was a fitness instructor that had led one of my classes—the one where I almost had to pass out and I left the room with my hand covering my mouth for fear of being sick.  That was a real high-point.

‘Looking forward to it,’ I replied.  ‘Should I leave you two to it?’

I watched the row of dots grow and shrink as he penned a reply.

‘Harper wants you to watch.  She’s into it!’

I bit my lip nervously.  Being an observer like that was something I both relished and feared.  It was so incredibly hot to me to watch my husband enjoy himself, but so deeply humiliating at the same time.  Somewhere in that awkward embarrassment I found an even deeper pleasure, tapping into something inside me that I couldn’t articulate.  Perhaps it was my insecurities coming through, or perhaps I loved my husband so dearly that I wanted him to have the enjoyment I couldn’t give him.  No doubt Harper, with her toned abs and tight ass, could give him everything he dreamed.

‘I’ll be waiting,’ I replied.

I did a quick clean-up of the lounge, attempting to hide the piggish night that I’d had to myself whilst Greg and Harper had been out enjoying themselves.

Greg worked a tough city job, but he got paid accordingly.  He somehow found the time to look after himself, but I didn’t have the same drive.  He told me he loved me all the same, but I often saw him eyeing other women.  I think he just liked the safety of having me around.

Around an hour later I heard the two of them giggling their way through the door.

“Will she be home?” Harper asked.

I sat upstairs in our bedroom on a chair beside the bed.  It faced where the action was going to take place.  For the past twenty minutes or so I’d been there, psyching myself up and imagining the scene that might play before me.

“Carla?” came my husband’s voice.

“I’m up here,” I said.

Harper giggled again and then I heard their lips smacking together as they kissed.

“Fun night?” I asked as they came up the stairs.

“Fun’s not over yet,” Greg said.  “Honey, meet Harper.”

He pushed her into the room ahead of him.  I looked up from the chair at her.  She wore a tight, small, black dress that hugged her figure.  I think she could have worn anything and still looked good.

“I think we’ve met before,” I said, standing.

“I don’t remember you,” Harper said.

“Harper works at the gym,” Greg said.  “If you can’t tell.  Just look at that ass.”

He turned Harper around and showed me her muscled buns.  Greg squeezed them and smiled.  “One day, huh?” he said to me.

The barbed comment stung, but Greg knew that.  He knew that I got off on being degraded like that.  Harper didn’t know, but she didn’t seem to care either way.

“So, is she just gonna watch or ...”

“Do you want her to join in?”

“Ewww,” Harper said.  “No way.”

“That’s okay,” Greg said.  “Sit in the chair, honey.”

I sat in the chair that faced the bed and locked myself in for the ride.

“She’s just gonna watch us get naked?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And she stays clothed?”

Greg looked at me.  “Stand up.”

I did as he asked.

“Undress.”

I started to take off my clothes and Harper guffawed.

“Does she just, like, do whatever you tell her?” she gasped.

“She does.”

“Can I order her around?”

“If you’d like.”

I pursed my lips and took off my t-shirt and bra.  I could feel Harper’s eyes look over my body and judge it.  Amongst my friends I was one of the thinnest, but amongst Harper’s social-circle I couldn’t compete.  I don’t know how girls like her do it.

“Take off your panties too,” she told me, looking me up and down with half a scowl.

Greg smiled, watching.

I took down my jeans and then peeled my panties down my legs.

“Sit in the chair,” Greg said.  “There’s a good slut.”

I took a deep breath and sat before them both.  Harper was still staring at me with this look of disgust tinged with indifference.

“You could do so much better,” she said as Greg was turning her face to his.

“I am,” he replied.

I watched their lips collide and the kiss blossomed.  As it did, they began to forget about me and explore each other.

My husband’s hands went straight to her ass to squeeze and pull at it.  Her hand was rubbing at his big cock that sat in his pants, waiting to be released.  She bit at his lip and pulled back, laughing.

“Watch this,” Harper said, then she got to her knees in front of Greg.

He looked down, beaming.  The excitement on his face made my pussy flutter.  He looked so ready for her.

Harper flashed open his belt and then snapped open the button of his pants.  She pulled them wide apart and then down to his thighs.

Her face moved forwards and she bit at the big slab of flesh that sat beneath my husband’s boxer-shorts.

Greg grunted, then he pushed his hands through Harper’s lush, blonde hair.  He held his hand on her head and watched as Harper pulled out the waist of his boxer-shorts and peeked inside.  She gasped and then turned to me.

“You don’t deserve that,” she said to me.

I felt that delightful pang of pain hit my stomach all over again.

Harper yanked at Greg’s pants and his cock bounced free.  It jutted out from his frame, strewn in lightning-like veins that ran up his shaft.

He started to unfasten his shirt and pull it back, revealing his toned, hairy body that Harper seemed to love.

She stuck out her tongue and stroked it up the barrel of his dick, bouncing the tip of him on her tongue and laughing.

“Good girl,” Greg said, looking at his new love.

She opened her mouth wide and plunged it over the tip of Greg’s cock, then she drove on further and tucked him into her throat.

My mouth hung open in shock as I watched her deep-throat him.  Fuck, was there anything she couldn’t do?  I was feeling more and more inadequate by the second.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Greg said, turning his head up to the ceiling.

He let out a groan and then looked down at Harper’s handiwork as she pulled his cock from her mouth like a magic-trick.  She was like a sword-swallower the way she tackled him, and she seemed to be completely lacking any kind of gag reflex.

Greg pumped his hips against her, and I watched him fuck her throat briefly.  Harper took it like an absolute champ.  When he pulled out of her again, she gasped and tossed her hair back, then she looked at me and winked.

I thought about playing as I spied on them, but it didn’t seem right.  It didn’t feel as though I deserved it.  Instead, I watched and imagined being in her position—being in the position to be able to please my husband completely.

The look on his face was euphoric.  He let Harper treat his cock until it was soaked in her spit, then she moved back off him and lay on the bed invitingly.  She opened her legs and I saw the little panties that just about covered her modesty.

“Look at that,” Greg said, and he looked back to me.  “Looks good, doesn’t she.”

I nodded quietly.

“You think I should go and lick her pussy, honey?” Greg asked.

I nodded again.

“He can’t hear you,” Harper said.

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes, what?” Harper asked.

“Yes, he should go and lick your pussy.”

“Tell him, not me,” she fired back.

“Lick her pussy, honey.”

Greg smiled and then turned to Harper.  She looked up at him from the bed and curled a finger at him, beckoning him forward.  Greg put a knee up on the bed and fell forwards.

“Take off his pants,” Harper said, barely looking at me.

I got up from the chair and started to remove my husband’s shoes and socks.  Above I could hear the licking and lapping of his tongue against her.  Her soft moans broke through against the smacks of his lips.

I took his pants and underwear down together, then I stepped back and looked at him as he tongued Harper.  She was pushing her big tits together and groaning.  My husband had moved the crotch of her panties over and his face was planted right over her.

“Oh, Greg,” she whined, and her hand rushed through his hair and gripped it.

Greg tongued up her folds and I watched the pleasure on Harper’s face too now.  I’d not known anything close to it in so long.

Harper opened her eyes and saw me watching.  She looked down at my husband’s body as he stretched away from her, then she looked back to me.

“Tongue his ass,” she said.  “Go on.”

Greg broke off her pussy and looked back at me excitedly.  “I’ve never had that done before.”

“She’ll do it,” Harper said.  “Go on.”

“Eat my ass, honey,” Greg said, then he put his face back onto Harper.

I moved around behind him, looking at his muscled butt and the twisted knot of pink that sat between it.  His juicy balls hung below, and his cock pointed up at Harper, stiff as a board.

“Is she doing it?” Harper asked impatiently.

“Not yet,” Greg said, his words muffled by pussy.

“Eat his ass,” she said forcefully.

I pushed my hair behind my ear and moved forward tentatively.  My tongue searched out and tickled the inside of Greg’s ass-cheeks.  He started to groan immediately, and I pressed on, encouraged by his moans.

“That’s it,” Greg said.  “Ugh, that’s good.”

“You nasty bitch,” Harper giggled.  “Keep licking his fucking ass while he eats my pussy.”

She was a real dom, and it all seemed so natural.  The role was perfect for her.  Shit, everything was perfect about her.

I pushed his cheeks apart and washed my tongue all over him, growing with confidence.  Greg pushed his ass out to me and bared himself.

“Yes, Greg,” Harper moaned.  “Get that fucking cock stiff for me.”

I reached beneath and started to jerk Greg’s hard cock as I tongued him.  It was like I was playing a whole new kind of instrument the way my mouth played and my hand worked.

“Put him in me,” Harper said.

She pulled down the front of her dress and those perfect tits sprang out.  They were big and round and beautiful.

Greg reached under her skirt that was now more of a belt around her midriff.  He gripped her tiny little panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them to the carpet.

“I want her to put you inside me,” Harper said.

She lay back on the bed like a princess and Greg moved into position, nudging her knees open with his.

He paused over her, his hard cock between her legs and pointing at the target.  I moved around to grab him and noticed him running his eyes all over Harper who lay beneath him.

She had a perfectly manicured pussy.  The hair was cut short and styled in a little triangle that sat above her clit-hood.  Her folds glistened with my husband’s spit.  She pushed her ass up and showed me where she wanted him.

“Make him fuck me,” she told me.

I gripped Greg’s cock and jerked along him slowly, then I pulled him forwards and made him meet Harper.  He eased his bodyweight down with his arms and I set his crown against her wet O.

“Put him inside me!” she groaned.

I moved him into her, and Harper let out a moan of delight.  I watched her pussy spread over him slowly.  Greg’s eyes closed and he swallowed, trying to calm himself.

He started to fuck her slowly, then his face fell towards her wobbling tits and he clamped his mouth over her nipple.

He sucked at the node and turned it stiff, then his tongue washed over it.  I moved back slowly, trying not to make a sound.  I sat back in the chair and watched as my husband enjoyed every inch of Harper.

For the next few minutes, it was like I didn’t exist.  I played voyeur, staring from the chair, and studying the bliss in my husband’s face as he got the prize that I couldn’t give him.

He moved about the bed, taking his cock from Harper’s pussy and bringing it to her face for her to clean off all her juices and do her deep-throat party trick again.

I tried to stay calm, but I could feel the tingling of nervous adrenaline.  I felt shame and humiliation in equal measure, but I couldn’t turn away.  I was a glutton for punishment.

My husband turned Harper over and started to fuck her from behind.  She wailed into the sheets, taking the full majesty of his cock and enjoying it to the fullest.

I watched as he made her come again and again.  He hardly ever did that to me anymore.

Harper’s face contorted in pleasured moans.  She looked back to Greg each time to let him know how much she was enjoying him.  Every so often she’d look at me and give me a wry grin.

My nose twitched as she smirked at me.  She lifted herself up off the bed and Greg stopped, pulling out of her.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’m not happy with her watching,” Harper said.

“Get out, honey,” Greg said quickly.

“No,” Harper interjected.  “No.  Let’s put her on the bed here.  Lie here, right next to me.  I want you to feel the bed move as he fucks me.”

I stood up and walked timidly to the other side of the bed, sitting beside Harper.

“Lie there,” she said.  “On your back.”

I got into my own bed and lay there naked and exposed.  Harper watched me get into position.

“Watch this, Greg,” she said.

She kicked a leg over my body so that she was knelt facing the bottom of the bed, then she started to back her ass up onto me.

I wriggled my face away from her advancing pussy, but Greg had further instructions.

“Do it, honey,” he said.

I kept my face there and Harper backed right up onto it, pushing her asshole onto my nose and her pussy onto my mouth.

“That’s it,” she said.  “Lick my cum.  Taste my cum that your husband worked so hard for.”

Greg knelt beside and watched, jerking his cock.  I’d never done anything lesbian-like before, so this was all new to me.  If I’m honest, I didn’t hate it.  Harper’s pussy tasted of sex and it felt like it was my duty to clean it.  It was nice to be involved.

“That’s it,” she snarled, writhing back against me.  “Tongue it all.”

I smothered her with my mouth, licking everything she put on me.

“Come bring me that cock,” Harper said to Greg.

Greg knelt beside my calves and Harper bent over to service him again.  All I could see was the inside of her thigh and her soaked pussy and wet asshole up-close.

I could hear my husband’s moans as Harper took him in her throat again, but for now I had a different job.

“Don’t stop!” Harper spat.

I licked and tongued submissively, prodding into her sticky honey-pot and then moving my tongue up to her asshole to try to coax it open.  Whenever I did, Harper would start to moan louder.

“Your wife’s a naughty bitch,” Harper said.

“I know,” Greg said.

Eventually she’d had her fill.  She crawled forwards off me and looked back as I wiped at my mouth.

“You naughty, dirty bitch,” she said.  I was starting to grow into the new moniker.

Harper took Greg and made him lay beside me.  It was exactly how the two of us would normally go to sleep.  My bedside table had the steamy novel on it that I was halfway through reading.

I looked up at the ceiling and then across at Harper as she lifted her dress up over her head.  I could see her abs flex delightfully in the half-light of the bedside lamp.  She straddled Greg and then reached beneath him to grab his cock and stand it upright.

I watched her sink down on him slowly, gradually taking each and every inch that he had to offer.  The look of delight on her face was a picture, but my husband’s was even more intriguing.  He was shaking wildly, like the sensations of bliss were too much to control.

“He’s ready, isn’t he?” Harper said.  “Watch me ride this fucking cum out of him.”

My nostrils flared and I turned on one side, watching as Harper put her hands on my husband’s muscled chest and started to rock her ass.

She jerked his cock inside her slowly.  I could hear the gentle clacking of her pussy around him.  She was filled with her own juices—a testament to how much of a turn-on Greg could be.  He really knew how to please a woman, but I think Harper knew how to please herself well enough too.

“That’s it, Greg,” Harper said.  “Watch this part, Carla.  This is how you make a guy come.”

Greg was beside himself.  He lay back, groaning and moaning.  It was as though he wasn’t even in the room anymore.

Harper worked her ass on him in a way that I could never hope to replicate.  It seemed all her training and gym-work had helped her to perfect this twerk of her ass that she did.  It was as though she was jerking Greg off with her pussy, and he was loving every second of it.

I lay there, moving with the bed as Harper bounced on it.  I looked along both of their bodies and then down at mine.  I didn’t compare.

“Give me that cum, Greg,” Harper started to ask.

Greg moaned in response.

“I want you to pump that hot fucking cum in me,” she said.  “Then I’m going to push it out all over your wife’s face.”

My eyes widened and sparkled.  This was a kind of degradation that I wasn’t used to, but immediately yearned for.

“Yes!” Greg gasped, and Harper started to move faster on him with that naughty smirk across her face.

“Come in my fucking pussy so I can make a mess of your slut wife,” she urged.

Each time she goaded him Greg moaned harder.  He trembled wildly, his face contorting in pleasure.  His mouth opened in a silent moan and then his whole body relaxed.

“Oh, Harper!” he groaned, and then he pulled her into him.

He started to grunt out his climax, pushing his cock up into Harper as he did so.

“Every drop,” she told him as he squeezed her tight.

I listened to the orgasm leave him with each grunt.  His cock would be swollen and throbbing inside her increasingly sticky core.

“Good boy,” she said, kissing his face.  “There’s a good boy.”

Greg came down on the other side of his climax with a heavy sigh.  He opened his mouth and smiled up at Harper who gave him a kiss on the lips.

“Let’s give this bitch what she deserves,” Harper said.

I wriggled down the bed, keen for my treatment.  It seemed so crazy, but I was fully committed.  The idea of it seemed perfect—as though Harper might have read about it somewhere.  Maybe she was just as debauched as I was, but in the opposite direction.  I enjoyed the torment, and she enjoyed tormenting.

“Take his fucking second-hand cum,” she said, and she straddled me again.

Her pussy sat above my face, and I stared up into it.  It glistened with cum; her’s and my husband’s.

“Open your mouth,” Harper said, pushing her hair out of the way and staring down over her tits at me.

My husband turned over and watched closely.

“Open your mouth,” he told me.

I opened wide and Greg’s seed started to drop out of her.  His warm cum hit my face and tongue and I lapped it down.

“There’s a good slut,” Harper said.

Greg laughed with shock.  “That’s amazing,” he said.

Harper let him fall out of her, stirring her hips above me to coat more and more of my face.

There was so much cum inside her, which I guess was a testament to how much she’d turned Greg on.

“Eat it,” Harper said, and I swallowed what had fallen into my mouth.  It tasted bitter and sweet and creamy all at once.

“Oh, honey,” Greg said.

Finally, Harper dropped on me completely, smothering my maw with her cum-soaked pussy.  It spread all over my face and I hummed up against her.  I could barely breathe, which was something I was sure Harper was aware of.

I struggled and pushed upwards, and Harper pulled her pussy off me, laughing.

“Death by cum,” she teased.

I wiped at my mouth and sat up on the bed with my back to them both, breathing heavily.

“Harper’s gonna stay here tonight,” Greg said.  “You wanna take the spare room?”

I nodded and stood up to collect my things.

Harper fell into my spot on the far side of the bed and lay there naked.  She propped herself up on her elbow and watched as I left the room.

“See you at breakfast,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

I left the two of them alone and went to wash the cum from my face in the bathroom.  I could barely look at myself, but I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed the experience.  Somewhere inside me, real deep down, I wanted it.

I bit at my shaking lip and moved to the spare bedroom, listening to Harper’s giggle coming through the wall.

It wouldn’t be the last girl my husband brought back, but it would be my favorite.  Harper was my first experience at eating pussy, and it was one fine pussy to eat.

THE END

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Watching The Secretary Satisfy My Hubby : Female Cuckolds 2

[image: ]


I walked confidently into the main reception of my husband’s law firm.  He was a partner at Johnson and Cambridge, having worked his way up over the years, and today I was visiting.

My high heels clicked across the floor of the large, tiled foyer.  A wall of water trickled gently beneath the ‘Johnson & Cambridge’ sign that sat large on the wall behind the reception desk.

I was recognized immediately.  It wasn’t my first visit.  I’d often come in and surprise my husband, but today was no surprise.

“I’ve got a meeting with Mr. Gardner,” I said, tongue-in-cheek.

The receptionist smiled.  “He’s been waiting,” she said.  “You know where he is.”

She pressed a few buttons out of sight and gave me a nod to leave.

Johnson and Cambridge were such a big firm that they had many receptionists.  There was the huge desk downstairs that greeted visitors and screened calls, but each of the major players had their own secretaries upstairs.

I knew my husband’s receptionist well.  Lana, her name was.  She’d been over for dinner on two occasions.  She was a lovely woman that flaunted her youth, or at least that’s how I saw it the first time I met her.  She was only twenty-two, and at the ripe age of forty I feel I can be forgiven a little for being jealous in the beginning.  I’d soon been put in my place.

We’d planned the day, the three of us.  To my knowledge we were the only ones who knew what was going on.  Lana had made sure Trent’s schedule was clear.  Trent didn’t have to do much except be there on time, same as me.

I walked into that second reception room and Lana gave me a familiar hello and stood up to greet me.

I wasn’t expecting a hug, although I’m not even sure you could call it that.  Lana placed two hands around me and touched them on my back, planting a faux kiss in the air near my cheek.  She locked the door behind me and closed the blinds.

“Take a seat,” she said.  “Your husband will be right out.”

It was ten minutes to the hour.  Through the wooden door of his office, I could hear him on the phone.  Things sounded slightly animated, but Trent felt in control.  He was always in control.  That’s one of the things that turned me on about him when I’d met him.

I set my small bag at the side of myself and got comfortable on the low, leather sofa.  It sat opposite the grand, oak reception desk.  Off to the right was the door to Trent’s office.

I stared at Lana as she worked studiously.  Her posture was impeccable.  She even sat professionally.  Her fingers clicked the keyboard delicately, her long nails not affecting her accuracy in the slightest.

She saw me watching her and gave a warm smile, then she went right back to work, unabashed.  There’s a point when you become so good at your job that you enjoy people watching you.  Lana was there.

I put my hands on my knees and scratched gently at my tights.  I wasn’t used to dressing up all formally like this, especially in the day.  Normally I’d be at home, making sure everything else in our lives was ticking over.  My husband made sure the money came in, and I made sure everything else wasn’t a problem for him.  We worked well together.

Trent had bought me a nice suit.  It had cost him close to a thousand dollars, but maybe he expected me to wear it more than just this once.  This was our first time, of course, but if everything went to plan, I’m sure there’d be a second at least.

I could hear him in the other room, wrapping up his phone-call.  Trent was always pretty punctual.  You see, when you’re a partner in a law firm, the small things like that matter.  ‘It’s the details,’ Trent would say.  ‘It’s all in the details.’

Lana was beautiful.  I was sure that had helped her get the job.  My husband had a hand in hiring her, of course.  He’d said that his secretary represented the business beyond.  She was the gateway; the first port-of-call; the landing-point for anyone wanting to do business with Trent.  If she was bad, that reflected badly on him, and if you can find yourself a competent secretary who’s also smoking hot, well, why wouldn’t you?

Trent had told me I was just as beautiful.  I wasn’t sure how much I believed it, but I loved Trent, and I wanted him to be satisfied in all areas of his life.

It was a minute until two.  Part of me wondered if Trent was just waiting in there, behind the door, ready for our meeting.

Lana tapped the keyboard slower, moving the mouse as if to close something down.  I rubbed nervously at my knees.  I don’t quite know what I had to be nervous about, but it was my first time, sue me.  I’ve got a good lawyer!

The clock hit two and my husband emerged from his office.  He glanced in my direction to confirm that I’d made our scheduled appointment, then he ignored me and walked towards his receptionist.

Lana moved her chair out and turned herself towards Trent.  Trent opened the buckle of his belt and unfastened his pants.  My heartbeat quickened.  I felt the adrenaline rush through me.  My stomach simmered.

“A slot has just opened up, Lana, and I’d very much like to fill it.”

“Of course, Mr. Gardner,” Lana said.  “It’s ready for you whenever.”

My husband’s crotch was close to Lana’s face, but her eyes looked up instead.  Trent stared down, pulling his pants open
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