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I stop my car and stare through the windshield at Trent, my husband’s boss, standing outside the remote log cabin like we’ve secretly arranged. Ever since Dave, my husband started working for Trent at the law firm a year ago, I've wanted to be taken and claimed by him however wrong and forbidden that might be. Even though I’ve been married to Dave for just over four years, the last two haven’t been very happy ones—not for me anyway. Dave doesn’t show me any attention anymore but seems to be able to give plenty of attention to other women. He must think I’m blind if he doesn’t realize that I can see how he flirts with other women—and on more than one occasion I’ve been convinced that I’ve been able to smell perfume on his clothes when he comes home late at night claiming that he has had to work back late at the office. When I confronted my husband about the perfume, I could smell on him as he crept into bed beside me and turned his back, he just said that I was suspicious and paranoid. And that was the end of the conversation. 

I know that Dave has to wine and dine a lot of clients as part of his job, and it was at one of these occasions that I met Trent, my husband’s boss. Ever since that night, I haven’t been able to stop myself fantasizing about him. The thought of this scares me because I know my husband would be furious if he ever found out how much my body aches for his boss.

But I’m sure that Trent has feelings for me too. Whenever I see him at some kind of work function or if I ever stop by the office, I can’t help but notice how his gaze roams all over me, checking out my full round breasts and plump ass in the tightfitting skirts that I wear, just like my eyes are drawn to his muscular body and the noticeable bulge in the front of his pants.

It was just the other night that I became convinced that my husband’s boss likes me in the same way that I like him. Trent turned up at our house to give Dave some last minute court documents to read through for an important case. When Dave stepped out of the room to take the file to his study, Trent asked me for my phone number. I told him my number and then without a word he left.

That night as Dave lay asleep in bed with his back turned to me as usual, I received a text message from his boss. The message contained a date, time, and location to meet him. 

So, here I am at the remote cabin that he had given me directions to in the text that he had sent me. As I now sit in my car, staring at him through the windshield as he stands on the wraparound porch at the front of the log cabin, my gaze is immediately drawn to him. His muscled physique bulges against the white cotton shirt and denim jeans that he is wearing. 

He stands out front of the cabin, with his eyes fixed on mine through the windshield, and my pussy quivers. He's my husband’s boss, a man nearly twice my age—and here I am out in the middle of nowhere with him. It feels wrong to have snuck out of town to meet up with an older guy like this, but I'm still curious. I'm twenty-five and I’ve never slept with anyone other than my husband. What have I got to offer this rich older guy who owns his own law firm? I know what I can offer him—a forbidden afternoon of sex. As this thought enters my head, I remind myself again that the man who I have crept out of town to secretly meet is my husband’s boss and there can’t be any future for us. 

But even though I know I’m out here with my husband’s boss is wrong, I can’t look away from him. His intense blue eyes bore into mine and my pussy throbs with need. It’s been so long since I’ve had a good hard fuck and my heart races with forbidden excitement.

Swallowing hard, I step out of the car, and I can feel his eyes drinking in the sight of my curves that strain against the fabric of my tight clothing, like I am his for the taking, offering up my body for his pleasure.

But does he want to sleep with me? Despite him asking me to come here, to this secluded cabin, I can't be sure that's why. He might simply want to tell me to stop acting so foolishly around him—he's twice my age and my husband’s boss after all. But by the way he’s looking at me, it seems like something else is on his mind—like he wants to take me and fuck me.

Breaking our gaze, Trent turns away and heads into the cabin leaving the front door open. My body trembles as I make my way up the steps and onto the wraparound porch. I stop outside the open front door and find him standing near to a stone fireplace that has a fire burning in the grate. I can see that the interior of the log cabin is cozy-looking, with a large couch and chairs and a soft looking rug thrown over the floor before the roaring fire. In the warm glow of the fire, I can see Trent’s shirt clinging to the contours of his muscular frame while his jeans hug his tight ass and the impressive bulge at the front. Our eyes lock as I step inside the cabin, closing the door behind me. Now that we're totally alone, I'm feeling nervous but excited. 

He looms larger and more imposing in the confines of the small remote cabin. The glow from the nearby fire accentuates the gray streaks in his tousled hair, and his strong jawline is complete with a salt-and-pepper scruff—the finishing touch to make him look all the more ruggedly handsome. His hands are large and rough-looking, and my body quivers with desire, imagining them groping me as if I'm nothing more than his willing, submissive slut. My clit throbs and my nipples strain against the fabric of my tank top at the thought of being set loose and manhandled by his large hands. 

I feel my clit pulsing as my husband’s boss stares hungrily at me. A warmth spreads from within me, winding its way down to my aching pussy. My panties are becoming soaked and all I hear is the thump-thump-thumping of my heart. 

I try to find something to say, but the words evaporate on my tongue. All of my self-assurance has long since disappeared. If only he would tell me why he has invited me out to this secluded cabin. 

Suddenly he speaks, his voice deep and husky. “I can offer you nothing except sex,” he almost growls. 

My heart thumps in my chest as I stammer back, “Then fuck me. That's what I want.” 
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Chapter Two
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He says nothing before suddenly ripping at the fabric of my tank top and sending it cascading to the floor. My breasts heave with surprise, and I find myself lying down on the rug before the crackling fire. Nervous excitement crashes through me as I look up at this strong, older man. 

Reaching for me again, my husband’s boss let’s out an animalistic snarl before tearing my skirt and panties from me and tossing them onto the rug. Clamping his hands around my knees, he forces them apart until my glistening wet pussy is clearly visible to him. 

I feel suddenly exposed as I lay back on the rug in front of this older man, my legs spread wide open before him. Yet, I can’t help but shudder with pleasure as he takes control of me, preparing to take and use me for his own satisfaction. My gaze follows Trent as he undoes the buttons of his shirt, snatching it away to show off his toned body. His chest and abs are lightly coated with dark-gray hair. 

Trent then lowers himself down onto the rug, leaning over me and taking one of my hard nipples into his mouth. As he sucks gently on it, I moan out in pleasure and squirm on the rug as his other hand cups my breast. His lips are tight around my nipple as he circles his tongue over and around it, sending sparks of desire through me that ignite an aching
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