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“I’m not happy,” my boss growls, pushing his way past me and into the honeymoon suite. He shuts the door behind him then locks it before turning to look at me. His dark eyes drift up and down the length of the virgin white wedding dress I’m wearing. His eyes stop briefly as they drink in my bulging breasts straining against the lace bodice, I’ve managed to cram them in.

“You should be happy for me, Liam,” I say, forcing a smile. “I’ve just got married. Why can’t you be happy for me...don’t you like John?”

“I’m not happy because I know that deep down, you’re not happy, Martha,” my boss says with a sexy confidence that’s always turned me on. He unknots his tie and loosens the top button of his shirt collar. “You’ve only just turned twenty-two...you’re too young to have gotten married. I should have stopped you. John isn’t right for you.”

“So, if John isn’t right for me, who is?” I ask him, knowing that deep down my boss has never really been happy about the idea of me getting married. I’ve worked for Liam for the last couple of years as his PA, and over that time we have grown close – more like friends than employee and employer. But if I’m being honest, while my feelings have developed into something more than just friendship for my boss, his feelings for me have never crossed that professional line. 

Buit if he has secretly felt something more than just friendship for me, he should have said something before now. Perhaps Liam didn’t think he had the right to, being my boss. Maybe he was hoping I would change my mind. Perhaps if he had spoken up sooner than maybe I would have. But I know something else, too. My boss is right, I’m not really happy if I’m being honest with myself. I have had doubts about marrying John and it’s the reason that I’ve managed to put off having sex with him until we’re alone in the honeymoon suite together. But I’m not alone with my new husband...I’m with Liam, my boss. It’s just me and him. But my boss is too late.

Ignoring my question about who would be right for me, Liam says, “John is just an immature idiot.”

“He’s twenty-five,” I remind him as the tension between us rises. Even though my boss looks good in the dark suit he is wearing, and I love the way it fits snuggly to his broad chest and bulging biceps, he looks kind of angry with me. “John is my husband now,” I remind him, secretly wishing it were Liam I had just married.

“And where is your husband?” my boss asks, his firm jawline clenched tight. “I’ll tell you where he is...he’s getting drunk in the hotel bar with his buddies when he should be here with you.”

“He’s entitled to have a drink or two with his friends...it’s his wedding day after all,” I say, jumping to his defence even though my boss is right about him. Why isn’t John in the room with me right now ripping my wedding dress off, throwing me down onto the bed and stealing my virginity away? But instead, it’s just me and my boss—the mature man I have grown to secretly love and desire, even though he is my boss and twice my age. But the secret feelings I have for him are the real reason I rushed into marrying John. I know that wanting to be fucked by my boss is wrong, forbidden and taboo. He’s off-limits so I had to get away from him—put temptation out of reach, and marrying John seemed like the answer.

So, knowing that it’s too late to give into temptation, I fold my arms across my heaving breasts and say, “I think you should leave, Liam. My husband will be here any minute.” 

“And what are you going to do when he gets here?” Liam almost snarls back at me. 

“You can’t ask that, it’s none of your business,” I gasp taken aback by his question. In all the years I’ve been employed by Liam, I have never seen him look so rattled—so angry—perhaps even jealous.

“You’re going to give yourself to him, aren’t you?” Liam says, closing the gap between us instead of heading for the door. He grips me by the arms, so our faces are little more than an inch apart. “You’re going to let him fuck you, aren’t you!” 

I suddenly feel as angry as Liam looks. I’m angry because if he truly did object to me marrying John, he should have said so—but it’s too late now. I’m married. So, wanting to lash out and hurt him...to let him feel some of the hurt I’ve felt over the last year or so knowing that I want Liam but can’t have him, I look right into his eyes and say, “Yes, I’m going to let him fuck me. He’s my husband and I’m going to let him claim me...take me...fuck my virginity away.”

Releasing a deep and sudden growl from deep in the back of his throat, my boss rips open the front of my wedding dress. My large round breasts tumble free, and I cry out in shock and surprise. I instinctively raise my hands to cover my big breasts, but before I have the chance to do so, my boss has gripped my wrists and is dragging me towards the king-sized bed in the center of the room. 
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“If any man is going to take your virginity tonight, it’s gonna be me, your boss,” he snarls.

“Stop, Liam,” I cry out, struggling against him, although the warm, wet throb I can feel growing in my pussy betrays me.

“Tonight, it’s gonna be me who claims you,” Liam says, roughly turning me around, pushing me down onto the bed so I’m on all fours before him. 

“No,” I groan out weakly, that aching throb I can feel between my thighs racing as fast as my thumping heart. 

As my boss bunches up my wedding dress about my waist, exposing the white lacy thong and stockings I’m wearing, my mind begins to fill with all the wild and forbidden fantasizes I’ve previously had about him. But never did I really believe any of them would come true however much I secretly wanted them to. As I hear Liam pull down the zipper at the front of his pants, a wave of giddy desire crashes over me. Even though I’ve only been married for an hour or so, the need to insist that my boss stops and to save my virginity for my husband grows weaker by the second. But perhaps I could fulfil some of my fantasizes with my boss and still save myself for my husband. Who would know? It’s only me and Liam in the room. If I kept my virginity for my husband, then would it really matter if I explored some of my sexual needs and desires with my boss first? 

So, looking back over my shoulder, as I kneel on all fours on the bed, wedding dress hitched up about my hips, I whimper, “If you want to fuck me, Liam, then fuck me up the ass.”

At first my boss looks a little surprised by my suggestion, but as I look back over my shoulder and see the huge cock that is sticking out the front of his pants grow even stiffer and bigger I know he likes the idea.

He hooks one finger beneath my thong, pulling it to one side. He stares down at my ass that I have thrust up in the air for him. “You’re gonna have to make my cock wet first if I’m going to fuck that tight hole that I can see.”

Without saying anything more, I turn around on my hands and knees so I’m facing Liam’s huge, throbbing cock. The skin looks silky smooth and the dark veins that run up and down it almost seems to throb.

“Suck my cock, Martha,” my boss growls, gripping me by the hair and guiding my face towards his dick. “Open that dirty mouth.”

I do as he says and open my lips wide, closing them tight about the mushroom shaped head of his cock. It feels hot in my mouth as I begin to draw his dick in and out between my lips. Liam’s cock




































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
o

” s /
Cheating On My Fusband On My
OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN EROTICA ROMANCE

SARA KING





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





