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Chapter 1

Veronica Hines stood in front of the mirror admiring her naked body.
Her hands went up under her firm, high-placed tits. Those smooth cones of titflesh quivered slightly as she squeezed them. The blonde young woman moaned as her fingers traced over the ruddy brown, bumpy surface surrounding the hard, throbbing mushrooms that were her nipples.
The body reflected back to the woman was gorgeous. Every line smooth, firm, trim, just right. After all, she was only twenty-one. She shouldn't be getting fat and sloppy. It was a good body, a great body and she admired it even more in the mirror.
Her fingers abandoned their erotic posts atop her tits to slither down her flanks. She shivered in delicious ecstasy as her fingers probed and sought all the right places. Her fingers-worked down into the curly mound between her slender thighs.
"Ummm, God! Oh, sweet Jesus," Veronica moaned as her fingers dipped between her cunt lips. She stroked slowly at first, then built up the speed until friction sent wondrous thrills of carnal heat all the way up and into her pussy.
The blue-eyed girl wanted more of her own fingers. She doubled them inside her already juicy snatch. She frigged herself harder, deeper, until her teeth started chattering in excitement. She pushed herself all the way up to the pinnacle of a good, hard come, then – nothing.
The feelings left her body. It was as if she hadn't been giving her own clit and cunt a good fingering. There was just nothing inside her now.
Not after two years of marriage to Stan.
Stan was a good man, but Veronica felt cheated, robbed. She'd married him less than a year after she'd graduated from high school. She'd thought the few months delay was necessary to prove to the world that she didn't have to get married. Now she wondered if she'd proven anything at all – to herself.
She was bored. She was bored to death. She couldn't even make herself come. With Stan in bed, it was even worse. Her husband fucked expertly enough, but there was something he couldn't satisfy in the blue-eyed girl's body. And Veronica didn't have the slightest idea what it was.
She hated to think she was frigid, yet she knew that must be the answer. Yet, she hadn't been frigid in high school – far from it! She'd fucked anything that moved and loved every second of it, every inch of cock that dug deeper and harder into her pussy. And Stan had been the best cocksman of all.
He literally could fuck all night long. And for the first year of their marriage, they'd done just that a lot of times. But no longer. Veronica found herself lying to Stan about how much she liked his lovemaking.
She even faked orgasm to keep him from knowing that there was something wrong with the woman he'd married.
"Hey, doll, are you getting ready?" Stan called out. "This is going to be kicky, believe me. We're gonna get one hell of a charge out of it."
"Do we have to, Stan?" she asked, her voice trembling as much from fear as anything else. She'd tried to get herself into the mood by fingerfucking herself. Veronica knew it hadn't gotten her into the mood for a little play-acting before they fucked tonight. Yet Stan wanted to do this, he wanted to do it really badly. She owed it to him to go through with his little fantasy.
"Honey, come on," he begged.
"I'm getting dressed now," she said, her voice under tight control now.
She looked at her wedding gown hanging in the closet, all white and crinkly and as lovely as the day she'd put it on two years ago.
Veronica shook her head, brushed a stray strand of blonde hair back and began dressing as if she were going to her own wedding again.
Maybe this would bring back some of the spark she'd felt when Stan had fucked her right after the wedding.
Maybe…

***

"And here's the eager groom carrying his bride over the threshold," said Stan proudly as he scooped Veronica up into his arms.
Veronica put her arms around his neck. She liked the strong play of his muscles, but she found it hard to get into this little fantasy of his.
They'd gone outside and pretended to just arrive from their wedding.
"Hurry, Stan," Veronica whispered hotly in his ear, knowing this was what he wanted to hear. After all, this was exactly what she'd whispered to him two years ago. But then she'd meant it.
He quickly carried her into the bedroom and dropped her onto the bed.
She sat there smiling up at him. Stan was handsome, Veronica thought, and strong. Kind, everything she could want in a husband. He had a good job and she didn't have to work.
All she had to do was hang around the house all day, bored out of her head and watch soap operas and eat chocolates.
Stan shucked off his tuxedo coat and pulled down his zipper. His prick leaped out, red and firm. In spite of the hollowness inside her, Veronica licked her lips at the sight of his huge, tasty prick. She couldn't help herself. She dropped to her knees, brushed back a strand of blonde hair and then dived down to take his succulent prick into her mouth.
"Umm, God, you sure don't give head like any virgin I ever saw."
"How many virgins have you had, Stan?" Veronica asked, her blue eyes flashing. She didn't think Stan had ever had any. But she wanted to find out all of a sudden. In their two years of marriage Stan had never mentioned any other women to her, yet she knew there'd been quite a few.
"Suck, damn you, do it! Give me a blow-job! I'm going to explode if you don't! That ceremony dragged on and seeing you got me hot. And then the reception and… ummm!"
"Don't talk dirty," Veronica said, smiling wickedly around the thick plug of his prick in her mouth. His words had sent tremors of delight blasting into her loins. This was one turn-on for her. She loved it when he said all those forbidden words. They did something to her; she didn't know what, but they made her hotter then a blow torch.
Veronica applied herself to giving her husband the best head possible.
Her tongue raced around the thick tip of his hard prick until she was literally drooling. She sucked harder now, her cheeks going hollow under the strain. The man began hopping from foot to foot, the sensation of stark pleasure ripping into his cock and balls.
Veronica redoubled her oral efforts. Bobbing her head up and down, the blonde young woman began sucking his cock. Her lips caressed the sides of his prick as she moved. When Veronica's nose burrowed into the man's thick pubic patch, she wanted to sneeze. Breathing heavily made her nostrils flare – and the hot breeze around his balls made the man even hornier.
She felt his prick grow even larger. She cradled his cock with her tongue, marveling at the size of his hard-on. Her lips strained to hold all of his cock in her mouth. But she did. The blue-eyed girl had to get more of his cock. She just had to. Stan's little play-acting was working its magic on her. She felt as if she were carried back two years ago, before she had turned frigid, before she'd lost all interest in sex. This was fun!
Her fingers reached out and found the hairy bag holding his balls. She lightly caressed them, fondling them and playing with them until the jism locked inside came to a boil. The way his prick jerked and bucked in the tight confines of her mouth told her how hot he actually was.
Stan reached down and gripped Veronica's head. He pulled her face directly against his crotch. Veronica gasped, feeling the blunt tip of his cock bounce off the roof of her mouth. She swallowed hard and then his prick raced past her tonsils.
His steely hard prick was lodged firmly in her throat. Veronica almost panicked. All her air was cut off by his cock. But then she began to respond to the erotic potential of the situation.
Here was a man's prick buried all the way down her throat… she should relax, she should enjoy. And that's exactly what Veronica did.
Her tongue slowly moved across the base of his huge prick. But the most stimulation she gave his cock was with her throat. She swallowed and bobbed up and down on the most sensitive portion of his fuck stick.
"Shit, honey, you do that better'n any other chick I ever found!"
Veronica didn't bother answering. She gave her husband the blowjob of his life. He wouldn't even think of any of the other women in his life after she finished with his prick!
Veronica had to pull back, gasping for air. Then she tensed her jaws and raked the sides of his cock with her teeth. He groaned. She didn't give his prick time to actually hurt. She immediately sucked it back in and teased the red cock-tip with her soft lips and darting, teasing tongue.
The use of her teeth against his cock had pulled even more blood into his already hard prick. Now he was hugely erect. Every single beat of his heart caused his prick to jerk wildly. And she toyed with the purple crown using the tip of her tongue in the most delightful manner possible.
"I… I'm going to explode! Lemme come in your mouth, honey! Please!"
She shook her head, blonde hair falling across her face. Veronica didn't mind the taste of jism – in fact, she loved it. But not now. Her pussy was complaining about how she was neglecting it, for the first time in longer than she could remember, she wanted cock – lots of cock.
While the meaty, musky taste of his prick was nice, her pussy demanded to be fed, also.
Veronica tossed her head and pulled away, leaving Stan's cock bobbing freely in the cold air. Her saliva ran down the sides of his prick.
He reached for her, but she managed to elude him. Veronica stood up, her hands working frantically at the ties on her wedding dress. She managed to get it half off so that it hung down around her waist.
Veronica wasn't wearing a bra. She hadn't bothered with them since Stan had been in such a hurry for her to finish dressing. Now Veronica was glad she hadn't bothered to put on a bra.
"Jesus, you're half naked!"
"Yeah, isn't it a shame? Why don't you get me totally naked?"
She moved closer to him so he could help her get the rest of the wedding gown off. His hands fumbled as much as hers in their haste, but he finally succeeded where she had failed. She kicked free of the dress, completely naked now.
"Your panties," Stan said wonderingly, you're not wearing any!"
"What's wrong? Don't you like that?"
"I love it! So thoughtful! God, do I want to fuck you!"
She smiled. "Don't talk dirty like that around your virgin bride."
"Fuck my virgin bride!" Stan crowed, drinking in Veronica's beauty, as if for the first time.
He moved like a zombie. Each foot went in front of the other, and he covered the space between them in a daze. "You're so fucking gorgeous.
How I want you!"
"Take me," she said simply, meaning it for the first time in months.
The oily flow from her pussy lips caused her snatch to glisten in the pale light coming through the bedroom window.
His eyes took in every bit of her beauty. He was like a kid in a candy store with a twenty-dollar bill. He hardly knew where to start first.
The hair he loved so much was pulled back from her face now. She looked like some sort of naked goddess standing there. From her perfect oval face and those brilliant blue eyes, he worked down quickly along her body.
Those tits! He loved them. The deep valley between them seemed to beckon him. In spite of his longing to stick his prick into her cunt and fuck her silly, he had to stop and tend to the aroused nipples lightly pulsing every time her heart beat. The meaty mounds of her succulent titflesh were tasty. He could pop them into his mouth and suck and gnaw and nibble until he got his rocks off. They were that good.
Her waist was trim. It offset her flaring ass perfectly. He saw the shadowy depression of her navel and wanted to dip his tongue into it until he found a more delightful orifice… like her cunt. She moved slowly, sensuously, wiggling around to display all her charms to him.
Her tapering, slender legs really turned him on. Her well-fleshed thighs were a delight to crawl between. To feel them on either side of his body as he drove his prick all the way up into her slippery cunt was the nearest thing he had found to heaven. He would have given anything for that now, but he sensed Veronica was in a strange, tense mood.
The way his prick hurt him, he doubted if he would be able to take too much more of her love-play. He wanted to fuck her – right now!
"Come here, lover boy," she said, her arms extending out to him. He couldn't say no. There wasn't any way. And he was grateful that she didn't want to waste any more time on foreplay. He was at the breaking point.
The young blonde woman hungrily pulled him to her body. He felt her tits mash against the well-muscled slab of his chest. The hard little points of her nipples poked into him. He didn't care. His mouth was fully engaged with hers now. Tongue pressing against tongue sent their pulses racing.
Veronica felt the old, familiar stab of joy deep inside her body. She moved closer to her husband and rubbed lasciviously against him. She parted her thighs and captured one of his legs. Moving up and down, she rubbed her cunt against his still-clothed upper thigh. She sighed and fuck herself faster. She had to have cock pressing between her cunt lips and plunging all the way up into her belly. She just had to have it or she'd go crazy!
"Let me get you naked," she said, her voice trembling with lust. Her fingers worked quickly stripping the tuxedo off him. The studs were easier to unfasten than buttons. In less than thirty seconds, she had his shirt off. Getting his pants off proved harder. His cock poked out of the front of his fly and made pulling the pants down difficult.
But she succeeded. The blue-eyed girl's need was so great she was doubly determined to succeed.
He pulled her back to a standing position, his throbbingly virile prick pressing hotly against her belly. His hands slid up and down the sides of her ribcage. He pressed his fingers in and felt the bones underneath. But it was the silken-smooth flesh that thrilled him. He stroked upward across her tits. The fleshy bulges of her tits filled his hands. The coppery disks of her areolas deepened in color and her nipples hardened like rubber erasers on a pencil.
She thrilled to the sensations rippling into her tits. But she wanted more. The young blonde woman wanted his mouth moving all over her naked body. She wasn't standing there bare-ass naked for nothing. She wanted his tongue in her cunt; she wanted his cock, too. She wanted it all!
He licked and lapped down the deep canyon between the melon-sized mounds of her tits. His rough, pink tongue probed hard and made her gasp in reaction. He slowly spiraled up her left tit, leaving behind a trail of spit that cooled instantly.
Veronica stood for a moment, then she realized her legs were growing too weak to continue in this position. The carpet under her bare feet was thick and richly piled. She decided this was a good a place as any to fuck. She carefully lowered herself so that his tongue never left her tits.
By the time she was stretched full length on the soft rug, his mouth had almost reached the crest of her left tit. Her nipple was hard and pulsing with every single beat of her heart now. It was filled with aroused blood and felt as if it would explode like the safety valve on a pressure cooker.
"More, Stan, give me more of that sweet, sucking mouth of yours. I need it so baaad!"
He concentrated on the silken flesh under his lips, the hard pebble of her nipple, the tantalizing odor rising from her excited cunt. He was barely able to keep from jetting off he was so excited. Keeping his orgasm under control after she had sucked on his prick wasn't easy. Now he was fighting to get as much stimulation out of this naked bitch as he could before coming.
He found the throbbing button of nipple. His lips worked magic on it.
He finally sucked her nipple into his mouth. Using his teeth, he stimulated it until it grew to almost twice the size it had been.
Instead of a tiny mushroom trembling with life, he now had a tiny finger pressing hotly into the tip of his tongue.
He'd show her she wasn't the only one who knew how to use her teeth to excite and thrill.
"God, Stan, God! I feel it all the way down into my chest. I'm on fire!
I'm burning up inside! Fuck me, go on and stuff that big cock of yours all the way up my cunt and fuck meeeee!"
She used all the words she had thought were dirty. They sent lightning bolts of desire along every nerve. She almost came just saying them.
Almost. To really come she would need that prick of his driving hard and trying to split her apart all the way to the chin.
This was the best their fucking had been in a year – maybe longer. She was getting into the fantasy of this being their wedding night. She was actually responding powerfully to Stan, as powerfully as she had on her real wedding night!
Trembling hands reached down for the pulsating pillar of his prick. The nearness of a hard and eager cock was almost more than she could stand.
Stan's tongue danced lightly all over her tits and made her acutely aware of her own body.
"Give it all to me!" she demanded. "Your cock! This!"
She jerked hard at his fuck stick to let him know what she wanted and where she wanted it. Her legs drifted wantonly wide to give him the full area of her cunt to drive his cock into.
He straightened from his delectable task of gobbling her tits and looked down. He gasped at the sight of her milky white thighs so widely parted – and all for him!
She held his prick in a vise-like grip. He wasn't going to escape, even if he had been stupid enough to want to try. Her ass was crushed into the carpet beneath, stimulating her more than she would have thought possible. Wild thoughts flashed through his lust-dazed mind. Fucking on the carpet wasn't a good thing. It might spot the rug.
Her impassioned cry snapped him back to the business at hand.
"Stan, dammit, fuck meeee!"
"Huh?"
She pulled painfully hard at his cock to guide him toward the wet lips of her pussy. They were like the gates of heaven to him. Both he and the passionate blonde young woman groaned loudly as the very tip of his prick touched her wet, pink, trembly pussy lips. He wanted to plunge in balls deep, but he didn't. He restrained himself. He wanted to savor this moment for as long as possible.
While he was enjoying the nearness of her aroused body, the young girl was about ready to explode inside. She could feel the heat of his cock adding to the carnal heat boiling out from her seething pussy. Her entire cunt was on the verge of convulsing with orgasm. But it needed the delightful trigger of his cock fucking her.
She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. He couldn't escape her now! This action pulled the purpled knob of his cock hard into her sopping wet cunt. His cock sank in just an inch, but it felt as if a burning hot poker had been jabbed into her soft, vulnerable cunt flesh.
"God, Stan, I need this soooo!"
"And I need you!" he exclaimed.
He reached under her body and cupped the smoothly curving moons of her asscheeks in each hand. Lifting, he was in a better position to drive his throbbing prick all the way into her lewdly splayed, blonde-furred cunt.
He sank all the way to the hilt in her seething morass of wet pussy. He felt his balls wetly slapping against her upturned ass. He squeezed down hard on her asscheeks and twisted her from side to side. It took all his control to keep from coming. He was totally surrounded by wanton female flesh. The hot sheath of her cunt gripped and pulled and squeezed on his cock as he moved slowly inside her.
She gasped in the throes of ecstasy. This was what she had been needing all day long. The waiting for the ceremony had been an illicit thrill, but it hadn't really sated her intense desires. The long ceremony and reception had made her hot to fuck. And now his cock filled her to overflowing. This was the payoff. Her tender cunt walls struggled to expand to take the huge girth of his prick. For a moment, she was positive he'd rip her apart, then she felt her pussy expanding to accommodate the pulsating wand of hard cockflesh inside her cunt.
She demanded more. "Fuck harder! Deeper! I want to feel every goddamn inch of your prick fucking meeeee!"
"Not so loud," he panted. "The damn nosy neighbors'll have the cops down on our asses if you keep shouting like that."
"I can't help shouting. What else should I do with such a huge cock shoved all the way up my poor little cunt? I want to feel it fucking my pussy. Give it to me till I beg for you to stop – and then fuck me even harder!"
Speaking those words got to the blonde young woman. She glowed whitehot inside. She could sense Stan's prick twitching and dancing around in her tight cunt. The girl began tensing and relaxing her muscles to give his hidden cock a massage he wouldn't soon forget.
"Ummmm, shit!" he moaned.
And then his hips exploded in a frenzy of fucking. She felt his cock slip backwards, struggling against the pressure she exerted with her cunt walls. The friction of that retreat started tiny fires of desire all along her slippery fuck tunnel. Her love oils finally betrayed her and he slid out until only the thick, bulbous head of his prick remained inside her hot pussy lips.
Then he slammed his prick back in as hard as he could. Their crotches mashed together. She felt his fingers urging her to movement. She ground her blonde bush against his and her entire world shattered. Her tiny clit had poked up out of its sheath of protective flesh to see what was happening. It received a full dose of his body moving against it.
She thought someone had driven an icepick up her cunt.
She came hard. Very hard. She struggled and writhed and moaned and clawed at him. But she came and came and came. His prick moved slowly inside her, and this fanned the flames of her passion even more. His prick picked up speed and was soon fucking her as hard and deep as she could have wanted.
Her voice caught in her throat. But it was all right. She couldn't have asked for a better fucking. She felt his hot prick digging deeper into her seething pussy. Her entire cunt convulsed with the power of her repeated orgasms.
And then his hips went crazy. He fucked without any rhythm or finesse.
She felt his cock expanding inside the tight tunnel of her cunt. His come wasn't far behind.
"Gotta fuck you, just gotta!" he cried out.
The white hot surge of his come hit her tender cunt walls. The feel of that liquid rush set her off again. Veronica gasped aloud while her husband whitewashed her pussy walls with his jism.
It seemed to be over too soon. In spite of her unbridled enjoyment, a few seconds earlier, Veronica felt drained now, empty again, totally hollow. The brief second of ecstasy was all gone. And she felt as miserable as she had before.
She brought her own cunt-juice-stained fingers to her lips and lightly licked. Tears began running down her face when she realized nothing would get her off again – unless she did something to break out of the boredom gripping her entire life.



Chapter 2


Veronica didn't know if she should do this or not. Yet she felt so rotten all the time she knew she had to do something to change her life drastically. Last night with Stan should have been the best fucking ever. It should have been. He was turned on in a big way and the memories from her own wedding night had come back strongly enough to allow her to get off once – just once.
The word rattled inside her head. Once. Only after they'd been married had she been able to get off a dozen times or more. The climaxes had come like a string of firecrackers going off. But that happened no longer.
Now she had to be content with a single come.
And even this was denied her most nights they fucked. Veronica knew that she had to do something. And maybe answering the ad in the newspaper would do it.
Stan didn't like the idea of her finding a job. So, she thought, she just wouldn't tell him she was going out looking. Maybe if she found a job she could recover some of the feelings lost in her marriage. Maybe she could drive away the boredom stalking her constantly.
Veronica knew she should have enjoyed the hell out of the fucking Stan had given her last night. And she had – for a few seconds. That convinced her she wasn't totally around the bend. There was still life left in the trim, sleek white body she possessed. Getting out into the world, meeting people, finding new interests, maybe all that would revitalize her so she could enjoy the wondrous things in life – like Stan's huge prick.
Acme Manufacturing Company, the ad read.
Her bright blue eyes skimmed down the small ad until she came to the bottom.
"So, Acme it is," she said to herself. "They need a secretary – and I'll give 'em the best damn one in the whole world. Me!"
She finished off her coffee, made sure Stan had left for the office, then went and dressed in her new brown tweed suit. She studied herself briefly in the mirror and knew she was a knockout.
"That job's as good as mine," she said confidently. And out she went to land it.

***

"Well, Mrs. Hines," said Mr. Marshall, the director of personnel,
"these are hard times. Recession. Lots of people out of a job. We have more people wanting this single job than you can imagine."
"But I'm qualified," Veronica protested, leaning forward slightly. "I can do the work. I want to do the work."
Mr. Marshall leaned back in his chair, as if seeing her for the first time. His eyes raked over the impudent swell of her tits pushing against the thin blouse under her tweed jacket. He hadn't missed a single sway of her womanly ass or the slender, smoky flash of her pantyhose-clad legs as she'd come into the room.
His cock began swelling as he eyed her.
"We need team players, Mrs. Hines. Do you understand what I mean?"
"I'll do whatever I can for the company," Veronica said slowly. The blue-eyed blonde had the uneasy feeling he was watching her like a snake watches a bird.
"It goes beyond that. We get lots of women as qualified as you are. You need to show me something… extra. You need to show me you can work on my team, do things for me… as well as the company," the portly man added hurriedly.
"I don't understand," Veronica said slowly, afraid that she did understand. He wasn't going to give her the job unless she put out for him.
"Come, come, Veronica," he said, taking the liberty of calling her by her first name. "You're not stupid. I can see that. And I can see much more. You know what I mean." Mr. Marshall licked his lips and stood up, the bulge obvious in his pants.
Veronica didn't know what to do. She could leave, but she wanted the job. It seemed perfect. But to put out for such a pig!
The slight delay spurred Mr. Marshall on. He came over and laid his hand against her cheek, stroking lightly.
"So lovely. I'll bet you have a damned near virgin-tight pussy, too.
Don't you, my dear?"
"Burn in hell, you slimy toad!" she cried, recoiling from his hand as if he'd burned her.
She read the anger in his eyes and tried to run. She only got a couple steps before he caught her. He spun her around, his fingers gliding out to the collar of her blouse. He dipped down the neckline and grabbed.
With a savage jerk, he sent the buttons skittering to all corners of the room. Her naked tits bobbed into view.
"Mr. Marshall! You can't do this!"
"I can and I will. You come on so damned strong. You one of those goddamn Women's Lib types wanting to push men around? You a cockteaser, you sultry bitch? I'll show you what it takes to make it around Acme Manufacturing!"
His fingers locked like steel bands on her arms. She fought, but it did no good. He lifted her like a rag doll and carried her to the small couch near the far wall of the office. He dumped her unceremoniously on the sofa. She felt the springs protesting the sudden load. Before she could get her feet under her to roll away and escape, Mr. Marshall was beside her.
"I'm gonna tie you up and show you what I want from a team player at this company. Maybe you'll get the idea so I don't ever have to fuck you like this again."
Veronica gasped when he pulled loose the curtain sash and looped it around her left wrist. He knotted the cord at the leg of the sofa. No matter how much she fought, he was heavier and stronger. He soon had both her hands bound above her head.
By the time she thought about kicking, he was ready to fasten her ankles to the legs of the couch. He didn't bother to strip off her brown tweed skirt. He just rolled it into a tight band around her waist, exposing her stocking-clad legs. He went ahead and tied her ankles securely, leaving the blonde woman half naked and helpless on the sofa. He looked down at her and lightly brushed his fingertips over one of her trembling nipples.
"You get off on this, don't you, you common slut? Well, I'll show you what a real man can do. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before. And you're gonna love it."
Veronica fought against the ropes. The more she struggled, the tighter the knots became. She felt the circulation cutting off her hands and feet. Naked to the waist, she thought she was at least going to escape having him fuck her. If he tried to untie her legs to get her skirt off, she could kick him away.
Mr. Marshall came back with a large pair of scissors. He shoved the sharp-pointed instrument next to the girl's tender-fleshed leg. She cringed and tried to get away. She couldn't. The ropes held her too securely. He pressed the scissors into her skin and began cutting away her pantyhose. She gasped when he reached her thigh, her skirt bunched up around her waist.
He was so close to her cunt!
"Please, Mr. Marshall, let's talk about it. We can -"
"We've talked. It's time I did something."
He began cutting across her snatch. She felt the cold metal blades pressing against her cunt lips. He had caught her bikini briefs and sheared them away at the same time.
By the time he was all the way down her other leg, the lovely young woman was totally naked on the sofa. Never had she felt more helpless in her life. She watched a man she thought she knew tower over her and menace her.
"Now we fuck," he said.
She shivered with cold and fear. His hands caressed her belly, moved to the blonde tangle of her pussy mound. He grabbed a handful of her fleecy cornsilk pubic hair and jerked. She screamed as her hips lifted involuntarily off the sofa.
"This is the way I want your hips to be when I'm ready to fuck your cunt. Do you understand?"
"Mr. Marshall, please, don't do this to me."
"Do you understand?" he demanded again.
He pulled harder on the handful of pussy fur he held. She though she would go out of her mind with pain. It had been rough when she'd lost her cherry when she was only fifteen, but the pain had been nothing like this. She had loved the nearness of cock then and, in spite of her misgivings, she had thought any cock in her body was better than getting none.
But this was torture. The man who should have been interviewing her for the job was misusing her – abusing her!
"Yes, oh God, Mr. Marshall, stop! Don't do it to me! Not like this."
She began to sob quietly. The tears ran down her cheeks. She wanted to reach out and wipe them away, but with her hands bound over her head, she couldn't.
She had to watch Mr. Marshall slowly undress. He peeled out of his shirt and showed his sagging chest, gleaming with the sweat of exertion from tying her up. As he shucked out of his pants, she was surprised to see his hard-on. It quivered and jerked at attention in front of his crotch. She had been expecting him to force her to suck on it to make it hard. But his cock was already a fully functioning fuck stick.
He threw away the last of his clothes and jumped onto the couch.
Veronica groaned as the springs bounced under her. This caused her arms and legs to feel as if they would be pulled out of their sockets. She didn't know if she was more scared or more turned on.
The sight of the man's cock did things to her. She remembered how good it had been once, how she had enjoyed fucking men. But now, he was so demanding that he had turned her off. Veronica didn't know how to react.
So her body responded for her.
Thick juices began boiling in her pussy. She felt the sluggish fluid leaking around her puckered pussy lips and running down into the crack of her ass. As the love oils ran into her asshole, she remembered with growing lust how it would feel having Mr. Marshall fucking her there.
In spite of herself, the blue-eyed blonde was getting more and more turned on.
"Get that ass off the couch like I told you!" snapped Mr. Marshall.
"Please, Mr. Marshall, let me go. We can work this out."
"Do it!
The frightened girl didn't have the chance to obey. Rough hands grabbed a double handful of assflesh and lifted until she was straining at the limits of her bonds. She shrieked in agony. What was worse was the way his fingers dived down into the humid canyon between her buttocks. She couldn't help remembering the gentle touch Stan had used the night before. And she hadn't really responded then. But she was getting hotter and hotter now because of Mr. Marshall's rough treatment.
Veronica was confused. She didn't know what to do, what to feel. She felt her hips lifting in response to the brutal man's orders.
"That's more like it. Now what do you want up that slimy cunt of yours?" He lifted even harder until Veronica thought her arms would come unglued from her body.
"Your c-c-cock!" she stuttered. "Stuff it in and fuck my cunt!"
"Good, but not good enough. You're going to have to beg me for my cock after all you've said. It's not dull, is it, having me fuck you? Tell me, dammit, tell me!"
Veronica hardly knew what to do or say. Lightning bolts of blazing agony lanced into her shoulders. She thought her hips would break under the strain. As the man kneeled between her wide-spread legs, she experienced a completely and totally helpless feeling that wouldn't go away. It was even worse than when she went to her doctor to have her cunt examined. Feet in those metal stirrups made her feel exposed; this was infinitely worse.
"Please fuck me!" she gasped. She would do anything to make the pain go away. She was humiliated and debased. Anything that would get the man's rocks off so he would leave her alone was okay with her.
"Again. Tell me again and in more detail."
"I need you fucking my cunt. I need to feel your cock buried all the way up my pussy. I need it sooooo!"
She was shrieking with the misery of her situation. And when the man's cock slammed into her delicately scalloped inner cunt lips, she shrieked again. It was so unexpected that it sent a tremor of fear throughout her tender, young, bound body.
The head of his throbbing cock parted her slippery cunt lips and sank into her body. She thrashed around but couldn't really move. His hands brutally pinched her asscheeks and lifted her off the couch. His prick shot another inch into her convulsing cunt.
She gasped and tried to tell him to stop. The words wouldn't come. In spite of her predicament, Veronica found herself being more and more turned on. This was a different style of fucking. Veronica hardly knew her own body any more. She couldn't respond to her own husband, but Mr.
Marshall's rough fucking made her all wet in the pussy and hot to feel even more of his long, hard prick fucking into her. She was too confused. The lovely young woman didn't know what to make of it.
What did it matter if she didn't approve of being tied up while he was fucking her?
His prick sank another couple inches into her virgin-tight cunt. She quit struggling and tried to enjoy the fucking. The ropes cut savagely into her wrists and ankles and made her feel cold all over. But his cock warmed her right up the center of her body.
The blue-eyed blonde's loins blazed hot as Mr. Marshall slammed balls deep into her cunt. She felt the tender walls of her pussy rushing to expand around the thick plug of his cock. She gasped with delight when his hips began stirring the prick around inside her. She was able to enjoy every single twitch and pulsation that way.
"What do you want, bitch?" the man demanded. "Tell me what you want me to do. And it had better be the right thing!"
"Fuck meeeee!" she screamed.
His hips slammed forward, burying his prick even deeper in her cunt.
She sobbed with the pain and pleasure as his body ground into hers. He had smashed so hard and fast into her cunt that her pussy lips had been folded inside. Her cunt walls collapsed mightily around his cock as orgasm seized control of her body. She thrashed around, straining once more against the ropes binding her.
Something about being unable to move freely added fuel to the fires of her come. She thrashed harder, felt more restrained by the ropes and burned brighter with her climax.
"Fuck me, damn you, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeee!" she bellowed.
The man gasped as her pussy crushed down on his prick. He pulled back against the intense pressure surrounding him. He thought a hand in a velvet glove had gripped his prick. But the lewd squishing sound as he broke the incredible suction of her cunt told him different. He wasted no time ramming his cock back in to the hilt. His balls slapped wetly against her upturned ass as he repeatedly fucked her.
Total delight seized Veronica. She let herself go. There wasn't anything else she could do. And the feel of his cock working so insistently against her pussy warmed her with more and more friction.
The thick cockhead expanded as his powerful strokes lengthened.
Every single thrust into her agitated cunt lifted her ass off the bed now. He didn't have to grasp her asscheeks and pull at them as he had done earlier. She felt her own inner juices lubricating her crotch as his bush ground passionately into hers.
"More! Fuck me more!" she cried. All she heard was the pounding of her own pulse in her head and the man's deep grunts as he exerted himself even more.
She thought she would die if he stopped fucking. But he was too turned on by the situation to stop. She came hard. The orgasm was the sweetest she had had from any man. But Mr. Marshall hardly noticed her intense joy as her cunt tightened around his cock. His balls had shrunk and the intense passion locked inside with the boiling hot jism spurred him on.
He fucked faster. His hands rested on either side of the bound girl's body. His prick vanished into the golden nest of her pussy and stroked hard along the juicy walls of her cunt. The heat from her guts boiled out and set fire to his fuse. The heat inched back along his cock until it reached the powder keg of his balls.
He exploded. His prick reamed her out and then it erupted. Hot jism fountained from the end of his cock. He shrieked in joy and arched his back to drive himself even farther into the bound woman's pussy.
Veronica almost came again. Almost. And it was that wracking need that made her strain so hard against the ropes that they cut into her flesh and caused blood to flow.
"More, you ignorant cocksucker. Fuck me more!" she begged. "I need it!
God, do I need more fucking! Your cock, gimme your fucking cock.
Please, oh, please…"
Veronica relaxed on the sofa, sobbing. She turned her head to one side so she wouldn't have to see Mr. Marshall straighten. His prick limply slid from her cunt amid a flow of her own oils and his spent come.
"Good," the man said. "I approve of a woman who knows how to be a team player. Do you want the job? If you do – and you know the rules around here now – it's yours."
Veronica didn't speak to him as he snipped her wrists and ankles free of their bonds. She rolled over on the sofa, crying. But she was confused. The blue-eyed blonde didn't know exactly what she was crying about.
Was it because the man had raped her? Or was it because she had gotten off on it? She had enjoyed this bizarre fucking as much as she had enjoyed more sedate fucking when she'd first gotten married. She felt alive inside, in spite of the humiliation and degradation of the rape.
"I… I'll take the job," she gasped out. It sounded like a stranger's voice. But the warmth in her loins was familiar. It was the same lovely feeling in her guts that she'd always had after a hard fucking back in the good old days. The days before she'd become frigid.
"Good. Report to work tomorrow morning at eight. You'll be under Karl Bennet in the purchasing department."
Mr. Marshall went back to his desk, already dressed and looking bored.
Veronica slowly sat up and rubbed her wrists. The buttons on her blouse were all gone. She didn't bother looking for them. She pulled the front of her tweet jacket tightly around her, pulled down the wrinkled brown tweed shirt and walked out of the office on shaky legs.
But she'd gotten the job!
And the spark of fire inside her had been rekindled in a bizarre, outrageously degrading way.



Chapter 3


Veronica worried a lot about what had happened to her at Acme Manufacturing Company as she sat and tried to set on new buttons down the front of her torn blouse. She had enjoyed the rape.
Actually enjoyed it.
The warmth still glowed inside her loins from the feel of Mr.
Marshall's steely cock. That bothered her more than she could put into words. With Stan, there wasn't any thrill like that. And he was gentle, kind, considerate. He always seemed to know what she wanted – or had wanted until about a year ago. That was when the boredom of her existence had really started getting to her.
But why respond to Mr. Marshall and not to her very own husband's rigid prick?
The gorgeous blonde had no answer for that one.
Maybe she wasn't frigid at all. The intensity of her climax with Mr.
Marshall had proven that. Maybe all the cobwebs in her mind had been burned away. She might be able to experience full orgasm with Stan now.
And she knew she'd have to try it the instant he got home.
The sound of the car door slamming sent the blue-eyed girl running to the front room. Stan was just coming in when Veronica launched herself at him.
"Stan, darling!" she sobbed, her arms going around his neck.
"Hey, doll, what's wrong? You haven't greeted me like this in months and months. You haven't dented a fender on your car, have you?"
"No, Stan, nothing like that. I… I've been thinking about you.
Thinking about what we did last night. And I… I mean, I want to do it again."
"Sure, why not?" he said, his voice light and airy. "Let's have some supper and then we can go and -"
"No, Stan, not later. I want you. Now." The gorgeous blonde's hand slithered down his body and pressed against his crotch.
Stan's eyes widened in surprise. "Why the sudden change? Lately, I've been thinking you haven't wanted to screw around. I figured a little fantasy – like last night – might spark things up for you. But I never thought you'd get this horny this fast."
"Don't talk, Stan. Kiss me!"
She crushed her lips against his, her tongue snaking out to erotically duel with his. She needed to prove to herself that Mr. Marshall's fucking didn't mean a damn thing to her, that only her own husband's steel-hard cock could cause her to come.
He broke off the kiss. "Damn, but you did get turned on by last night.
Fan-fucking-tastic!" He scooped her up and carried her off to the darkened bedroom. He dumped her onto the bed. She lifted herself up onto her elbows and watched as Stan's eyes widened in surprise.
Twitching again and wiggling down a little in the hard bed, she let her legs drift wider apart to give her husband a better view of her cunt.
"See anything you like?" she taunted.
"Damn straight!"
"I hope it is," she answered.
He couldn't take his eyes off her naked, churning cunt. She hadn't put on any panties in the hope that he'd fuck her right away. His hands worked feverishly at his zipper to let his hard cock come racing out.
She tugged at his rigid prick. "Yeah, it's damned straight. And hard.
And just a teeny bit cold. I know a nice, warm, damp place for it."
She pulled him hard enough to make him yelp, but he moved his long prick, his lovely, steel-hard fucking prick closer to her twat.
She felt his cock bucking like a wild bronco in her grip. Stan was going to cream all over her like a teenager getting his first piece of ass. Stan was an experienced cocksman, after all, and should have been in better control of himself.
Like Mr. Marshall would have been.
Veronica shivered. No matter what happened, she kept thinking about the abuse that Mr. Marshall had given her. And how much she had gotten off on it. She doubted Stan would understand; he certainly wouldn't tie her up before fucking her. She knew him well enough for that.
This would have to be a straight, plain, ordinary fucking.
Veronica sighed as he began exploring her lush body. His mouth closed on one upturned tit and he sucked hard. The pressure of his tongue on the nipple sent a spike of joy into her chest. His tongue teased her nipple until it was a hard, red pebble of pulsating lust.
When he began nibbling on her tit, she abandoned herself to the feelings rampaging through her. Maybe she could get off on the way he was sucking her tits, feeling her legs, pressing his hairy chest down against her softly yielding body.
She reached out and pulled his head down firmly against her tits. Stan got the message that she wanted more of his mouth all over her luscious tits. He began licking and kissing and lightly nipping at her tender flesh.
The rough wetness of his tongue sent shudders into her that pushed her slowly up the pinnacle toward orgasm. It wasn't like having a rigid prick deep in her churning cunt fucking her, pleasuring her, but it was better than nothing.
He rolled his tongue around in a broad circular pattern. His tongue pressed the rock-hard nipple down into the firm flesh of her tit before starting a spiral down the slope of her boob. When he finally reached the base of her tit, he buried his face in the deep canyon between those luscious mounds of titflesh. The motion of his tongue back and forth between her tits caused her breath to quicken.
Veronica felt now that Stan was inept as a lover. She had thought he was pretty good until she'd found Mr. Marshall. That man stimulated her and made her come alive. But not this man – this child! She wanted and needed a real man to command her, to dominate her, to make her feel like a real woman.
But still there was the aching emptiness between her thighs. A hand stroking her leg wasn't good enough. There had to be more. And that "more" was steely cock.
She wiggled under him again and managed to position herself so her churning cunt was wide open. He crushed down on top of her, his cock far away from the blood-engorged, dripping pussy lips so hungrily awaiting his prick.
"Go on, please, ohhh! Your tongue's nice, but I want more! I want that gorgeous cock of yours. Now!"
He began working his way up her body like a snake slithering up a tree trunk. He kissed and licked his way until their mouths crushed together firmly.
By now, Veronica was frantic with lust. She would do anything to feel his cock driving hard and deep into her belly. Her tongue stabbed out and into his mouth. Tongues meeting, they began rolling around in amorous, erotic acrobatics. She let her rough, pink tongue glide back and forth over his to give him the idea of what she really wanted.
This didn't seem to spur him on. Veronica began darting her tongue in and out of his mouth in a mock fucking that would surely give him the idea of what she so passionately needed from him.
Whether this did the trick or not, the blonde girl didn't know. All she cared about was the tremor passing into her gut when she felt the blunt nose of his rigid prick pushing against her dripping pussy lips. This was what she wanted. If he couldn't abuse her, whip her, spank her, this was exactly what she needed!
She tried hunching up to take him full length up her juicy, seethinghot, churning cunt. Somehow, Stan managed to elude her. He was going to fuck her in his own way, at his own convenience.
No matter that she was being driven insane with lust, with need for his cock. He granted her only about an inch of his pulsating prick. And it felt like heaven to her hungry cunt.
She squirmed back and forth, savoring the inch of wrist-thick cock inside her sopping cunt. His prick split her sex lips apart far enough for her to feel, really feel, his rigid prick. Using well-trained muscles, she clamped down on his shivering cock with her slippery pussy lips. Her churning cunt was now a lewdly grinning mouth trying to swallow his cock whole.
A tiny whimper was all she heard from him. Veronica couldn't speak because he had finally rammed his cock full length into her seething pussy. The long cock buried in her steamy interior bounced around like a thing gone insane.
The very motion of his rigid prick against her delicate pussy walls was enough to make her groan with pleasure. It was so good having a man's prick in her churning cunt again. Now, if he'd only fuck her!
Stan moved his hips in a slow circle, grinding his crotch firmly against hers. She felt the juices oozing from her cunt and lubricating their groins. A tiny trickle of the thick oil tormented her as it ran down the inside of her milky white leg. She remembered how Mr. Marshall had felt inside her. This wasn't quite the same. Not quite. Not enough to make her fully respond as she thought she should. She had to have more to drive away the memories.
"Damn you, ohhh, dammit! Fuck me, will you? Get on with it and fuck me blind!"
"I… I'm trying to keep from blowing my wad. You're just too damned sexy, Veronica."
She should have taken that as a compliment. Instead, it angered her.
She wanted him fucking her, not trying to play kiddie games.
"Get it on, man, get it on! I need cock and lots of it – and I want it fucking me. Now, damn your eyes, now!"
He gritted his teeth and began a slow back-and-forth motion. Veronica screamed with joy as she felt his cock slipping from her churning cunt.
The vacuum built up inside her cunt threatened to pull her guts out with his cock. The fit between her well-oiled cunt walls and his throbbing cock was better than any piston and chamber.
When just the head of his cock split her slick pussy lips, he started forward again. Veronica shuddered in reaction. The tingles in her body became more intense. She knew that she'd soon be aflame with lust.
There wouldn't be anything in the world to hold her back then.
The feel of the quivering cock drilling into her cunt set fire to her loins. She shivered with lust. The bucking, rigid prick twisted around inside her tight cunt and sent lightning bolts of carnal electricity zinging along her nerves.
Her body responded in the age-old manner of a woman being fucked by a man. She loved the sensation of his cock slipping back and forth in her seething-hot cunt. But there had to be more. And that was what Mr.
Marshall could give her. Veronica wasn't emotionally wrapped up in Stan's too-gentle lovemaking like she had been with Mr. Marshall and his more brutal ways. She felt neglected in spite of her husband's rigid prick telling her the opposite.
She couldn't really respond to his rhythm. She just let him rock back and forth, fucking at his own speed. Her body was drenched with sweat.
She responded instinctively, but something was missing.
The only explanation she could come up with was that Stan was dreary.
His fucking lacked excitement. Her body was all hot and ready for his cock, but he failed to arouse her mentally. He was a bore. Sometimes, such as when they'd fucked, it was good with him. But more often than not, her husband did nothing to bring out her hidden desires or arouse her innermost self. She was going to have to point him in a different direction or she'd be doomed to not only the missionary position with him but constant frustration as well. Even if she got off, she'd feel robbed mentally. That was almost worse than not getting fucked at all.
"Stan, darling, wait, please," she said, her hands pushing against his shoulders.
"Huh? What was it?"
He was confused. He had been concentrating so hard on not coming that it took a second for him to adjust to anything other than the steady fucking he was giving her.
"Pull the bureau over next to the bed."
"What the hell for? I'm fucking you and you want the goddamn dresser next to the bed? What's with you, Veronica?"
She felt his once-hard cock slowly deflating inside her churning cunt.
He hadn't come. This distraction had robbed him of his boner.
"I want to watch us fuck in the mirror. I want to see what it's like if I could get up and watch – and still have your lovely cock fucking me!"
"That's sick." He sounded disgusted.
"No, it's not. I think it's wonderful. You can look, too. Imagine the sight of your prick spreading my pink pussy lips and digging in deep up my slobbering cunt. Wouldn't you like to see that? And do it at the same time?"
"No. Besides, it's too dark in here."
"So we turn on the lights. You don't think I'm ugly, do you?" She smiled and reached down between his thighs. Gripping his limp cock, she began massaging his prick until he had a burgeoning hard-on again. His rigid prick was soon throbbing with renewed lust for her. She knew he'd do what she wanted. He desired her more than anything else in the world.
He wanted to please her. If, for nothing else, just to get his rocks off in her tight cunt.
"Dammit," Stan snarled. "Okay, I'll drag the motherfuckin' thing over here so you can watch. Like being in a damn porno movie." He grunted as he pulled the heavy dresser close to the bed. Under his breath, he kept up a steady stream of curses. He was obviously not enthused with this idea of Veronica's.
She came up with the damnedest things at times. He wondered what went on in that pretty blonde head of hers. Actually wanting to watch! And to have the lights on, too. He was worn out trying to think of new ways of fucking to keep her amused.
He thought fucking was something better when it was done all at once, with no interruptions once started.
"There. Satisfied?"
"No," Veronica said, smiling. "My poor little cunt doesn't have your huge steely cock in it any more. Come on and stick it back in. And then fuck me, fuck me harder than you've ever fucked before!"
This time his entry into her dripping pussy was faster, harder. His cock jolted her and rattled her teeth. This was more like it. She wanted it rough, quick, as brutal as he could give it to her.
Even better, she had a perfect view of everything going on. Her legs were spread wide. She saw his fierce red cock vanishing between her pink pussy lips. As his hard cock disappeared into her needy cunt, she felt the broad head of his prick pushing apart her cunt walls. The sight, the feel, those were a double turn on for her!
"Yessssss!" she hissed from between clenched teeth. "That's it. Let me have your rigid prick, all of it!"
He fucked her as hard as he could.
Watching in the mirror gave her as big a thrill as actually feeling his cock pistoning back and forth, fucking her with rutting strokes so totally different from his usual fucking. She had the mental stimulation that had been lacking before.
Her body sang a song of lust, of carnal joy. And the gorgeous blonde watched everything her husband was doing to her.
She saw herself lifting her hips off the bed to meet his inward stroke.
The way her churning cunt lips parted, splitting obscenely and sucking in his plum-tipped cock, made her breath come faster.
She watched her tits rising and falling. They bounced around like succulent jello on a plate. Her hard red nipples were like cherries just waiting to be popped into an eager mouth.
When he actually began sucking on her tits again, she was close to her orgasm. The wetness of his mouth all over her tits added to the feelings dammed up in her tender young body. The gentle sensations seeping down into her chest from his sucking mouth collided with the liquid fire she seemed to breathe.
But this was nothing compared to the wild fires it lit in her belly, in her churning cunt. The long rigid prick fucking her had finally brought out her deepest hidden desires.
The way his steel-hard cock stretched her virgin-tight cunt made her certain he would rip her apart all the way to the chin. He'd never fucked like this before. Maybe she should have gotten him mad at her before. She didn't care. He was really drilling his rigid prick into her, their crotches meeting with wet, slushy sounds every time he plunged into her cunt.
And she watched it all. She saw her ass tensing and rising off the bed to meet his thrust. The way his balls bounced around to slap wetly against her ass was almost worth everything.
"That's it, that's it!" she shrieked.
Her body thrashed around on the bed, pinioned by the throbbing spike of his cock up her churning cunt. The way his mouth moved relentlessly all over her tits told her he was nearing his own come. It wouldn't be long.
Veronica came with all the power of an avalanche smashing down a mountainside. She could barely focus her eyes on the mirror to watch his cock reaming her twat out. Then she closed her eyes.
"Aieeeee!" she wailed.
Her body tensed with the rigid muscle-lock of orgasm. It was the release, both emotional and physical, that she had craved so.
As she drifted down from her sexual high, Veronica felt her husband's cock bucking and dancing wildly inside her churning cunt. The warmth of his jism pushed her own desire back up the slope toward another climax.
Stan spent himself before she could get off again. He kept his spent prick inside her. Veronica felt his prick slowly shrinking as limp as a piece of cooked spaghetti. Still inside her wet, churning cunt, his cock might as well have been as thick as a spaghetti noodle.
Veronica realized how unsatisfied she actually was with her climax.
Something deep inside the gorgeous blonde told her it would have been better with Mr. Marshall.
Veronica was glad now that she'd taken the job at Acme Manufacturing.



Chapter 4


Veronica decided she would work a full day, go home, then tell Stan that she had a job. Somehow, over breakfast, she just couldn't work up the nerve to come out and tell him what she'd done. She had too much to think over from the night before.
The fucking just hadn't been what she'd hoped it would be. The excitement she had felt when Mr. Marshall had raped her in his office hadn't carried through to the bedroom. Even after Stan had gotten mad at her for making him do all the absurd things like drag the bureau over next to the bed so she could watch in the middle of the fucking, the excitement levels for Veronica hadn't been anywhere near as intense as when Mr. Marshall had had his way with her.
She idly rubbed the spots on her wrists where he'd tied her. The lovely blonde woman looked up at the tall brick front on the Acme building and wondered what would be in store for her today.
Already, her cunt ran with its thick lubricants as she thought of all the things that might happen. She couldn't wait.
Hurrying to the building, she went directly to Mr. Marshall's office.
His secretary idly pecked away at the typewriter, hardly noticing what was going on. Veronica wondered if Mr. Marshall fucked his secretary the same way he'd fucked her yesterday.
"Hi," the secretary said, her voice tired and her eyelids drooping half-closed. "What can I do for you? Oh, you're the new hire. The one Mr. Marshall hired yesterday, right?"
"Right," said Veronica brightly. "Do I work here?"
"Here? No, whatever gave you that idea? You're in purchasing. You work with Mr. Bennet. And you'd better get down there. He's hell on wheels for efficiency. He'll get madder'n hell if you don't show up for work on time the very first day."
"But, Mr. Marshall…" Veronica realized she hadn't been thinking straight yesterday. Of course Mr. Marshall had said she'd be working in another department. Karl Bennet was her boss, he'd said yesterday. She felt something deflate inside her. "I guess I'd better find Mr.
Bennet's office."
"Down the hall and to the left. Last office on the right," the secretary said, as she began typing again. Veronica wondered about her typing speed. It hardly seemed good enough to keep up with the flow of applications through the office.
Or did Mr. Marshall mind? He certainly had his own selection methods for hiring. Her hand involuntarily rubbed over her cunt as she remembered the feel of his cock inside her trembling pussy, fucking her as she lay helpless on his sofa.
"Are you the new girl?" came a gruff voice.
She turned and saw a handsome man striding purposefully along the hallway.
"I guess so. I'm looking for Mr. Bennet's office. I'm his new secretary."
"No, you're not."
"What?"
I'm Karl Bennet and I have a secretary. You're just filling in for a while to help out with the work load. You'll end up shifting from department to department, as needed."
"That's not what Mr. Marshall said," Veronica flared indignantly.
Bennet stopped dead in the hallway. "Okay, lady, into my office. I shouldn't have to have these conversations, but I always do with the new help."
He held the door open for her. The lovely blonde woman walked into the spacious, well-furnished office, conscious of the man's eyes on her.
She felt a little weak in the knees. Was he like Mr. Marshall? She doubted it. There was more of the take-charge air about Karl Bennet than even the personnel manager.
Bennet might be even better.
"That scum-sucker Marshall hires broads without any skill because they put out for him. Hell, I know what goes on in his office. Everyone does. I have to admit you're good looking. Better than the slugs he normally hires."
The insults – and odd compliments – made Veronica feel even weaker. She sat down on one of the straight-backed chairs in front of Bennet's desk.
"I want the job. It… it was the only way to get it," she said, suddenly aware she wanted to explain everything to Karl Bennet. He seemed so dominant, so in charge. "I normally don't do things like that, but I had to."
"You all have to," he snapped. "Hell, look at you. A slut. You're dressed like a cheap whore."
"Cheap whore?" Veronica asked, dazed. She didn't think so. Her neckline plunged way down the front and allowed the soft swells of her tits to threaten immediate escape, but a whore? And her skirt was tight, very tight. It was probably obvious she wore only daringly skimpy panties because the skirt was so tight. But a whore?
"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't mean it like that. It's just that you're so lovely. I've got headaches over a new purchase scheme the company's put in. And I didn't mean to snap at you. I apologize."
"Accepted," she said.
"You are very lovely," he said, his voice softening even more.
Veronica was thrilled inside, her guts churning now. She wanted Karl Bennet. She wanted him so badly she felt her heavy cunt juices leaking out of her trembling pussy and running down the soft insides of her thighs. Never had she been so infatuated with a man in such a short time.
Why couldn't she respond like this to her own husband?
"Are you all right?" Bennet asked, his eyes narrowing a little.
"No, no I'm not," the lovely blond woman said forcefully. "I need something only you can give me." The sight of his crotch bulging, his pants tenting up, made her even bolder. She pointed at his cock. "I want that."
Veronica got up and ran her fingers lightly over his growing erection.
She felt the thick hose of his cock inside his pants and knew then that she had to have him fucking her. He was tall, handsome, strong, dominant. And his rigid prick was the only thing that would sate her wild, insane desires.
"You realize I'm not like Marshall. Just because I want your cunt wrapped all around my rigid prick doesn't mean you get special privileges."
"Am I asking for any?" she said hotly, her pink tongue making a slight circuit of her trembling lips.
He encircled her body with his powerful arms. "I want to fuck you.
Here. Now."
Her hand moved quickly to run his zipper down the metallic track. His erection leaped out, the plum-colored crown drawing her like a magnet draws iron.
"Here, huh?" she asked, her eyes fixed on his virile, hard, bucking cock.
Licking her lips slowly again, she felt the surge of desire in her loins that doomed her. Bennet wasn't the sort of man she normally would want to fuck, but this was different. Just thinking about Mr. Bennet had gotten her hot. Now she needed his cock inside her trembling pussy, fucking her for as long as possible to get her off. She had gotten horny thinking of Mr. Marshall. She could come with Karl Bennet's cock in her juicy cunt.
"Right here," he said, his hands moving down her smooth flanks. She sighed as he cupped both her tits at the same time. Squeezing down harder, he crushed her tits flat against her chest. The pain was offset by the more intense pleasure she felt.
She shuddered as both nipples sprang to a rock-hard erection from the way his hands dragged over her tits. She felt her excited heart beginning to hammer out more and more blood into her boobs. Her tits swelled and her nipples grew to painfully throbbing points.
His fingers clamped down on her nipples and pinched them. Pain lanced into her chest and she shrieked in agony. But that agony changed into pleasure before she could protest the agonizing treatment.
Karl Bennet kissed her fully on the lips, his tongue surging hard and driving into her mouth. His tongue dueled erotically with hers. While he was exploring her mouth with his questing tongue, he was pinching and fondling her tits.
Her cunt almost exploded when he trapped her tongue between his teeth and started to suck on it.
"Ummmm, God! Oh, God, it's great!" she sobbed. "I need you fucking me.
Don't stop now. Give it all to me! Shove it in!"
She reached down and found that hard, hot shaft of his cock. His prick pulsed with virile life. She couldn't wait to get his cock snugly berthed inside her trembling pussy. The woman had to feel its entire length fucking in and out of her cunt, giving her the divine pleasure she knew it could generate in her tender young body.
Veronica moved so that she perched her ass on the edge of the desk. His hands moved from her tits to her waist, stroking and pinching her flesh. The momentary pain he gave was nothing compared to the promise of his cock fucking her cunt.
Veronica groaned as the man began skinning off her tight skirt. He peeled it past her flaring ass, his fingers lightly caressing her flesh as he moved the skirt downward. When he allowed the skirt to drop free around her ankles, she started to kick it off.
"Don't," Bennet cautioned. "I like it when your legs are trapped like that."
She felt another surge of irrational desire. Having her skirt tangled around her ankles made her feel as if he had tied her feet together.
She was severely limited in how much she could move. She couldn't even spread her legs like she wanted to!
"Stop," she moaned. "Don't tear it. Please, oh, ohhh!"
She almost came when the ripping sound reached her ears. A ring of fire circled her waist. He had jerked so hard on her panties that he'd raised a welt where the waistband had been. Another swift, savage jerk and he ripped her panties entirely away from the seething mound of her trembling pussy.
"Shit, baby, you are hot for me, aren't you?" he asked, his fingers caressing her puffy cunt lips and finding the steady flow of her fuck juice. "This is going to be a fucking you won't soon forget!"
He put one arm around her waist and another across her forehead, then bent her backwards over the desktop. She felt as if she were a bow and he was trying to string her. The tension mounted in her belly as her stomach pulled taut. And the more she tried to spread her legs apart and relieve some of the tension, the harder he shoved. The way her skirt tangled her ankles kept her from moving into a more comfortable position.
Then she forgot all about comfort. All that mattered to her was the hot shaft of his rigid prick. He poked his cock between her fleshy thighs and slowly moved it toward her trembling cunt lips. The feel of his virile cylinder of cockflesh so near her trembling pussy made Veronica tremble in anticipation.
She needed his cock – she needed it badly.
"Fuck me," she begged. "I can't stand it without your cock inside me, fucking me, giving my cunt all the ecstasy I can take!"
"You'll get it, baby, and more," he promised. His cock inched upward until the bulbous knob touched her well-oiled cunt lips.
She almost went berserk with lust then. The nearness of his cock and the promise of the fucking drove her insane with need. She had to have his cock inside her, fucking her, making her into a complete woman.
"Fuck meeeeee!"
She shrieked as his hard prick plunged between her cunt lips and surged into her tight, trembling pussy. The walls of her cunt couldn't get out of the way of that battering ram of rigid prick fast enough. She felt as if her cunt were being ripped and torn by his forceful entry. This was what she'd been missing with Stan. This was the response her body had been so sadly lacking for almost a year. Karl Bennet freed her emotions. He allowed her to respond fully, unlike her husband.
Veronica cried and sobbed and tried to lift her legs, to get them on either side of the man's body. She failed. Her skirt effectively bound her legs together. He bent her backwards even more as he rammed his cock deeper into her captive cunt.
Veronica sobbed and then sighed with relief as her resilient inner cunt muscles stretched to take his huge cock.
"You're so big and swollen inside me!" she gasped. "But I need you moving. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt until I can't stand it any more!"
"You'll love every inch of my pecker," he promised her. "And when you've had enough, I'm going to keep on fucking. You're going to get more than you can handle."
Even in her half-dazed condition from the sudden intrusion of his rigid prick into her juicy cunt, Veronica knew that what he had said was a lie. Her cunt was deeper than his cock was long. She could wear out any man and still want more cock. She had done it often enough. At a college fraternity party Veronica had pulled a train six jocks long.
And by the time she had finished off number six, she'd wanted more.
She didn't think Bennet would be able to match the performance of six football players. But Veronica hoped she was wrong. She didn't like the idea of trading her body for a good job, but, if she had to, she wanted that cocksucking son of a bitch to give her the best fucking possible.
"More!" she begged. "Give me more, lots more cock!"
He grabbed her slender wrists and forced them behind her. He held them tightly and shoved her down until her back was almost a circular arch.
He drove his cock mercilessly into her lewdly exposed cunt. He fucked with long, powerful strokes that lit the fires of passion in her belly.
Every light touch of his cockhead against her trembling pussy walls pushed her arousal up another notch. When she started tensing and relaxing her trembling pussy walls around his cock, she got the first real reaction from the man. He gasped and his cock began to dance and jerk around in the hot, erotically tight sheath of her cunt.
"Want more, big boy?" she whispered hotly. "I'm the one who can give it to you!"
She tried grinding her snatch down against his crotch. That didn't work too well since he held her so firmly in place. But she tried, and the effort was successful enough to make him groan out loud.
She felt the progress of his jism all the way down his long cock. The shaft swelled up as soon as the jism passed. When it erupted into her hollow, drooling cunt, Veronica was ready for it. The hot spurts of his creamy load filled her cunt to overflowing. All the while he was fucking her, his rigid prick fountained out his manseed.
By the time his prick went limp in her hot cunt, she was panting and desiring more. But it wouldn't happen. Veronica had already exhausted his cock and she hadn't gotten off.
Veronica had reached the point where just a little stroking or sucking on her clit would do it, but she didn't think Bennet was the type to engage in such things. He would openly sneer at eating her out after he had already spent in her trembling pussy. Karl Bennet would think there was something unmanly about eating a cunt filled with his own come.
Maybe he was right. Veronica didn't know. All she cared about was the feelings in her loins. She had gotten off. She had received the fucking her own husband couldn't provide.
Veronica knew she wasn't frigid then. It was her marriage. It was Stan.
She was still as responsive a woman as she had ever been – but it had to be with the right man, the right-sized cock driving hard into her tightly clinging, trembling pussy.
"Frig me," she begged. "Finger my clit and get me off! Please!"
"You're out of your mind," said Bennet. "This is an office. And we have work to do. Get that fine, lily-white ass of yours off my desk and get to work. Mary Ellen will tell you what you need to know."
She stared at the love stain on his desktop and knew that she'd really gotten off. Her frothy cunt had overflowed because he had repeatedly plugged her trembling pussy full of thick jism. But Veronica had learned.
She was okay. It was Stan's fault that the life had gone out of their fucking, that she wasn't responding like she had before. She had only been working at Acme Manufacturing for an hour and already she'd found two men – Mr. Marshall and Karl Bennet – who could make her feel like a real woman again.
Happily, Veronica went off to find Mary Ellen, her cunt warm and stated. For the moment.



Chapter 5


Veronica worked diligently at her new job, tending to the files and typing up dull business letters as they came across her desk. She'd done well in high school in her typing class. In fact, except for PE, that was about all she'd done really well in. Now that minor skill was paying off for her.
She felt more alive than ever before. She wasn't sure if it was the fact that she'd actually escaped her bonds at home and flown out into the real world or if it was the excitingly sexual attention she got from men like Mr. Marshall and Karl Bennet.
It might have been both.
But thinking about them made her cunt churn and boil with need. She knew she couldn't sit much longer in the hard chair, typing, alphabetizing, doing all the humdrum jobs Mary Ellen had tossed her way. Veronica was going to have to have more of Bennet's wondrously hard, stimulating cock. Lots more. And soon.
She sat back after finishing off a letter about ordering another five thousand flanges. She hadn't the slightest idea what she'd just written, but she knew it was a faithful copy of what Karl Bennet had asked her to do. Still, the letter presented the opportunity for her to take it in to him and ask for approval before sending it out.
She smiled. Remembering how he had greeted her to this job only a few hours ago told her that his praise might be even better. She was getting wet in the pussy just thinking about it.
"Off to the boss," she said to herself. She turned to tell Mary Ellen, but the other, dark-haired secretary had vanished. Her desk was still piled high with file folders and other mountains of paperwork. Veronica frowned a little. Mary Ellen seemed so dull, so attentive to her work.
It didn't seem likely she'd just wander off with so much work to be done.
Yet she had.
Veronica took the single sheet she'd finished typing and walked to Mr.
Bennet's closed office door. She started to knock and go in when she heard telltale moans from inside.
Veronica hesitated. She knew instantly where Mary Ellen was. And what the "conference" was all about in Bennet's office. She should have nodded and said "to hell with it" and gone back to her desk to finish her own work. She should have. But the idea of actually seeing what was happening inside turned her on more than she cared to admit. Veronica had to peek.
Just a little.
The door opened a crack and Veronica peered in. What she saw made her gasp. Her breath held in till her lungs overinflated and were ready to explode. She had gotten quite an eyeful of the hot and heavy action.
Karl Bennet and his secretary Mary Ellen were getting it on. Veronica had wondered what kind of lover her boss really was. This morning she'd been turned on by the thought of what Mr. Marshall had done to her. She had been ready for any advance Bennet might make. And she had responded. Now she had the chance to watch how good a fucker he actually was. Karl Bennet was about seven years older than she was and he didn't seem to lack for secretaries. But none of those girls would ever confide in Veronica because she was Karl Bennet's temporary hire and might be in some other department next week. Veronica hated that.
She wanted to become part of the group around here as fast as she could so she'd feel that she really belonged.
Veronica wanted to find out how good a lover Karl was – and now she could, firsthand!
The young woman sneaked closer, hating herself for spying but loving the idea that the boring day was rapidly becoming less boring by the instant. When she came to the point of almost totally sticking her head into the office, she found she could peer in and see everything.
Mary Ellen brushed a strand of black hair away from her eyes and smiled lasciviously. Her eyes had a horny look – a look entirely for Karl Bennet. Veronica knew that look – she shared it herself. This woman obviously had the hots and wanted to fuck. The necking they'd been doing wasn't going to be enough for her.
"Karl, darling, I love kissing – but I'd love kissing this even more."
Mary Ellen's fingers moved down to Bennet's crotch. With a quick movement, she had his rigid prick out. His cock sprang upright in the light, looking like a huge red flagpole. All it lacked was an American flag flying from it.
Veronica gasped, then pressed her fingers to her lips. The couple inside the office hadn't heard her brief outburst; they were too busy with each other. But the sight of her boss' rigid prick turned her on in a big way. She hadn't thought Karl Bennet was this well hung. His prick had seemed big inside her this morning, but any sized cock could have gotten her off because she was so hot to fuck.
He was a giant! That cock had to be at least nine inches long!
"I love it when you do that, Mary Ellen," Karl said, his voice sounding husky. He moved around so that his throbbingly hard cock was thrust into his secretary's hand. He moved his hips up and down so that he was fucking into the tight circle of her fingers.
"No, Karl, don't," the raven-haired girl complained. "Here! Fuck me here!"
She lifted her ass entirely off the chair seat and hiked up her dress.
Her cunt gleamed in the light. Tiny drops of cunt juice beaded her trembling pussy mound. Veronica felt shudders wracking her slender body. This was going to be better than anything she'd ever seen! This was the best grand opening of all!
"Fuck me, Karl, fuck me good! I want to feel that rigid prick of yours inside my cunt, fucking as hard as you can!"
Their mouths met again and melted together. Bennet felt his secretary's tongue impulsively pressing into his mouth. Opening his lips, he let her have her way. Then he stroked and rolled his rough, wet tongue over hers to give her a turn-on like he was getting.
His hands roved her body. He was like a maestro playing with her emotions. His hands moved constantly, searching out new and exciting places on her wanton body. Lingering for a moment on a snowy mound of titflesh, his fingers pressed down until red streaks appeared on the naked white slopes of her tits.
His fingers took hold of her aroused nipple and tweaked. She moaned softly and snuggled closer. The warmth in her body mounted. She felt her senses coming alive. The mouth on hers was nice. The saliva mixing with hers was sweeter than any wine. And his tongue continually drove in hard and deep.
His hands were pressing firmly into her tender body. He moved down from her swelling tits to her slightly domed belly. His hands pressed down firmly, making her struggle passionately in his grip. The fires in her belly were definitely lit when his hand strayed a few inches lower and he began massaging her trembling pussy mound.
"God, Karl, this is what I need! Oh, yes, darling! Yes! Fuck me now!
Slip that cock of yours into my cunt and fuck me!"
Veronica almost came. She felt her cunt juices boiling inside her. But she stifled her outcries. She didn't want to jeopardize her erotic entertainment. This was too delicious to pass up. Her boss and his secretary in a private, live sex show!
The juices were oozing out around Karl Bennet's fingers now. He didn't seem to care. And Mary Ellen was past caring. All that mattered to her was his hand moving along her cunt lips. A light touch across her clit sparked a charge of pure ecstasy in her body.
But it rapidly passed. He didn't linger to pursue the joy she felt. His fingers parted her trembling pussy lips and gently slipped back and forth along the turgid flaps of her sensitive cunt flesh. She was gasping for air like a fish out of water. She could barely contain herself when a finger stabbed deep into her twat.
Mary Ellen drove her hips downward. She had to impale her pussy on that finger. The dark-haired girl ground her hips in an erotic circle to move the finger around in the tightness of her cunt. She had to have more of that finger fucking into her trembling pussy.
But Karl Bennet denied her this joy. The man left her juicy cunt hole and moved back to her asshole. It burned with pleasure when his cuntjuice-greased finger slipped all the way up her shit chute.
He buggered her with his slender digit. And Mary Ellen wanted something bigger up her rear – like the cock still pulsing hotly in her hand. His prick trembled like an overeager colt every time she squeezed down.
Pulling on its length, she tried to guide his cock to her cunt. That was where such a fine prick belonged – surrounded by her hot sheath of clutching trembling pussy!
"Fuck me, fuck meeeee!" she begged piteously.
Veronica almost wanted to cry out: "Do it, Karl dear, fuck her!" but she held her tongue. She was almost as hot as if she was the one on the receiving end of her boss' attentions.
Karl Bennet laughed at Mary Ellen's eagerness. "Not yet. When I think you're good 'n hot, then I'll stick it in."
Mary Ellen sobbed and clutched fiercely at his rigid prick, making Bennet gasp. There wasn't any disguising her naked lust for him. She needed him inside her cunt, fucking her, giving her all that he was now denying her.
Mary Ellen felt his hands working over her body again. She was being stimulated all over. His fingers pressed and stroked and moved restlessly over her crotch. He found her tiny little clit and gave it a feathery touch.
She had to hold back the orgasm that threatened to consume her. She wanted as much force behind the come as she could get.
His fingers spread her trembling pussy lips wide. And then he had his middle finger driven deep into her cunt again. She sighed and twitched her mobile hips around his finger. It wasn't a cock, but this was better than nothing up her sopping-wet, convulsing cunt. She would have to be satisfied until he was ready to grant her the gift of his huge, rigid prick.
His cock bounced and bucked under her grip. She began working her hand up and down the hot cylinder of his cockflesh until he gasped for breath. She loved the way his iron-hard prick felt so hot and heavy.
She knew his cock would drive deep into her, heat her guts until she couldn't hold back any longer. And Mary Ellen wanted it in her trembling pussy!
"Fuck me, damn you. I want you now!"
"Okay, okay. Just help me lift you a little. Damned chair seat's so awkward. Hate fucking in here."
Veronica licked her lips as she watched Karl Bennet lift Mary Ellen up and position her back on the chair. Veronica moved around a little to get a better view. And the sight almost made her come, even though she didn't have her boss' cock in her cunt.
Mary Ellen was lying across the chair while her lower body dropped down to the floor. Her legs were spread wide so that Bennet could work his erect prick up into her seething-hot cunt. Karl Bennet was flat on his back, under her. His cock rose up between her wide-spread legs.
Mary Ellen felt a familiar sensation in her trembling, expectant pussy.
She raised her head and looked down. His cock pressed into the length of her cunt lips. His prick spread her well-oiled pussy lips and gave her a tingle of anticipation of better things to come.
Mary Ellen gasped and leaned back on Karl Bennet's body when he entered her. He lifted his hips slightly and gave a convulsive buck. It drove his prick into his secretary's hot cunt hole. She reached down and slid his cock into a better position, then she gasped as he drove a full eight inches of prick into her cunt.
"Sweet Jesus," he whispered in her ear, "you're a tight one!"
His hands moved around her body and clamped down on her tits. He was able to hold her by firmly gripping her tits and driving his cock deep into her fuck tunnel.
All he had to do to fuck her was arch his back. As he relaxed, his rigid prick slipped out of her juicy cunt.
Veronica was enjoying this immensely. She wanted to join in, but she knew better. Both Mary Ellen and her boss would be blazing mad at her.
Better to just watch – and get progressively hotter. Veronica hated herself for spying like this, but she thought it was worth it. She was seeing firsthand just how big a stud her boss was.
Veronica would give just about anything to be on the receiving end of another one of Karl Bennet's fuckings.
Mary Ellen gasped. "You're so big in me. God, I can't take more of it!
So fucking big you're tearing me apart!"
Mary Ellen loved the sensation of his hands on her tits while his cock fucked far up into her steamy, wet twat. Her ass pressed down erotically against his crotch. It was a brand-new position for her and one she liked immensely.
And she wanted more.
"Cock!" she screamed. "Fuck me more. More cock!"
"Greedy bitch," he laughed. But he gave it to her. His back arched, his hands pressed insistently down and his prick shot up into her slippery cunt.
Over and over he fucked her. Mary Ellen relaxed and let the warm waves of intense sexual enjoyment wash over her. The way his hands twisted and stimulated her tits would have been enough to get her off. Mary Ellen's tits had always been ultra-sensitive to a man's touch. But he was so much better at fucking that she couldn't hold back.
His cock was educated in what pleasured a woman. He turned slightly and gave her just the right amount of carnal friction to the fucking.
Everything Karl Bennet did was just right.
Mary Ellen knew her trembling pussy lips were split wide by the hard length of his rigid prick. And her legs were spread on either side of his body, her snatch pressed down hard against his crotch.
Her climax struck unexpectedly. She thought she was successfully holding it back. She was wrong. Everything had built up to the breaking point in her body. As his cock surged far up into her cunt, pulling her trembling pussy walls in new and deliciously different directions, Mary Ellen came.
Her hips thrashed around. Driving downward, she tried to suck even more of his wonderful cock into her body. Her tits filled like balloons and threatened to explode with lust. Every part of her body was primed and responding to the orgasm.
Veronica watched in envy. She stroked her snatch, her tits, the nipples capping them. Somehow it wasn't the same. She wanted to feel her boss doing all those things to her – just like he was doing to Mary Ellen.
But Veronica realized it wasn't going to happen. Why should any man give up a hot fox like Mary Ellen for a woman he had just met for the first time this morning? Even if he had fucked her, it was due to all the stress he felt. He'd said so to her. He'd let his emotions run wild – for one time only.
Veronica realized what she wanted. Adultery. She wanted to cheat on Stan. She wanted what he could no longer give her in marriage. She wanted the thrill of coming again, the feel of an intense orgasm smashing her tender young body, making her into a complete woman once more.
She shook her head sadly. Fantasy, it was all fantasy. She should be glad she had the chance to spy on her boss and learn just how great a lay Karl Bennet really was.
"Can't hold back," moaned Bennet. "God-damn, your cunt's sucking me dry!"
His prick stiffened in Mary Ellen's trembling pussy. She reached down between her legs and began compressing the turgid pussy lips around his pistoning erection. His cock felt like a battering ram slamming hard and long into her wet, still-convulsing cunt.
She squeezed down on her quivering pussy lips and made her fuck tunnel even tighter for the man. Her stomach muscles tensed. Her fingers pressed her pussy lips against his cock.
He came.
She felt the hot stream entering her trembling pussy. His rigid prick jerked and throbbed and bounced until she couldn't stand it any longer.
While he was still spurting out his jizz, she came again. Her body quaked and rocked through an intense orgasm.
Hips flailing around, she felt his lovely cock slip from her cunt. But his hands stayed on her tits, squeezing, twisting, stimulating. She was on the pinnacle of her sexual high longer than she'd have thought possible.
As she drifted down, Karl Bennet's hands began to move gently over her belly, along her ribs, caressingly on her ass.
"You're great, Karl, just great," Mary Ellen sighed.
"You're not so bad yourself," said Karl Bennet.
Veronica shuddered as she forced herself to pull her fingers away from her own cunt. She mustn't let them catch her. If they did, she'd be transferred to the middle of the South Pole by noon.
Veronica knew what she wanted out of this job now. She wanted Karl Bennet's cock. And she'd get it. Again. And again and again.



Chapter 6


Veronica could hardly contain herself for the next hour. She had seen Karl Bennet fucking Mary Ellen. That little bit of gossip seemed almost trivial to the way Veronica herself had reacted to actually watching.
The gorgeous blonde wanted to turn her knowledge into something worthwhile – for both her and her pussy!
When Mary Ellen finally left Karl Bennet's office, she appeared as cool and distant as ever. Her long, dark hair hung in straight bangs over her forehead and her clothes didn't have an extra wrinkle in them.
Veronica marveled at how the other woman looked. It was almost as if she hadn't been in the boss' office fucking him like a rabbit.
"Is Mr. Bennet free right now?" Veronica called out to the other woman.
For a brief instant, lights flashed in Mary Ellen's eyes. Then the light died and she silently nodded. "Thanks, Mary Ellen," Veronica told her.
Veronica knew then what she was going to do. Karl Bennet had fucked her this morning. It had been something of a release for him and not something that seemed likely to happen again – unless Veronica pushed him into it.
She'd gotten hot watching her new boss fucking his secretary. And her little hot cunt drooled out its sluggish juices at the thought of getting that proud, long pussy-pleaser ramming in and out of her cunt again.
"Mr. Bennet?" she asked, peering in his office and seeing him behind his large desk. "Got a minute?"
"Huh? Oh, sure, Veronica. Come on in."
She entered and made sure the door was closed and locked behind her.
Karl Bennet didn't seem to notice what she'd done. He was intently studying the papers on his desk.
"Mr. Bennet," Veronica began slowly, taking her time to make sure she said this right. "What happens if I see something going on between two employees of this company that isn't… moral?"
"You mean illegal?"
"I mean immoral."
She knew she had his attention now. He pushed away the papers and leaned back in the brown leather swivel chair.
"Who are we talking about?"
"Well, Karl," she said, daring to use his first name, "one of the parties is Mary Ellen. I think you know who the other is."
"What is this? Blackmail? Listen, lady, you can't blackmail me. If you've got pictures, print up a thousand and distribute them to all the employees for all I care. And be sure to make a large poster-sized one of the best shot for behind my desk."
Veronica knew the man meant it.
But she wasn't after money. She was after more, lots more. And it would be pleasurable for both of them if he gave it.
"You've got me wrong, Karl," she said, lowering her voice. "I don't want money. I don't want a promotion. I want a piece of the action. I want some of what Mary Ellen's hogging to herself."
"Look, about this morning, Veronica, I was uptight. Tense. Big things are brewing and I'm nervous about them."
"Karl, I want you." Veronica's plea was as simple and straight forward as she could make it. She went around the desk and perched on the edge, her long, slim legs swinging freely as she reached down and began stroking him. Her fingers sought out all the right places to turn him on. She knew immediately from the way his pants bulged at the crotch that she was getting through to him.
"We both seem to want the same thing," he said slowly.
"And?" Veronica prompted, her fingers lightly working over his crotch.
She felt his immediate response beneath the fabric. She knew that all she had to do was pull down the zipper of his fly and she'd get a handful of hot, hard, throbbing prick.
"And, dammit, don't do this to me. I think you're about the damnedest, sexiest chick in the company. And those legs of yours, Christ, they give me a hard-on every time I just think about them."
"Really?" she said, surprised. "I never knew you were so attracted to me, Karl."
He surged upward, his arms circling her. He kissed her strongly, almost overpowering her with the rush of his passion. He spun around in the circle of her arms. Veronica found her hands cupping his muscular ass now. The bulge at his crotch pressed hotly against her body. He looked at her blue eyes, read what she wanted, then kissed her full on the lips.
Veronica was hardly ready for such a quick response on Bennet's part.
She started to struggle in his arms, then melted as his kiss crushed hard against her lips. His tongue insistently poked between her slightly parted lips and then invaded her mouth.
Veronica moaned softly, feeling his tongue stroking up and down against hers. She clutched harder at the man's powerful body. The bulge at his crotch grew and grew until she knew he must be hurting badly. Her fingers slid down his smoothly muscled, sweat-soaked back and around the waist of his trousers. Fingers fumbling, she hastened to run the zipper down its metallic track.
"Are you sure you want this?" he asked, breaking off the kiss for a moment.
"Yes, God, yes!" Veronica cried. "You have no idea how much I want this."
"Those legs, those damned legs of yours," Bennet muttered. "Always was a sucker for a chick with dynamite legs like yours."
Veronica was past caring why Karl Bennet wanted to fuck her. All she knew was that her loins churned with desire. She felt an awful hollowness in her hot cunt that needed filling – with cock. And she now clutched it hotly in her hand.
His cock leaped out long and hot and ready to fuck. There was no lengthy sucking on this man's prick before he got a boner. He was ready to fuck right now. And that was just when Veronica needed it – now!
"Take me, Karl, take me right here."
"I don't think I can stop myself," he said. "Need the light to see those legs of yours. And your ass. Christ, what an ass!" His fingers worked over her fabric-covered ass and slowly inched up the material until his fingers rested on her naked assflesh. "Shit, you don't have any panties on!"
"You ripped them off this morning, Karl. And I loved it! Now fuck me!
Hurry. I need your prick so bad!"
He pulled up her dress even farther until it was bunched around her waist. His cock forced its way into the tangled nest of her blonde pussy fur. She shuddered at the nearness of his cock. But she wanted his prick inside her hot cunt, fucking her with long, powerful strokes.
Just feeling it against her hot cunt lips was nice, but she had to actually feel it inside her to get off.
"I -" Veronica's words were cut off when Karl spun her around. She almost stumbled at the suddenness of his move. She fell forward, catching herself on her hands. She had just barely missed smashing her face against the desk. His half-finished cup of coffee went crashing to the floor. Neither of them noticed.
"This is the way I'm going to fuck you. I can see those legs of yours this way, and feel your ass prodding into my crotch, and your hot cunt hole's gaping wide open for me."
He moved in behind her, his rigid prick aiming straight for her pussy lips. She moaned as his cock ran down the entire length of her hot cunt lips. And then she was gasping, hopping from foot to foot, begging him to fuck her. His fuck stick had penetrated her pussy and was buried balls deep in her hot cunt.
"Oh, Karl, you're so fucking biiiiig!" she sobbed out. "And I want you to fuck me!"
"What the hell do you think I'm doing?"
His hands stroked over the smooth curves of her asscheeks, fondling and tweaking, pinching and caressing, until Veronica was almost driven out of her mind. Karl stroked down the sides of her legs. She trembled like a leaf in a strong wind. This was great.
The gorgeous blonde had to put her forehead down on the man's desk.
This shot her ass backwards into the man's crotch and buried his cock another inch up her cunt. Veronica was sure she'd died and gone to heaven. Karl Bennet was better hung than her husband, and he was fucking her in a new and excitingly different way – new for her, at least. And the setting was perfect for her to live out all of her pentup fantasies.
This was the office, not a bedroom. And Karl Bennet wanted light so he could see her legs. They were fucking in broad daylight, with the office windows wide open for anyone to see!
Best of all, he knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid of telling her.
She began rotating her ass in small, intimate circles. His huge rigid prick up her pussy started quivering erotically. Fuck juices leaked out around the thick plug of his cock and dribbled down the insides of her legs. Veronica was in seventh heaven.
And then Bennet's hands stroked around to the insides of her thighs.
His strong hands brutally forced her legs wide apart until she thought he'd tear her in half like the wishbone of a chicken. But this carried a bonus of pleasure along with the pain. Her hot cunt walls tightened around his rigid prick. She felt as if he'd sunk a telephone pole into her pussy.
But no telephone pole had ever been so warm, so vibrant, so virile.
When she lifted one leg off the floor and curled it back around his waist, she thought his cock buried deep in her boiling hot pussy was going to explode.
"Damn, those legs! I love them!"
"Never mind my goddamn legs," she groaned. "I need you fucking my hot cunt. Do it now! Give me all the cock you can, as fast as you can!"
Unlike her husband, Karl Bennet delivered intense pleasure. She thought he was only slowly pulling his cock out to gradually reinsert his prick in her swampy hot cunt. She was wrong. He pulled his cock out until the thick knob of his glans remained inside her pink, hot cunt lips, then he lunged – hard.
Veronica slammed forward into the desk with the force of his entry. She reached out, her hands groping for the edges of the desk. She hung on for dear life as he sank balls deep into her pussy. And then, when his cock was buried to the hilt in her quivering hot cunt, he began rotating his hips. This wasn't any small movement like Stan would make.
Karl Bennet used large circular movements that rubbed his rigid prick against every single square inch of her hot cunt.
Veronica matched his rotary movement with one of her own in the opposite direction. And then he pulled his prick out so fast that it took her breath away. After only a couple thrusts, she was burning hot inside. And the lewd sucking noise, as his rigid prick broke the vacuum between cock head and hot cunt wall, seemed to push Veronica's desires to the breaking point.
She almost came – almost.
"Oh, Karl darling, more! Fuck me more! Burn me up inside with your sweet, fucking cock. I need it so baaaaad!"
He grunted. She feared he would slow down like Stan did. But her fears were groundless. Karl Bennet began fucking her with long, powerful, quick strokes that rattled her teeth. She tightened her grip on the desktop and was sure she would leave fingerprints in the wood. The intensity of feelings in her hot cunt and belly grew. The feel of his rough pants against her tender assflesh turned her on. The sucking sounds as he fucked into her juicy twat turned her on. And, most of all, being on the receiving end of a real man's rigid prick pushed her over the brink of orgasm.
Veronica came as hard as she ever had.
And Karl Bennet didn't stop fucking her then, either. If anything, he doubled the speed and force of his pistoning strokes. His fingers tightened like steel bands on her waist. He strove to pull her ass back against his crotch with every forward-fucking stroke. When Veronica realized this, she began ramming her ass back at him to add even more power to his every thrust.
"Damn tight, so damn tight around my cock. Don't know how you do it, but any chick with legs like yours has to have a tight, hot cunt." She felt sweat from the man's body dripping onto her back as he worked to give her the fucking of her life. In two years of marriage, she'd never felt this turned on, this aroused at the prospect of fucking.
She came again.
And this time as her hot cunt convulsed around Karl's hard-fucking cock, she felt him changing the rhythm. He was losing control. The fantasy-fucking was getting to him just as it was getting to her. He was going to come.
"No, no!" she cried out. "Keep fucking! Don't you stop, you lousy bastard!"
He fucked faster. Friction burned the length of Veronica's pussy. And then his cock jerked hard, grew and fountained out a fiery gob of jizz.
At the first touch of his come on her aroused hot cunt walls, she was sent soaring on the winds of ecstasy again. Never before had she gotten off when a man jetted his load into her pussy. But they were both wracked by the ultimate in human experience. All too soon for them, Karl Bennet's rigid prick deflated and limply dribbled from her stillclinging cunt.
Bennet took a step backward. "That's the finest fuck I've had in years and years. God, to think what I've been missing!"
Veronica slumped forward on the desk, her naked ass still jutting up into the air. She didn't care that she was so obscenely exposed to him.
He'd just given her the fucking she needed to stay sane.
"Thank you, Karl. That was super, just super!"
"Yeah," he said a bit sheepishly. "Uh, Mrs. Hines, you'd better get back to your desk."
Veronica hardly heard the uncertainty in the man's voice over what he'd just done. All she knew was that she'd cheated on her husband – and felt damned good about it. Excitement had come back into her life. And she knew for a fact she wasn't frigid.



Chapter 7


Veronica didn't get home till late. She had hung around the office long after Karl Bennet had left. She needed the time and peace to think.
What was she going to tell Stan? There didn't seem to be anything she could say. She felt guilty, damned guilty, over loving the feel of Bennet's cock racing in and out of her wet pussy that morning and then later when she had confronted him with the knowledge he and Mary Ellen had been fucking. In all fairness, Bennet probably wouldn't have fucked her a second time that day without Veronica blackmailing him, but he had fucked her again. And it was exactly what she'd wanted from the man.
She wanted to keep this job, not only because of the independence it gave her from Stan, but because of the sexual possibilities opening up for her.
The beautiful blonde wanted to cheat on her husband. She wanted more cock from Karl Bennet. She wanted what he was giving his secretary, Mary Ellen.
Veronica sighed and thought about the hot and torrid scene she'd witnessed in Bennet's office earlier. He had been really fucking Mary Ellen. And the dark-haired secretary had loved every second of it – every inch of the man's long, hot hard prick. Veronica sighed at the memory of spying and how it had turned her on. And how she'd gotten so hot when Bennet had fucked her again. But there were problems. She was married. This was adultery. She had to tell Stan.
But how?
No easy answer came to Veronica. She silently closed the drawer on her desk, then went home.
As she drove up her driveway and killed the engine, she saw the single light on in their bedroom. It was almost ten o'clock. And she hadn't called. What would Stan think? What would he say? She didn't know if she could face him or not.
Veronica quickly went in the back door and kicked off her shoes to pad on silent, stockinged feet to her bedroom. She opened the door and peered into the gloom.
Stan had turned off the light when he'd heard her coming in.
She silently closed the door. Stan turned and saw her climbing out of her dress. He gasped, then swallowed hard. He knew what she wanted to do. And from the way his crotch was swelling, there wasn't any way of hiding the fact that he wanted it, too.
Veronica hated herself for taking this way out. But if she let Stan fuck her, then she didn't have to answer any questions.
When Veronica got out of her tattered panties, Stan's cock was hard as a rock. His balls churned and boiled in their furry little sac. Like a pressure cooker, his balls began to build up steam until he wanted to scream for release.
"Go ahead, Stan. Out of your clothes, too," she said quietly.
Her husband had been lying on the bed fully dressed.
Standing outlined against the light coming in through the drapes, Veronica posed a lovely figure of nakedness for her husband. When she turned sideways, he saw the bold thrust of her nipples, the firmness of her tits, the rounded curves of her flaring ass. With a drive as old as man, Stan suddenly knew he wanted to fuck rather than ask questions about where she'd been for hours and hours.
Stan fumbled clumsily out of his clothes. Eventually, he managed to get them all off and dumped in a pile on the floor. His cock bounced and quivered in front of his slim body. He wasn't exactly sure of himself, but he knew he wanted whatever Veronica had to offer.
It had been a long time since she'd initiated a fucking.
"Just lie back on the bed, Stan. Good. Now I'm going to suck on your cock and you just do whatever seems natural. Okay?"
"Veronica -" he started, then cut off his comment. Let her do what she wanted. He'd wait and enjoy.
He lay back on the bed, his legs spread slightly. Veronica straddled his body, her cunt pleasantly near his face. When she leaned forward, her tits rubbed across his belly. But it was her mouth on his hard prick that filled Stan with delicious sensations.
He didn't really know what to do but moan out his delight. The wet mouth surrounding his cock gave him such intense pleasure he had to fight down his come. His wife was giving him a hot blowjob!
Veronica rocked back and forth, rubbing her nipples against her husband's body. She felt the blood pounding into the tips of her tits until they felt like overinflated balloons. She was sure they'd pop at any instant.
But it was Stan's cock in her mouth that turned her on, made her cunt begin to turn liquid. Veronica pursed her lips into an O and slowly sucked in his hard prick. Stan's cock wasn't as long as Karl's, but it was handy. That counted a lot toward removing some of the incredibly horniness she felt inside.
The slender girl took in Stan's cock one inch at a time. She sucked until just the purpled hood of his cock rested inside her lips. Then the beautiful blonde began wiggling her tongue along the underside of his hard prick. Stan moaned and bucked his hips, trying to cram his entire fuck stick into her mouth. She didn't allow that to happen. She was going to give head in her own way. Veronica didn't feel very tolerant toward letting Stan have his own way. Not right now. She had to work off some of her frustration, tension and worry first.
Her tongue raced lightly around the edge of his cock. Then she tried to ram her tongue down the tiny prick hole at the end of his cock. It wasn't possible for her to get her wet, agile tongue down it and both of them knew it. But trying gave them both arousing sensations unlike anything else she could do.
When Veronica was sure she'd covered every square inch of his cocktip, she gradually sucked in another inch of hard prick into her mouth. Her tongue rolled and twisted around the two inches of cock she held in her mouth. Then she sucked in a third inch. The fourth inch carried her almost all the way to her husband's balls.
With her nose lightly resting on his nuts, Veronica guessed at how aroused Stan was. Sure, he was groaning and his hips humped all over the bed, but she actually felt the churning in his balls when her nose pressed firmly forward.
The slender girl pushed his cock from her mouth using her tongue. She let her teeth lightly score the sides of his cockshaft. The blonde knew that her husband's control was approaching its limit. He had obviously been ready for her to get him aroused this fast. He wasn't pacing himself properly; he was excited about her taking the initiative.
"What do you think of this?" she asked when his cock was entirely out of her mouth.
"It's just great. Wow, it feels like my whole prick's on fire. It's a good fire, though. And it feels so tense inside me. I -"
"You don't have to explain it to me, Stan. Just relax and stay cool and enjoy this for all it's worth."
The beautiful blonde dived back down to suck and tongue her husband's cock. His cock had begun to twitch wildly until she knew it wasn't going to be possible for the man to keep his passion bottled up much longer.
The bitter drop of pre-come fluid beading at the tip of Stan's hard prick was quickly snared by her darting tongue. She waited for the tasty flood of jism that was sure to follow.
She didn't have long to wait. As her tongue caressed and stroked the triangular flap of skin under the head of his cock, the first load of his come fountained out. It splashed against her nostrils. Veronica was quick to push her tongue firmly down on the tip of his spewing cock.
Each shot of jism smeared itself over her tastebuds. She relished the taste of his come more than any other.
It was like a gourmet treat for the young blonde. She smeared the gooey stuff all over her mouth and kept sucking at the same time. Stan moaned and shoved his hips upward in an attempt to face-fuck her. Veronica didn't much care. Let her husband get his pleasure. She was getting a large charge out of this herself.
All too soon, the tempest raging in the man's body quieted down. Stan was happy, but an emptiness had come into Veronica's now-oozing cunt.
She needed something in it. A cock would have been nice, but Stan's prick was now out of the question, at least for awhile. And he'd be wanting to ask a lot of questions that she still didn't have good answers for.
"Stan! Use your tongue on me. Suck on my cunt! Suck my wet pussy! Put your mouth on my pussy and lap up all the fuck sauce you can!"
The man eagerly looked at the furry pussy so close to his face. Her sexual insistence was something totally new to him. But if the lovely woman said to do it, he'd have to try to please her. If he could give her even half the enjoyment she'd just given him, she ought to be happy.
He strained slightly until Veronica slid down a bit on the bed. He felt her hands on his legs, her tits on his thighs. But it was her cunt in front of his face that was the center of his attention. He watched in fascination as the pinkly scalloped inner cunt lips quivered in anticipation. Tiny beads of fuck juice seeped out of the clam-like opening.
Stan's tongue flashed out. He lightly touched the puckered crease that ran between the beautiful blonde's sleek legs. Veronica sighed, then urged him on. Stan shot his tongue squarely between her pussy lips.
So many things happened so fast that Stan was unable to sort them all out. Veronica groaned and clamped her thighs firmly around his ears.
His lips and chin took the full load of her cunt juices. And so did his tongue. He tasted the fine elixir of woman, the ultimate in erotic tastes.
He rolled his tongue around in Veronica's quivering cunt, savoring the flavor. At first, he wasn't sure if he liked it or not. Veronica wasn't normally like this. Then, after a long, rough-tongued trip the length of her pussy, he was positive he did like it. It was a long time since she'd been this turned on by sex. That thought aroused him again. He suddenly couldn't get enough. His tongue flashed out repeatedly.
His tongue touched every delicate spot along Veronica's wet pussy. She was almost driven insane with the sensations smashing into her body.
Each time Stan's tongue dived into her cunt, she thought she'd faint in reaction. As he dragged his rough tongue along her cunt lips, it sent tingles of electricity volting into her tender young body. It was as if she were being touched by live wires.
When her husband's tongue swirled around her clit, Veronica came. She had intended to build up the divine sexual tensions in her belly as much as possible, then release it all in one huge orgasm. But Stan's driving, delving tongue wasn't going to let her do that. He used his tongue to the best advantage.
Veronica soared on the winds of ecstasy. Her body was locked in an orgasm for what seemed like an eternity of delight to her. But then she floated back down to the reality of her tension-filled surroundings.
She eased the tension in her legs and released Stan's head. She hoped she hadn't suffocated him during her climax.
"Wow, I could barely breathe!" he gasped out. "And it was great. Let's do it again!"
"Stan, please -" she started. Then she held back her comments. She didn't know what she wanted. She didn't know what she was going to do.
She couldn't bring herself to even tell Stan that she had gotten a job, much less that she'd found a man who gave her pleasure he hadn't in the past year of their marriage. Even after tonight, when she'd been hot and horny for Karl Bennet's cock and had given herself to Stan, it hadn't been the same.
Bennet excited her. Mr. Marshall excited her. Stan didn't.
But in a weird, odd way, Veronica knew she still loved her husband.
Hurting him was the last thing in the world she wanted to do. The way out of it, though, seemed impossible.
"Then fuck me, Stan," she said. She knew fucking would keep him happy and his mind occupied. And maybe after he'd finished, he'd roll over and fall asleep and not want to talk. Veronica knew she'd be up and gone before Stan woke up in the morning.
Another day at Acme Manufacturing might decide for her the best way of breaking the news to her husband. She hoped.



Chapter 8


Stan was still asleep when Veronica silently got out of bed, dressed and left for Acme Manufacturing. Her second day on the job. Her second day out of the house. Her second day of cheating on Stan. Veronica shivered thinking about her problems. They seemed to be insurmountable.
She still loved Stan, but the spark, the violent flare of passion that had marked their first year of marriage, had died down. It hadn't gone out. Last night had proven that to the slender blonde. But she wasn't experiencing the same sort of passion with Karl Bennet that she felt with Stan.
With Bennet, it was super. The greatest. With her very own husband, the fire had died down to a dull ember. Some heat remained, but nothing like she felt toward her new boss.
Fucking with Karl Bennet was fun.
Veronica idly moved through the day's work, hardly thinking about how dull her job really was. All Veronica thought of was Karl Bennet. And Karl Bennet's cock. But he wasn't in his office. He was in conference with Mr. Marshall and others in the middle management of the company.
Not even seeing him made Veronica tense, irritable and feeling like she was just going into her period. Every little noise made her jump, and she even snapped at Mary Ellen, which was the last thing in the world she wanted to do. The dark-haired secretary took it in stride, though, and silently left after depositing the new work for Veronica.
By five o'clock Veronica still hadn't seen Bennet. She wondered what had gone on in the meeting. It had lasted all day. Were they laying off personnel? Was she going to be canned after only two days? Was Bennet getting fired? The beautiful young woman didn't want to consider any of those options. All she really wanted to do was see Karl once more.
"See you tomorrow, Veronica," said Mary Ellen as she left.
The whistle had blown five minutes ago. Veronica simply sat at her desk realizing she had to go home and talk to Stan. She had to. There would be hell to pay if she showed up late two nights in a row without explanations.
"Right, see you, Mary Ellen. And look, I'm really uptight. I didn't mean to snap at you earlier today."
"Forget it," Mary Ellen replied. "We all are like that. Big things are happening at Acme. So long."
Then, Mary Ellen was gone for the night.
Just as Veronica started out the door, Bennet came swinging in. Without even looking at her, he barked, "Bring in your pad and a pencil. Got letters to dictate. Gotta get them out tonight. Have to."
"But -"
"No buts. Do it!"
Veronica was thrilled, but she also knew she shouldn't stay. It might cost her the job if she left, but if she didn't, it might cost her her husband. But Karl had told her to come in and take dictation.
She went into the man's office, her pencil and pad ready.
"Where's Mary Ellen?" he asked, his eyes widening.
"Left. It's almost five-fifteen, Mr. Bennet."
"Damn, that meeting lasted longer than I'd thought. You don't mind staying late, do you, Veronica?"
"My husband -"
"So call and explain you're working late. Double time for this."
"I'll call from my desk," Veronica said. "Back in a minute.
Somehow, she managed to convince her husband that she had not only landed a job – he wasn't overly pleased – but she had to work late.
Veronica promised to discuss it with him when she got home. As the beautiful young blonde hung up the phone, she realized Stan had been more accepting of the situation than she'd thought he would be. He hadn't liked the fact she was holding down a job, but he didn't seem outrageously upset, either.
"Ready for dictation?" Bennet asked, leaning back. Then he started talking full blast for over an hour. By the time he was finished, Veronica was sure she had written a hundred letters.
"That do it?" she asked, tired, yet elated that she'd been able to keep up with the machine-gun-rapid dictation.
"Acme's landed a big account. Damn big. We're going to expand like hell. I'm in line for a promotion and, yeah, that's it. Unless…" His voice trailed off.
Hope flared in Veronica. "Unless what, Mr. Bennet?"
"The roof's an interesting place. Great view of the city. Have you seen it?"
"The roof?" she asked, confused. This wasn't what she'd expected.
"Karl, really, I must -"
"Come on. Up to the roof with me. For a while, at least."
To be with him, she would have agreed to walk through hell barefoot.
She agreed. They took the elevator to the top floor, then went up a flight of stairs. Bennet had a key to the door leading to the roof.
They went out, and Veronica gasped. The view was sensational.
"So beautiful," she sighed. "I never realized it had a view like this.
And the moon!"
"There's a full moon out tonight," Karl Bennet pointed out. "Let's go fuck like a pair of lunatics!"
Veronica moved closer to Karl, her hand straying down to his crotch.
She felt his cock give a surge as she stroked it. It wouldn't be long before he would have a fucking prick so hard and ready it would explode with lust. She wanted to be on the receiving end when his cock erupted.
"We've got fresh air up here, too," Veronica said.
"If that's all you need," Karl Bennet started. He never got to finish.
"I need cock," Veronica said positively.
"And I need a well-spread young lady who is willing to plant herself firmly down around my cock to celebrate the company expansion and my promotion. And then move just a little bit while I fuck like hell!"
"Is that all you need?"
"I need you."
"Ummm, it's cool out here, Karl," she said, pulling away, her mind racing. She knew what her body wanted – but was it what she wanted? She stalled for time, but knew the battle was a losing one. "And the moon.
Oh, it's full!"
"And high in the air, too."
She looked at the bulge in his pants. "The moon's not all that's risen, I see. Is that something even more thrilling?"
She knew then that she was lost. She wanted Karl to fuck her. She had to have him fucking her.
He laughed and took her by the arm. "If we're going to be up here to fuck, we're gonna do it so that it's exciting. Even more exciting than the last time."
He seated her on the stone ledge running around the roof so that her ass dangled out over a ten-story drop. She clutched wildly at the edge of the roof, afraid yet turned on at the same time.
"Don't, Karl. I'm scared of heights!"
"You haven't even seen the heights yet!" He unzipped his pants and let his huge, throbbing cock snap to attention. In the moonlight, his cock looked like a wand of silver topped with a gleaming purplish knob.
"Now that's the kind of height I love!"
She dropped to her knees to suck on his cock. He didn't protest. She loved the way his cock came totally erect in her mouth. It had been erect but not fully stiff. As she sucked and licked it, his hard prick stiffened noticeably. It was like raising the dead.
She ended up with a real, wonderfully vibrant cock in her mouth.
"That feels damn good, honey, but I want to bury it somewhere else, somewhere nicer for me – for both of us."
"Now where might that be?" Veronica asked in a teasing voice. The slender blonde could feel her cunt beginning to drool at the prospect of having this wondrous length of cock buried in her pussy again.
He said nothing. Looking down into her blue eyes made him feel as if he was being pulled into another, better universe. This new world was filled with tight cunts and sucking mouths and wanton women, beautiful women like Veronica.
She lightly touched his hard prick again. His fully erect cock was glistening from her saliva. As a cool wind began to blow across the roof, she felt her sweat vanishing. She also saw that the man's cock was beginning to shiver. She didn't want it to get too cold. It might deflate.
The blonde stuffed his cock into her mouth.
"Hmmm, that's nice, but I told you that your cunt's what I want to fuck. Not that sweet mouth of yours."
She felt strong hands reach under her arms and gently lift her.
Reluctantly, she left his hard prick dancing in the air in front of his crotch.
His fingers began working their magic all over her body. Feathery touches here, stronger ones there, stimulating her tits, fondling them, cupping them in palms, weighing the heavy globes of titflesh and then moving on.
Before she knew it, she was bare-assed naked. He had totally undressed her. She stood gloriously undraped in the silvery moonlight. She smiled, then twirled around for his inspection.
"Well, sir, do you like me like this? Mother naked?"
"I love you like this."
"Now it's your turn. You get naked." With her help, it was only a matter of seconds before Karl Bennet was standing like a naked Greek god in front of her. The hard-on he sported told her this was going to be a memorable fuck, the type that she needed so desperately and wasn't getting from her husband. Karl wasn't going to quit until they were both totally satisfied. And this was what Veronica hungered for.
Fucking had begun to regain some of its thrill and excitement for her.
At least fucking with Bennet.
She threw her arms around his neck and pulled his head down to her face. Lips crushed brutally to hers. The kiss deepened. His tongue flashed out and into her mouth, to dance around her tongue, teasing, tormenting, luring her out.
As her tongue lightly touched his teeth, he sucked down hard. He trapped the pink, agile little tip between his lips, making sure his teeth held firmly. Not enough to hurt, but enough to keep her from escaping. Then he teased her tongue tip with his. Light, flicking motions soon reduced her to a quivering mass begging to be fucked.
"God!" she gasped out when he released her tongue. "You make me feel like a whore! I never wanted cock more in my life! Your cock!"
His hands stroked up and down her sides. He traced each and every rib with his fingers. He worked down her spine. When his fingers found the delightfully rounded surfaces of her naked ass, he burrowed between the meaty asscheeks.
The humid canyon beckoned him on. His finger went down until he discovered her asshole. A little shove and he was able to thrust his finger all the way in.
A tiny gasp escaped the beautiful blonde's lips as she felt his finger driving deep up her shit chute. The finger warmed her, excited her more than she'd have thought possible. The feel of his throbbing cock so close to her cunt should have been enough.
The finger was the icing on the cake for Veronica.
She wanted him to fuck her more than ever now.
"Go, Karl, darling, do it! Do it to me! Shove that swollen hard prick of yours into my cunt! I want to feel you moving inside me."
"Don't want much, do you?"
"I want that goddamn cock of yours! It's fucking nine inches long and I want it!"
Using the finger he had buried up her asshole, he guided her toward the verge of climax. Gently, he pressed her down. She felt the cold stone ledge under her ass. Then she was dangling, ass out, over the ten-story drop to the ground.
"Wh-what are you doing? Don't let me fall!
"I wouldn't do that. But we're gonna fuck with you hanging off the building. This is the ultimate. Combines real physical danger with the chance of being seen while we're fucking."
"But all they'd see would be my ass!"
"Yeah," Karl Bennet said, smiling wickedly. "You're gonna be mooning the whole goddamn city."
Veronica turned and looked over her white shoulder. There was nothing but two hundred feet of empty space between her and the ground. She shuddered at the thought of falling. Then it occurred to her that Bennet was right. The physical danger made this more exciting than any fucking she'd done in a year.
And it was turning her into the horniest bitch on the face of the earth! She'd fuck anything that moved, no matter what it was!
"I wonder," she said, glancing down at the city, "what they would think if anyone did see my ass poking out over the roof."
"They'd think I was the luckiest man in the world, darling. Ready for this?"
She gasped as she felt his purple-headed cock nudge into her cunt lips.
She snuggled in his arms so she could open her pussy lips and suck in the glans of his cock. She wanted to feel his hot, driving poker of manmeat all the way up into her steamy cunt.
She didn't get it.
He simply turned and walked over to the pile of their clothing.
She gasped when she saw him coming back with his broad, thick black leather belt. And clutched in his other hand was her smaller, thinner one of brown vinyl.
"What are you going to do?" Veronica demanded. "You're not going to beat me? To tie me up? You wouldn't!"
Veronica didn't know if this was what she wanted or not. She almost thought that she did want to feel the lash of leather on her soft, pliant flesh. Veronica couldn't forget how turned on she'd been when Mr. Marshall had tied her and raped her in his office.
"I don't want to lose control at the wrong time. We'd both be sorry."
He fastened the belts together in a large loop. He put it over his head and shimmied it down around his waist. Then he put it over Veronica's head and repeated the motion. They were tied together at the waist by strong leather. If either of them slipped, the other'd be able to hang on and prevent a deadly fall.
She felt his cock pressing back into her blonde, crinkly-furred pussy mound. The thick fur was tangled and matted from the sweat and cunt juices leaking from her hot interior. But the erotic rubbing of his cock against her pubic mound was enough to make her forget all about the danger – for the moment.
This was living. This was why she'd come up to the roof. She didn't even notice as he maneuvered her back to the edge of the building. She knew her ass was hanging out over the edge, but it didn't matter. The slender blonde was letting his turgid hard prick come ever closer to her cunt.
When he stabbed forward with his hips, his hard prick sailed down the slippery slit of her pussy lips. He parted them and stimulated them as he stroked back toward her ass.
She felt a sudden surge of delight pass into her cunt. She sighed and wiggled her hips down over his cock. His prick was soothing and stimulating at the same time. She didn't understand how a man's cock could affect her like this.
All she really cared about was getting that big, round, wonderfully hard prick into her pussy.
"Fuck me! I want it! I WANT IT!"
His hands gripped her ass with ferocious strength. She felt herself being lifted up into the air. When her feet no longer touched the roof, he swung her backwards. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist.
The blonde sucked in her breath and held it. The action had driven his cock impossibly deep into her cunt. She felt his fuck stick bending inside as her body bent backwards. Her long, blonde hair streamed over her head, dangling freely over the edge of the roof.
Opening her eyes, she was horrified at the sight of the ground. She was being held almost entirely upside down – and dangling over the edge of the building. She saw now why he had insisted on the rough leather belts around their waists.
Sure, his iron-hard prick in her cunt supported her a bit. His cock throbbed and made her feel great. But when he began fucking her, it would enter and leave her cunt. If either of them came, it spelled sure disaster.
"G-g-god, this is spooky, Karl Bennet. I… I don't know if I like it."
"Give it a few minutes."
His hands gripped her soft, pliant assflesh. She giggled as his fingers worked their way between the globes of her ass to press into the damp deep canyon. When Karl Bennet began lifting her by the ass, she thought he was going to rip those softly yielding asscheeks from her body.
But it was necessary. This moved Veronica up enough to allow her cunt to take in even more of his cock. She felt his balls wetly slapping against her ass. Then he dropped her. She let herself go. He caught her at just the right moment.
There was a feeling of falling. His hard prick left her pussy. Veronica tensed her belly muscles in a vain attempt to grab his prick. Although he grunted from the impressive strength of her cunt, both gravity and the action of his hands on her ass made his hard prick leave her fuck tunnel.
The beautiful young woman looked down at the ground. The thrill of danger ripped across her mind like a jagged razor slash. She was headed directly down to the ground, the only things holding her up being the leather around her waist, the thick hard prick resting firmly inside her cunt lips and the man's hands on her asscheeks.
The slender girl shivered and began swaying from side to side. This drove the man's cock into her cunt at different angles. As he pulled her up, the cock rubbed first one side and then the other of her welloiled pussy. She loved it. She needed more.
The sleek girl loved the promise of falling – falling with the man's hard prick still actively fucking her to climax.
"Oh, Karl, Karl! Fuck me good! Th-th-this is super!"
"I knew you'd get off on it," he gasped. His hands turned slippery. He was sweaty and hot even though the cool night breeze caressed his broad chest and rested icy fingers on his broad back.
She wiggled her ass against the rough stone building. Even this sharp, searing pain gave her a new and totally different thrill. His cock gave the ultimate in human pleasure. The pain gave her something to compare that ecstasy to.
And all that distance to the ground!
Her body went berserk with orgasm. She screamed and thrashed around in the man's tight grip as best she could. Falling. She could fall to her death at any instant. Or be discovered. The security cops walked the grounds at night. What would they think of seeing her stark naked, dangling over the edge of a building, a long, hard prick fucking her juicy little cunt?
She didn't even want to think about those things. They were in her blonde head but it was her cunt that drew her undivided attention. The way the man's hard prick drove mercilessly into her pussy gave her bliss she hadn't known for too long.
"Keep going, love, keep fucking my poor little cunny!"
Her only answer was a grunt from the passionately straining man. He had braced his bare feet against the edge of the building. If he relaxed for a split second, they'd both hurtle to the hard ground ten stories below.
His balls ached from the strain of the fucking. His belly muscles pulled taut and were beginning to ache from the unusual fucking position. His hard prick was being bent at an unnatural angle.
It may have been unusual for him to fuck downward into a gripping, steamy cunt, but it was stimulating him to the breaking point. He barely kept his lead-heavy jism locked up in his balls.
Twisting to and fro, he managed to fuck her virgin-tight cunt with every ounce of strength in his powerful body. He lifted her ass up and drove his hard prick relentlessly into her pussy. Then he bounced up on his toes to make sure his cock was driven as far into her inner reaches as possible. This done, he simply relaxed and let gravity pull her body off his hard prick.
"Can't hang on much longer," he moaned. "You're pushing me outta control. God, gotta fuck you, fuck you good!"
He began pulling her body even more firmly against his. Their crotches ground together in a morass of lust. His bush mingled with hers, the cunt juices spilling out of her aroused pussy.
The tickle of her fuck fluids on his balls made them harden into a compact little bag that pained him. He fought back the burning tide of his come. He wanted more of her pussy. He wanted to feel her cunt massaging his entire buried length of needy hard prick. There was nothing in the whole world that mattered more to the both of them in that instant.
He had to really get his rocks off.
Looking past her slender body, he saw the ground. It was framed by her heaving tits. The big mountains of her titflesh bounced around, giving the view an erotic aspect it wouldn't have otherwise had. The thick, red pointy tips of her nipples were erect and demanding. He wished he could reach down and take them between thumb and forefinger.
Her tits would feel bloated between his fingers, but that wouldn't matter in the least to him. And the beautiful woman would get an added thrill from this attention.
But he needed his hands now on her upper arms for support. He couldn't hold her aloft with just the two belts around their middles.
He allowed his gaze to pass her mounds of succulent tits and go across her belly. It was concave with the strain of fucking. He imagined that his prick caused such a suction in her cunt that it pulled her belly down into her fuck channel.
But that was ridiculous. This was simply a reaction to the unique fucking position he'd gotten her into. The triangle of her pussy hair was like an arrow. His long, firm cock was driving forcefully between her pinkly scalloped inner pussy lips.
Those delicate flaps of aroused flesh were obscenely, wantonly kissing his cock. As if they were lips sucking his hard prick, he was pulled into the humid depths of her cunt.
And he came.
He couldn't stand it any longer. His tensed balls churned around until he thought he'd go crazy from holding back the fiery tide of his jism.
His cock gave a convulsive lurch, then spewed out lava-hot come. He creamed in her cunt until he was milked dry. And he was lifting and dropping her body around his hard prick. The heat, the clutching of her gooey cunt, the unusual position, all conspired against Veronica, too.
As he spilled his jism, she came. Together, they twitched and ground their crotches together in a wild display of unbridled passion.
The slender blonde felt like she was falling and soaring at the same time. She forgot all her fear of high places. She was anchored to the world by this man's hard cock. And she was soaring on the wings of her own orgasm.
Karl Bennet managed to pull her back over the edge of the building and softly kissed her. His lips were sweaty and hot and demanding as they crushed her.
Veronica couldn't help herself. She felt weak and totally in Bennet's control. And she wanted more. She wanted lots more of his cock.



Chapter 9


Veronica had to have more of Karl Bennet's cock. She would go crazy without it. He had lit the inner fires of her passion again. Nothing less than all-out fucking would serve her now. Her pussy demanded it; she demanded it!
"It's cold up here, Karl," she pointed out. "And we're still bare-ass naked. Let's go back to your office. It's warmer there."
"We could put our clothes back on," he said, grinning. The moonlight gleamed off his perfect white teeth. She returned his lit smile with one of her own.
"Why put our clothes on? If we're going to fuck again?"
"That's what I wanted to hear!" he cried. "Last one back to my office gets laid!"
Veronica made sure she was the last one back. But not by much. She didn't want Karl changing his mind about actually fucking her again. To run mother naked through the deserted office building had turned her on as much as anything else. The very idea of being naked in the halls where she worked sparked her libido. But she wasn't knocking it. She was more turned on now than she'd been when Karl had started fucking her by leaning her over the edge of the roof.
And that really turned her on.
Veronica saw that Karl's cock was still as limp as a hose from their fucking. She couldn't stand that. She had to have him up, hard, ready to fuck again. She wanted to feel that fucking prick buried all the way up her cunt. It had to stoke her desires to the breaking point again!
He might even be able to rip her apart all the way to the chin.
Veronica decided she was horny enough to take the risk.
Veronica went into the room and closed the door behind her. She tossed her clothes onto the floor and moved to a chair close to the side of his desk. His eyes followed her every movement across the room. She saw the smile and knew this was the man for her.
"How are you?" she asked.
"Hot for you, girl," he replied.
For a moment, she couldn't believe this was happening to her. She was married, happily married. And yet she was cheating on Stan. But was it a happy marriage if he couldn't give her what another man could? Was she able to find sexual pleasure outside her home like this? It couldn't be this simple. It just couldn't. And yet it seemed like it was. The man was lusting after her.
"A lot of that going around," she answered, looking down at his crotch again. His cock began to stir. She nervously licked her lips in anticipation. This stud was well hung. There was no way a tiny rigid prick could imitate a firehose like that.
"I'm ready for you again," he said. "You're just what the doctor ordered."
Her hands stroked his shoulders. She was amazed at the play of muscles under her fingers. So strong! He was everything she could have wanted.
And here she'd been hung up over Stan. This stud would put her husband to shame.
And he was all hers!
"Really. Tell me about it."
She longed to get his cock into her hot cunt, his powerful arms crushing her to his body. He was so strong he might be able to mash her like an old beer can. But she couldn't think of a better way to go – as long as his rigid prick was in her hot cunt fucking her deep and fast and hard.
His hands were busy around her slender waist. He pulled her a little closer so that he could reach up between her legs.
Veronica gasped when he touched her dripping wet snatch. His eager fingers probed deep and worked toward her already-hot cunt hole. She wanted nothing else in the world than to have him exploring her tight little pussy. To have that meaty finger driving hard all the way up into her belly would be paradise.
"What is it you're looking for?" she asked. Her hands worked down his chest. She found a tiny tangle of hair on his thickly muscled belly.
God, he was like a Greek god. Perfect!
"I think I've found it. It was getting so hot I figured I'd find a little spot to wet my fingers and cool off."
"Not too cool for you, I hope."
"No! Damned hot!"
She needed the action she could get from his rigid prick. She needed it badly!
His steel-hard prick didn't leap to attention when she lightly brushed over it. She was a little surprised at that. He had seemed so eager to get into her pussy that she had to do a little more exploring to find the reason.
When the gorgeous blonde discovered it, she gasped. His cock was only about half erect. And already it was larger than Stan's rigid prick had ever been.
Glancing at the office doorway with nervous guilt, she made sure it was tightly shut. She knew then that she wanted to fuck and nothing would prevent her.
The cock in her hand stirred. Slowly, it came to life. She watched in fascination as the man got a full boner. She couldn't believe its size.
Fully nine inches, it looked more like a cop's nightstick than a man's rigid prick. But she wasn't going to complain. Quite the contrary. She couldn't wait to feel that huge cock prodding into her tight little hot cunt again.
"God, I never saw a prick get that big!" she exclaimed.
"A beauty, isn't it? A real pussy-pleaser. I can dig all the way up into your hot cunt."
"I always thought I was deeper than any man was long. Now I'm wondering. Shall we find out for sure?"
He smiled. His fingers gripped her waist and pulled her down.
"Your hot cunt is nice and naked for my cock. Climb on, baby, and have at it."
"Y-you want me to fuck myself?" She had visions of his super-sized cock splitting her apart if she lost control and fucked herself too hard.
But to actually control the pace of the fucking herself would be something new and different. She could take all the pleasure she could stand. And she had to keep telling herself she'd fucked with Karl before. His cock was big, but he had never seemed this big to her before. Their fucking on the roof actually caused his rigid prick to grow to an even more immense size. He wasn't an ordinary stud, that was for sure. He was exceptional and so was his cock!
"Sure. I'm really turned on by you, Veronica. You're making me grow to my full size. Not many women do that to me. And most of them are satisfied with me only about half erect – my cock's big, baby, damn big. Can you take it?"
"Karl, any woman would cream in her pants at the chance!"
He sadly shook his head. "You're one in a million. Most women who get me fully erect see that rigid prick full erect and back away. They can't even suck on it without cracking their jaws. It's big, baby, maybe too big."
"Let's see!"
Veronica didn't want to talk any more. She couldn't imagine any woman ever turning down such an invitation to fuck. This man was hung like a bull elephant. Never had she seen him with such a throbbingly big cock before. To feel his prick stroking back and forth along her pussy walls, fucking the hell out of her, would be sheer heaven! Now that she had fully turned him on, it meant only super fucking for both of them.
She didn't face the man. She straddled his lap, facing away. Somehow, the idea of being able to look up and see the doorway while she was fucking took some of the thrill away. She wanted to be able to abandon herself totally to the sensations ripping through her hot cunt.
She placed her hands on the man's knees. Raising her creamy white ass, she wiggled it a little to let him know what she felt, then lowered herself.
The shock of feeling his monster cockhead against her pussy sent thrills all through her tender, young body. Veronica sucked in her breath and held it for a long minute.
Gusting it out through her nostrils, she told him, "It feels even bigger than it looks! Christ, that cock of yours should be cast in bronze and enshrined somewhere! And I'd thought you were huge when you fucked me on the roof!"
"I'd rather have it enshrined in that hot hot cunt of yours. But you really haven't felt it yet. Drop down another inch or two. Then… then you'll get the full impact of my prick."
The blue-eyed woman did as she was told. Immediately pain rocketed through her. The red waves of agony cascading from her hot cunt threatened to make her scream. She held the cries in until she was sobbing.
"I never thought a man's prick would hurt!"
"You've given me the first full-sized boner I've had in months. God, it feels great. Y-you don't want to stop, do you?"
"No!" Veronica would adapt to his enormous cock size. It couldn't possibly be too big for her, not when she was as horny as she was. Her hot cunt walls would stretch to take him – they had to. But she hadn't felt this much pain since she'd lost her cherry. Her pussy had ached and hurt for a week afterwards – but it had been worth it.
The gorgeous blonde knew that fucking Karl's mighty prick would be, too.
She wiggled her hips a little to snuggle down around the huge tip of his prick. The purple crown threatened to rip her apart. She gritted her teeth and dropped down another couple inches. The feeling of his pulsing cock inside her both hurt and aroused.
Veronica was confused by the conflicting emotions. She wanted to stop before she tore delicate membranes in her hot cunt. And yet, she would never touch that deep itch that threatened to drive her insane from lust if she quit now.
She had to go on. The wild desires burning in her loins drove her to go on.
Leaning forward, she pushed her ass down toward his crotch. The burning pillar of his cock intruded all the way up into her hot cunt. She kept it slowly moving into her belly. It hurt – bad. She had to have more, though, always more.
When she felt her asscheeks touching the man's bush, she knew she'd taken his full length up her twat. Her guts were literally filled to overflowing with cock. Never had her hot cunt taken more of a man. And she loved every damned inch of his rigid prick.
The initial feeling had been one of panic. She didn't want to injure her cunt. But after she started the cock fucking deeply enough into her hot cunt, it hadn't been so bad. Now it was great! She wouldn't have traded fucking his monster rigid prick for anything in the whole world.
"God, you're crushing me flat! I'm being burned off to a nubbin by that blast furnace you call a hot cunt!"
She laughed joyously. He was the one suffering sweet torture now. She tensed her stomach muscles and gasped at the feelings generated deep in her cunt. But that she was doing to his cock was even worse.
He felt as if he'd been caught in a drop forge. Her tight, springy hot cunt walls clamped firmly all around him. And the seething heat from her pussy was soaking into his rigid prick. It was as if a fuse had been lit.
The heated tip of his cock burned back to the shaft. And then the heat flowed down into his balls. The tumbling and churning inside his hairy balls increased until he was writhing around on the bed.
"Get going, damn you! I… I can't stand your hot cunt unless you're moving! Fuck yourself good!"
Veronica gloated. It was her turn to make him suffer.
Tightening her stomach and cunt muscles as much as she could, Veronica worked herself up and off his cock. It was like squeezing toothpaste from a tube. He couldn't stop groaning in pleasure at what she was doing to him. When only an inch of his impossibly long cock remained inside her hot cunt, she began twisting back and forth. The very end of his prick threatened to come off. She knew it by the way it turned with her body. She was pulling and stretching the skin all over his cock.
That, along with the churning heat from her juicy pussy, was bound to make the man want more.
It did.
And she gave it to him. Dropping back down was out of the question. She wished she could have fucked herself all out. Simply rise up and the man's rigid prick was just inside her agitated hot cunt mouth, then relax and let gravity do all the work, but she couldn't do it that way.
Her hot cunt was strained to the breaking point. If she let that huge cock surge up and into her pussy, it would rip and tear. She didn't want to bleed to death, even for the fantastic fucking she was getting from his record-breaking-sized cock.
"Keep going. Your hot cunt – I want it all around me! It feels so damned good. You'll never know how I need this!"
She hesitated when she heard his words. How he needed this? She didn't know what to think. Maybe it had to do with his promotion, the tension he was under, the need for release.
Everything worked together to make her want every inch of his huge pussy-pleaser. Veronica realized this was her way of getting back at Stan for robbing her of true sexual fulfillment like he'd been doing.
She'd get her rocks off! And with a stud twice as well hung!
All the gorgeous blonde knew for sure was that she was enjoying the hell out of Karl's huge rigid prick. It felt simply fantastic inside her. She'd never gotten off on sheer size before. A guy with a six-inch cock could do better sometimes than a stud with a bigger rigid prick.
It was all in how well he used it.
But this was too much!
Her guts were burning from the friction and she wasn't even fucking very hard. She speeded up the tempo. The feel of the huge crown working avidly against her juicy twat walls stirred her passions even more. She felt her insides tumbling with lust.
As the huge column of his throbbing prick entered her, her hot cunt lips pulled into a lewd grin. The very mouth of her pussy stretched to the breaking point. Not only was his cock long, it was thick. The girth of his cock was so much that she'd have had to strain to reach around it with her fingers.
He wasn't fucking her with a cock, he was using a telephone pole!
As he fucked all the way into her innermost depths, she let the warmth wash through her. The end of his cock prodded into her softly padded cervix. The most deeply buried part of her hot cunt parted just a little under the prodding of his rigid prick. Then she felt the unmistakable symptoms of a come mounting inside her belly.
Breaths coming faster, she picked up the tempo of the fucking again.
Soon, her cunt was flying up and down around his rigid prick. The fuck fluids flowed so fast now she didn't have to worry about harming herself. So what if the cock came out of her mouth?
She'd just suck on it!
"Can't hang on much longer. Can't, oh, ohhh, shiiiiit!"
She was jolted when the creamy bullet of his jism blasted into her hot cunt. In a moment, she was soaring on the winds of her own come. The orgasm threatened to rip her head off. She wanted to scream out her joy. His cock was driving white-hot into her hot cunt. The fucking pace was furious. The rigid prick flew like a piston as it probed the deepest parts of her pussy.
Then it was over.
She sobbed with the physical and emotional release of her come.
Veronica let the man's cock turn to butter in her twat, then his prick limply flopped out. Gently, she picked it up and kissed the very tip.
That seemed to please him as much as anything she'd done. And she'd done plenty.
Her hot cunt ached more than she'd have thought possible. The thick cock had damned near torn her in half. But it had been worth it. Never again would such a huge prick frighten her. She'd eagerly look for them – but she knew finding one as large as Karl's would be hard.
Sobbing with relief, she sat up. Then her blue eyes widened as she saw Stan in the doorway.
"So this is the work you're doing. I might have guessed after last night. You haven't been that active in bed for a year or longer. He turns you on, huh?"
Veronica didn't know what to say. Her mouth gaped open as she just stared at her husband.



Chapter 10


"Stan!" the girl moaned aloud, sure now that the shit had hit the fan.
"This isn't what -"
"What it looks like? Hell, Veronica, I know what's been going on." Stan walked into the room. He seemed strangely calm for someone who'd just found his wife and her boss fucking like rabbits – and enjoying the hell out of it.
"Mr. Hines, this is -"
Stan's hand gesture cut Karl short. "I know what this is. And I've known for a year that something had died in our marriage. So you love him, Veronica?"
Veronica sadly shook her head. She had to be honest with Stan. She didn't love Karl. But she did love the way he fucked. It turned her on in ways she hardly understood.
"I do love you, you know," Stan continued. "And I'm willing to do anything possible to keep you."
"You don't want a divorce?" she stuttered.
"Nope. I want to join you two! Looks like you're having fun. And I want some of that, myself!"
"What?" said the girl, astounded. "You… you're not mad? You're not going to do anything?"
"Except join you," he said. "I want to keep you, Veronica, and if it takes being broad-minded about a little three-way, that's okay by me.
Frankly, I've always wondered what it would be like having another guy fucking you while I was. Seemed sorta kinky. I never mentioned it, but now it seems perfect."
Something clicked inside Veronica. She wanted two cocks in her at one time. The thought was so kinky she was already starting to recover from her shock of seeing Stan – and her hot cunt was dripping its thick love juices in preparation.
"So you boys like what you see?" she teased. She turned, wiggled her pert ass and then strode off around the room. Her tits swayed with her every movement. They weren't gigantic, but they weren't small either.
They were ample sizes to pleasure any man, even a tit-fancier.
She paused, looking back over her shoulder at them. Her eyelids were half-closed as if in anticipation of something incredibly sexy. She motioned to them, then laughed loud and clear at their haste to join her.
"No need to rush, boys. Not unless you're having trouble controlling yourselves."
"Fuck that!"
"Why not fuck me?" she suggested, spreading her legs just a bit wider.
"What do you want, Stan? Front door or back?" Karl obviously couldn't make up his mind.
Stan's cock was paining him. The way it throbbed, he might blow its wad at any instant. He was eager to get it into hot female flesh where he could regain the feelings lost to him in the past year of marriage.
"Been thinking about buggering you, Veronica. What about it? You want my cock cornholing you?"
Veronica looked down and saw Stan's cock pulsating with lust for her.
She nodded. She imagined how great his hard prick would feel up her ass passage. She wanted all that intimate attention.
He wasted no time in sidling up behind her. His hands reached around and gripped her tits. He pulled her back so that his cock firmly entered the deep canyon between her asscheeks. She sighed as his dick worked its way to the bottom of her humid canyon. Veronica totally surrounded his hard prick with her meaty slabs of ass-flesh.
Wiggling her hips slightly gave a twist to his cock that brought a moan of pleasure to his lips.
"Damn, but you're a hot and horny bitch. Lemme… lemme get it in, then you can mount up, Karl."
Karl made a mocking bow as he waited for the other man to stuff his cock all the way up this wanton woman's asshole.
She gasped as the rounded head of his hard prick firmly pressed into her anal muscle. Her anus was a tightly held ring of muscle totally unwilling to let this male invader up her shit chute. The idea of a huge bludgeon of prick up her asshole was out of the question.
No matter how the wanton girl tried to relax, she couldn't get her anal sphincter to cooperate. And then it wasn't necessary for her to try and relax.
A steady pressure forced the head of his cock into her asshole. She gasped with pain as Stan's hard prick squirted past her asshole and into her rectum. One instant, just the head of his cock was inside her.
A powerful surge of his hips sent his cock all the way up her ass.
Veronica was jolted all the way to the top of her skull. Tossing her head from side to side, she began a low moaning. Her body was experiencing joy.
"Like it, huh, Veronica?" he muttered as his hands stroked over her ass. He began working the twin globes of her ass-flesh back and forth.
Kneading them like bread, he tried to rip them from her slender body.
"Oh, God, God! Fuck me, damn you. Fuck my ass! Don't just stand there!
Really bugger me if you're going to!"
"So? All right. You asked for this!"
And he rammed another inch up into her ass. Pulling out made the lovely blonde think he was going to suck her guts out behind his cock. The vacuum formed in her bowels was intense. And then he was plugging her rectum full of hard, throbbing hard prick again. Over and over he fucked her ass.
She felt her husband's hairy thighs pressing firmly into her tenderskinned ass. Her ass began to twitch as she fell into the rhythm of his fucking. Then she was shoving her hips back in an attempt to get even more cock up her tightest passage.
The fires in her body burned brightly. Her hot cunt was drooling out its juices. They trickled down the insides of her thighs, tickling and turning her on even more. This wasn't missed by her boss in front of her.
"Lemme climb on!" Karl demanded.
He reached out and grabbed her tits. Her tits were especially sensitive. His fingers threatened to rip those succulent mounds from her chest. Karl stroked down over her body until he got to the insides of her thighs, then he pushed her legs wider apart. When she was in the position he wanted, he entered her.
There was a brief moment as Veronica felt Karl's cock pressing against her pussy lips. Then he was surging hard and fast all the way up her twat. She had two cocks in her at the same time!
Karl began a rhythmic, slow fucking of her hot cunt. He didn't seem to be in a hurry. He diddled her clit occasionally. The lightest of touches on the woman's clit sent an icy stab all the way up into her belly. She was really up for this. Her nerve-endings were ultrasensitive and highly responsive to the fucking.
Having one man up her asshole and another in her cunt, both fucking her silly, was new and wildly different for Veronica. She had been bitching about how bad it was with Stan always doing the same things. She was finally living out her fantasies.
Two men fucking her at once!
"Keep going, damn you. I need your fucking cocks all the way in me!" she screamed.
Tossing her head from side to side sent a shower of sweat in all directions. Her honey-blonde hair had taken on new highlights as it had dampened from her sweaty fucking activities. But neither of the men really noticed how lovely Veronica was, how pale and angelic her face was while being framed with golden hair.
All they were interested in was between their legs. Their cocks were driving hard and deep into her completely wanton, totally willing body.
One hard prick was ramming into her asshole. She'd had Stan up there only hours before and she wanted more of him. The initial pain of stretching and pulling quickly receded as she adapted to his huge hard prick.
Times had changed for the wanton girl – fast.
"Keep going, damn you! Don't stop! And don't you dare slow down!"
"Shit, Stan. I think she's gonna burn my cock to a nubbin. There ain't gonna be nothin' left if I keep up this pace. Never felt a chick's hot cunt this hot before."
Stan grunted. He was balls deep in Veronica's hot ass.
"Hey, let's do this right. Cooperate, you know? Team work. You pull out while I'm in. We can get her coming and going."
"Mostly coming, I hope," panted Stan. "If we don't hurry, I'm gonna blow my wad. Okay, sure, anything. But let's do it!"
"Call it, then. Anything you want."
Veronica thrilled at the way they were talking about her. Stan was always such a gentleman. He bored her. She wanted it rough sometimes.
He'd never do it. She wanted her fucking different. He never did that, ever, not before now. And now she had two studs really fucking her and making her feel dirty, wanton, totally alive!
"Okay, guy, out!"
She felt the prick up her twat slip free. The plum-tipped end of Karl's cock stayed in, parting her sex lips. But that was it. But Veronica wasn't sorry. The cock up her asshole was buried to the hilt. She felt his hairy balls banging against her hot cunt lips.
Wriggling her curvy bottom, she felt his balls slapping all around her rear. Squeezing down, she felt the huge pillar of manmeat entering her anus. And deep inside her rectum was the broad arrowhead of his cock.
She could feel every small detail of the contour of Stan's prick. It was dancing around madly in her tight passage. She knew Stan was having problems controlling his come. It must be burning fiercely in the tiny sac right now. And she wasn't making it any easier for him. Doing her best, her buttocks tried to crush all the life from his fuck stick.
She squeezed and massaged and wiggled and twisted. Stan's cock felt as if it were being pulled out by the roots. And hot! Her ass was so hot he was sure he'd be burned to a cinder. Fucking in and out of her shit chute generated enough friction to burn both of them up.
Now each and every drive all the way up her tightest passage was an endurance contest. He tried to hold back the tide of his jizz. It churned and tumbled his balls around in their furry little bag. Wanting to bring Veronica off before her boss did was something of a point of honor with Stan. He'd show her what it meant to be really butt-fucked.
Just as he was losing his battle, he heard Karl's command.
"Out!"
Veronica moaned as the cock left her ass. For a brief instant, her hot cunt and asshole were empty. Then a cock surged up her pussy. It buried itself all the way up her twat. And once there, it began stirring around.
The back-and-forth, in-and-out fucking continued until she felt so weak and rubbery in the knees she would have collapsed if it hadn't been for the two men supporting her. In the front, the huge cock reaming out her cunt held her upright. And from the rear, another driving hard prick kept her from falling down.
"Let's do it at the same time," one of the men called to the other.
Veronica was in no condition to know who was speaking.
She could tell both men were reaching the point of no return. Their cocks were burning with lust now. After the frantic fucking that had been going on, it couldn't be any other way.
When both hard pricks smashed into her at the same time, she almost fainted. Two cocks thrusting hard and fast into her body at the same instant sent waves of passion smashing into her body. She was barely able to control it all. Her hot cunt burned, her asshole screamed for more. The feelings built up fast in her taut body as the two men fucked faster and faster.
"Hey, I can feel your prick!"
"Yeah, through her guts. This is really something, you know?"
She knew what they were talking about. Deep inside her belly, their cocks were almost touching. All that separated them was a thin, rubbery inner membrane. Her guts were being rearranged to take the mighty thrusts of both cocks.
"God, this is great. I feel like I can fuck forever!"
Stan's cock throbbed with extra lust as he rubbed against the other man's. The glove-tight fit of her ass all around his cock was great.
Better than he remembered from fucking her the entire year previous.
And the heat seething from her insides was enough to cause his blood to boil with lust.
But the biggest turn-on was fucking the wanton girl at the same time Karl was. Through her inner tissues, their cocks pressed close. The dancing and quivering and jerking of one's hard prick stimulated the other even more. They were not only fucking a beautiful woman, they were giving each other a real thrill, too.
Stan pulled out of her asshole on the count, letting his cock rest for a second. The heavy slabs of assflesh on each side of his hard prick made him aware of how tight her ass really was. When he had started fucking her up the rear, the pressure from those muscular slabs had seemed great. Now it was nothing compared to the clinging, clutching, steamy shit chute.
Stan grunted as he drove his cock back into her hungering guts. The way she was writhing around, bucking and struggling passionately told him all he needed to know. Veronica was getting off on this sexy sandwich fucking.
Cock, asshole, cunt and cock.
That was a combination Stan didn't think could be beat. And the way his cock was feeling, he didn't think he'd ever be able to come up with anything nearly as exciting again. It had been a hell of a day so far – and it was getting better.
He went hurtling into her bowels with all the force locked up in his body. His hips jerked forward, snapping his cock straight out like an arrow from a bowstring. He felt his balls bang against the curve of her bottom. But the most sensation from the lovely blonde woman was the tight ring of muscle around his wife's asshole.
It was like a hangman's noose. She could clamp down and totally cut him off. She was relaxed enough to let him fuck her butt without any struggle. But the tightness of the passage was having its effect on him.
As he pulled out, his hips went berserk. No longer able to hold his lust in check, he began to wildly fuck her ass. Prick burning with the friction of fucking, he felt the white-hot tide of jism rushing out of his cock. He creamed all over the inside of her rectum, giving her the most erotic enema ever.
The rush of his come into her rear brought her off. She shrieked and felt her body convulsing with orgasm. She soared up on the end of his cock as he wantonly fucked her butt. As the intense sensation was slipping away from her, she knew he was no longer up her ass.
His cock had wilted. But the one drilling up her hot cunt was still very much in the picture.
Her body demanded another come. Now. At that very instant.
She gripped Karl, who was fucking her twat so enthusiastically, arms around his neck for support. Her back arched and her hips shot out. She presented her snatch to the man as openly as she could. She wanted as much of his delicious cock up her pussy as she could get. But still it wasn't enough for the come-hungry woman. She relaxed and her body collapsed around the upward-driving piston of his cock. She was firmly impaled on his cock.
He groaned, feeling the shockwave all the way through his balls. Her hot cunt was juicy with lust, hot with desire. He couldn't stand fucking this virgin-tight pussy much longer. His body was going to betray him. Try as he might, Karl couldn't hold back the surge of his jism.
Erupting like a volcano, he fountained out his jism into her gaping pussy. His hips bucked and drove hard for the ultimate climax. He was totally lost in his orgasm.
The girl twisted and hunched back and forth, stirring his thick prick inside her. As the jism squirted into her hot cunt, she came again. The superheated come had set off still another climax in her slender body.
She clung limply to Karl for a moment, then her mind began to erase the fog of lust, allowing her to think more clearly. She realized she'd just been fucked by two men, one up her ass and the other up her hot cunt. And she'd enjoyed every perverted second of it. And she'd enjoyed it with her husband.
"More," Veronica said weakly. "Fuck me some more."
"Sex crazy," muttered Karl, backing away and pulling her arms free of his neck. "I'm beat. How about you?"
"I think I can figure out something else to keep my lovely wife happy,"
Stan replied.
And he did. Veronica Hines had discovered independence and a sexual freedom that would keep her very, very happy for a long, long time.
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