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About This Book

You know things are getting desperate when you’re trying to get the sexual attention of your husband’s employee while doing his routine haircut.

I dress up nice and seductive, hanging my breasts in front of Declan’s face as I cut his hair, just daring him to reach out and touch me.  I can see he’s getting hard beneath the hair-cloth and I just have to see it.  I had no idea he’d be playing under there!

Well, I’m not going to tell you off, honey.  Instead, I’m going to treat you to something that I’ve been missing in my life: a good, hard, unprotected session!
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“Are you ... okay, Jake?” I asked.

He stopped now and looked startled.  He straightened his back and fished beneath the cloth.  “I’m fine.”

I took a step forward and pulled back the cloth like I was a magician revealing their greatest trick.  Shit, I was revealing something alright.  Sat on Jake’s lap, poking out from his fly, was his erect, naked cock.  The tightness of his fly around it had caused the veins to bloom along his length.  He looked fucking incredible.

“Jake!” I cried, close to outright swooning.

“Sorry!” he cried.  “Sorry!  I got thinking about something earlier and I can’t get it out of my head, I’m sorry.”

“I knew it!”

He tried to hurry himself back into his pants.

“Stop there,” I told him.  “You can’t pull that out and put it away unsatisfied.  That’s blue balls, isn’t it?  Is that what you call it?”

Jake’s eyes bulged and he nodded slowly.

“Was I making you hard, Jake?”

He wore a look of shock as he stared across at me.

“You can be honest,” I told him.

He nodded subtly.

“Was it these?” I asked, looking down and pushing my tits up.

Jake’s cock bounced as he tensed.  He nodded again.

“My tits do it for you, do they?”

“They’re nice to look at.”

“That’s not what your boss thinks.”

“Then he’s an idiot.”

“We agree there.”

I walked towards Jake and around behind him.  I put my hands on his shoulders and looked down at his cock.

“Don’t stop on my account,” I told him.  “Please.”

“You want me to ...”

I pinched his shoulders.  “Keep jerking it for me.”

Jake’s hand moved to his thigh, but he didn’t yet take up his cock.

“Play for me and I might just have a treat for you too.”

I put my tits against the back of his head and rubbed down his shoulders to his chest.  Jake took a deep breath and his hand walked slowly down towards that thick, protruding barrel.

“Jerk it,” I hushed.

He gripped around it as I squeezed at his pecs.  His hand moved up it slowly and I watched the skin roll over it.  Jake was uncut, and there was something magical about watching someone jerk their uncut cock.
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