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Chapter 1 - The Bad Boy
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One morning, Alisha Yang strolled into Mark's office and locked the door behind her. The cheeky smirk on her face told him exactly what she wanted. How was he ever supposed to do any work with this woman around? They couldn't seem to get enough of each other.

Being married weighed heavily on his conscience, but Alisha didn't seem to mind one bit. Whenever guilt crept in, she downplayed it: "It's natural for men to want other women. Nothing to be ashamed of."

Mark harbored secret fantasies of getting caught by his wife - and he got off on hearing Alisha claim she was superior to her. Alisha embraced this, helping him see it not as dirty, but natural. "I'm just releasing the bad boy you've suppressed for so long," she'd say. "I'm satisfying that part of you so you can go home happy to your wife."

She was warm, supportive, loving. When he was stressed, she'd massage his shoulders - or drop to her knees and blow him until he relaxed.

Had anyone in the office noticed their bond? He hoped not.

Before long, Alisha's legs were spread wide on his desk, Mark in the familiar position of plowing into her.

"Oh yeah, fuck me!" she yelled.

"Oh, baby!" Mark groaned.

Today he felt particularly naughty. "Your pussy is so much tighter than my wife's," he moaned nervously, hoping she'd play along.

"I know it is, baby," she moaned back. "I'm the woman you need. The woman you want. Admit it."

Her dirty talk sent him over the edge.

"You know it, Alisha! I only want you! Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"

He started to pull out.

"Wait," she said, eyes gleaming. "I want you to cum real good today. I have a treat. I want you on the phone with your wife when you blow your load on my pretty face."

Mark froze. This was new - his wife directly involved, not just fantasy talk.

But it was too hot to refuse.

"Fuck yeah, let's do it."

"Use the mute button," she instructed with a wicked smile. "Kiss me when it's on so I know we can talk dirty."

He dialed Joyce. Alisha knelt, excited, like a kid playing a naughty game.

"Hello?" Joyce answered.

"Hey honey," Mark said hesitantly.

Alisha mouthed "MUTE" dramatically.

He muted, tested it - Joyce couldn't hear.

"She can't hear," he whispered nervously. His erection had softened from adrenaline.

"Good," Alisha said, voice suddenly sharp. "Don't ever call her honey in front of me again. I'm your honey, not her."

Mark blinked, shocked. This was new.

But she softened, kissing his softening cock back to life. "Just playing, baby."

Joyce talked about lunch plans. Mark responded when needed, muting for Alisha's slurping.

"You like me sucking your dick while your wife is on the phone?" Alisha whispered during mute. "My prettier, younger Asian face on her man's cock?"

The danger brought him back hard.

"Put it on speaker," Alisha urged.

He did. Joyce droned on.

"She's full of shit, isn't she?" Alisha whispered. "Admit you've lost interest."

Mark chuckled. "She does go on."

Alisha rubbed his cock on her golden face, staring with those hypnotic Asian eyes.

"Tell me how much hotter I am."

He did - everything she wanted.

Soon he was at the edge.

"Cum on my face while talking to your boring wife," she urged.

"Please," he begged.

"Three things first," she said, stopping.

"Anything."

"First: When you cum, look in my eyes and tell me you love me."

"Okay."

"Second: Fuck me in your wife's bed - just once. Get it out of your system."

He hesitated - but agreed.

"Third: Tell your wife how wonderful I am at work."

"Easy," he said.

She beamed. "Good boy."

Joyce asked about renovating.

Mark, thrusting into Alisha doggy-style now, said no - better to spend money on "my beautiful baby" (meaning Alisha).

Alisha approved with deeper strokes.

Joyce suggested inviting Alisha to dinner.

Alisha nodded eagerly.

Mark, lost in pleasure, agreed.

Then: "Cum for me, baby. Tell me you love me."

"I love you, Alisha!" he roared, pulling out and covering her smiling face.

Rope after rope - while Joyce's voice faded in the background.

Alisha looked up, cum dripping, eyes shining with victory.

After, guilt hit Mark.

"We can't keep doing this."

Alisha laughed. "It was just fun, baby. Fantasy. You don't have to take it seriously."

Mark relaxed - until he realized he wasn't sure where fantasy ended anymore.
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​Chapter 2 - A Fox in the Hen House
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In the days following, Mark battled his conscience. On one hand, Alisha said one thing; on the other, her actions seemed to pull him in a different direction. Somehow, he managed to keep some distance from her. It was hard, but he needed time to regroup.

What did he want? What did Alisha want? Could he break it off before it went too far? After the pleasures Alisha had shown him, would he ever be satisfied with another woman again? These questions plagued him. He was even having trouble sleeping.

Joyce kept asking when they could have Alisha over for dinner. He supposed he’d have to face her eventually. He called Alisha into his office.

“Hey, stranger. Long time no see,” Alisha began, crossing her arms. “I was beginning to think you were giving me the cold shoulder.”

“Ah, yes... well, the truth is, Alisha, I’m just not sure I can continue this.”

“It didn’t stop you before,” she said, frustration flashing in her eyes. “What’s changed?”

“Look, I guess I just... needed something exciting in my life,” Mark said, running his hands through his hair. “I appreciate what you’ve done for me-it’s been incredible-but I’m worried about where this is heading.”

“Well, I’m glad I could be of service,” Alisha replied sarcastically. “Will that be all?”

“Alisha, don’t be like that-”

“You know what, Mark? Fuck it. You don’t want to fuck me anymore? Fine. Good luck with your wife. Mission accomplished.” She turned for the door without looking back, even as he called after her.

The next few days were painful. Alisha wouldn’t acknowledge him, and worse, he caught her flirting with other male employees. Once, she noticed him watching and smirked. Jealousy burned in Mark’s chest. He knew he had no right to feel it, but the thought of her with another man was unbearable.

Not only did he miss her, but his body ached for release-the kind only Alisha could provide. After three days, he couldn’t stand it anymore. He texted her to come to his office.

“What can I do for you, Mark?” she asked coolly.

“We need to talk. I’m sorry about what I said. I really want you. I need you so badly.”

“That’s nice. I’m afraid it’s too late. I have a date with Bill on Friday.” She turned to leave.

Mark’s heart twisted. “Please, Alisha... I’ll do anything!”

She stopped, back to him. A knowing, mischievous smile spread across her face-unseen by Mark. When she turned, her expression was neutral.

“You want me? You need me? Prove it. Fuck me in your wife’s bed.”

Mark hesitated. Refusal meant more torment.

“You know what? Forget it. I’ll see where things go with Bill...” She headed for the door again.

“Wait-Alisha! Okay. Let’s do it. I want to.”

“Great,” she said, voice firm. “But prove it. Make it happen, and I’ll fuck you in your office again. I’ll even cancel the date with Bill. I’m waiting.”

She left.

Mark slumped in his chair. Why was he letting this woman control him? Because she was fucking hot, had a smoking body, and was the devil in bed. He couldn’t refuse her if he tried.

Then he remembered Joyce nagging about dinner. “Alisha, wait-one more thing. My wife’s been asking about dinner with you. Why don’t you come over? You don’t have to stay long-she’s insisting.”

Alisha paused. “I’d love to meet your lovely wife. But I’d be at a disadvantage in unfamiliar territory. You’ll need to invite me over first-while she’s not there. I need to get comfortable. I don’t like new places. You understand.”

She smiled sweetly and left.

Mark my territory? What the hell did that mean?

Mark arrived home exhausted. He slumped into bed beside Joyce, who was turned away. He sighed deeply.

“Hey, honey. Stressful day?” she murmured sleepily. “Something’s up with my sister. Her project’s a mess, and the kids are acting up. I need to spend the weekend helping-if that’s okay? I hope you didn’t make plans.”

Bingo. Mark’s heart raced, but he hid his excitement. “Oh, sure. Bummer. I’ve got tons of work anyway.”

He waited for her soft snoring, then texted Alisha:

Wife away weekend. Cancel Bill.

No reply. Maybe she was asleep-or playing games.

The next day, he saw Alisha talking to Bill. Bill looked dejected. She’d canceled.

She caught Mark’s eye and smiled brightly while Bill stood there, head low.

“Hi, Mark!” she called cheerfully.

Bill glanced between them, confused. “Is there something I should know, Alisha? You do know Mark’s happily married, right?”

“Yeah, of course, silly. I just think he’s cute. Don’t tell me you never check girls out,” she replied, eyes still on Mark.

Bill shook his head, frustrated, and walked away.

Alisha sauntered into Mark’s office. “I got your message. I’m so excited-a whole weekend! I canceled Bill.”

“Whoa-just a few hours, Alisha. My nerves couldn’t handle the full weekend.”

“Of course. That’s what I meant. When can I come over?”

“Friday evening or Saturday/Sunday. She leaves Friday, back Sunday afternoon.”

“Friday evening works best. Can’t wait, tiger!” Her smile suggested hidden plans.

“Great. She leaves at 6 p.m.-come after 8:30 to be safe. Now, if you don’t mind...” Mark gestured toward her mouth.

“Uh-uh. Not until Friday. Keep your word.” She winked and left.

Friday finally arrived. Mark rushed home to say goodbye to Joyce and prepare. A suitcase waited by the door.

“Hi, honey, I’m home,” he called.

“Just making dinner so you don’t starve,” Joyce replied from the kitchen.

Mark poured a large glass of wine to calm his nerves.

Joyce emerged. “Starting early?” she laughed. “Tough day?”

“Glad it’s the weekend,” he managed.

“You deserve it. Dinner’s in the oven-turn it off when the timer goes. Gotta beat traffic.” She kissed his cheek and left with her bags.

“Be good,” she called, waving.

Mark nearly laughed at the irony.

He relaxed on the sofa-until the doorbell rang.

Forgot something?

Through the frosted glass, he saw bright colors. Not Joyce.

He opened the door. Alisha stood in a vibrant yellow-and-orange summer dress, hair and makeup flawless, looking even more stunning.

“Hope you don’t mind me arriving early,” she said with a sexy smile. “I couldn’t wait-and had nothing else to do. Extra time together sounded nice.”

Mark’s face showed horror. “Are you crazy? My wife left minutes ago! What if she saw you?”

“Relax, honey. I watched her leave. I’m not stupid.” She smirked.

“So you were spying?”

“If you want to call it that. I just arrived early and waited until the bitch left.”

Mark didn’t like Joyce being called that-or Alisha’s casual attitude. But arguing at the door risked neighbors noticing.

“Come in, I guess,” he muttered, scanning outside.

Alisha grabbed several bags and strolled inside.

The door shut. She attacked him with a passionate kiss, pushing him against it. Her body pressed into his. She licked his neck, bit his earlobe, and whispered, “Feeling better? Relax-you need this.”

She pulled away, smiling.

Mark forgot his worries. “Neighbors-it’s daylight-”

“In time, that won’t matter to you,” she murmured, eyes lowered.

“What?”

“Nothing. Thinking about dinner. I brought ingredients for one of my specialties.” She headed to the kitchen.

Mark followed. This girl was bold.

“My wife made something-”

“Is this it?” Alisha asked, bending to open the oven-legs straight, displaying her perfect ass.

“It’s not ready. And maybe don’t mess with her kitchen-she notices things.”

Alisha pulled out the risotto and dumped it in the trash. “We won’t need this shit.”

Holy fuck, Mark thought. What have I gotten into?

“But first-tour of the house?” She extended her hand.

“Sure. You’ve seen the living room.”

“Nice, but the decor’s off-too plain. I could do a lot with it,” she said, pausing.

“I’m sure,” Mark said wearily, leading her upstairs.

“Guest room,” he gestured quickly.

“We won’t spend much time there,” she giggled.

He tried rushing past the master bedroom, but Alisha stopped.

“Hold on. I want to see where we’ll spend most of our time.”

She broke his grip and walked in. “Nice photos. You two look cute.” She picked one up.

“Sorry-I meant to put them away.”

“Why? I want to look at them while you fuck me. They turn me on.”

She crawled onto the bed, straddling him as he fell back.

“I know you’ve needed me this week. I didn’t mean to tease. What do you say we break the tension before dinner?” She guided his hands to her breasts.

“You bad boy-your hands on my tits in your marital bed. I wonder what’s next...”

She wasn’t wearing a bra. He pulled her dress over her head. She lifted her arms to help. Underneath: a tight zebra-striped thong.

He grabbed her ass as she ground against his hardening cock.

“First time on a bed. Nice,” she purred.

Suddenly she bounced, then stopped. “This bed’s too quiet. How come the headboard doesn’t hit the wall?”

“It’s pushed against it.”

“Don’t you like hearing it bang when you fuck?”

“Yeah, but we didn’t want to disturb neighbors.”

“If I had a man like you, I’d want the neighborhood to know I was getting fucked properly.”

She unbuttoned his pants, pulled them off. “That’s what I missed,” she said, kissing his shaft.

“Oh yeah...”

She took him in her mouth.

“Look in my eyes while I suck you. Whose cock is this?”

“Yours, baby. Only yours.”

“That’s right-my property. Every thick inch.”

She glanced at the photo of Mark and Joyce. “Imagine if she walked in now-my head between your legs, ass toward her. I wouldn’t stop. You’d have to force me off.”

Mark groaned.

She stood, pulled her thong aside, rubbed his tip against her clit. “These two missed each other.”

She sank down slowly. “Oh fuck!”

Mark bottomed out. “Shit, Alisha-why make me wait?”

“You know why, baby.” She rode him, speeding up. Loud.

The headboard barely tapped.

She pulled off. “It’s too quiet. I need the walls shaking to feel properly fucked. Pull the bed out a bit.”

“You’re crazy-neighbors will hear.”

“Sex is natural. Who cares? They’ll think it’s Joyce anyway.”

She started pulling. Mark reluctantly helped until she found the perfect distance-maximum noise.

She climbed back on, cuddling close, stroking him. “I’ll be good. Whatever way you want.”

He relaxed, kissing her. She was so beautiful. He pushed her onto her back, missionary. They stared into each other’s eyes, smiling.

He eased in. She moaned, eyes rolling back.

“Oh, Alisha-I missed you.”

“Me too. Don’t ever stop fucking me.”

The headboard banged steadily. Something primal took over Mark-his expression shifted to a dark smirk.

“You’re a fucking bitch,” he growled, thrusting harder. “Fucking a married man in his wife’s bed. You love it.”

“I know how to get what I want-and I want you.”

“You want to break my marriage, you homewrecking bitch!”

“Yes!” she cried. “I won’t be happy until you’ve kicked that old ugly bitch to the curb!”

The bed slammed the wall-BANG BANG BANG BANG.

“You can moan louder,” he grunted.

“What about neighbors?”

“Fuck the neighbors!”

Alisha’s eyes lit up. “That’s what I wanted to hear. Fuck me hard!”

She screamed. The bed crashed violently.

“Fuck yeah, Alisha-you’re a goddess. I love you!”

She smiled triumphantly.

“Fuck me doggy.”

He flipped her. She looked at the big happy photo of Mark and Joyce.

“Yeah, bitch-your husband’s deep inside me. He’s mine now.”

Mark pulled her hair, pounding furiously.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum on my face.”

She grabbed the photo, lay her head on the bed beside it.

“Where does your cum want to go? On me-or her? Let it decide.”

Mark straddled her face. She sucked hungrily.

“My cock wants you,” he growled.

“Then we won’t need this anymore.” She tossed the photo aside.

“Cum on my face. All of it. No drop for your wife-it’s mine.”

“In with the new, out with the old, right?”

Alisha’s eyes widened with delight. She’d done it.

“Yes! In with the new, out with the old!”

Mark erupted, coating her smiling face.

“I love you, Alisha!”

She looked up, cum dripping, blissful.

After, guilt faded fast.

They aired rooms, cleaned-except the sheets. Alisha insisted they stay unwashed.

She left minutes before Joyce returned.

“You seem edgy,” Joyce said.

“Busy weekend,” Mark smiled inwardly.

He knew Alisha would soon come for dinner-now fully comfortable in his home.

Maybe too comfortable.

Only time would tell...
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​Chapter 3 - A Romantic Getaway Cruise
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“Oh, Mark, you’re right... up... my... pussy!” Alisha moaned, riding him hard in his office chair. The seat creaked loudly under their rhythm.

Mark sat back with a satisfied grin. One hand gripped her ass, the other rubbed her amazing tits. There was nowhere he’d rather be than buried deep inside Alisha’s tight heat.
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