The moans were soft, as though it was I was approaching orgasm. He whispered that my skin felt soft, his fingers pushing gently, almost hurting as he rubbed my neck and shoulders. 

I had come in here to talk to Bob about the events of the previous evening, my husband Al having finally come clean on the relationship he had had two years before with a young girl who worked part-time at his company after school. 

The girl had gotten pregnant, claiming that my husband Al was responsible. A paternity test had followed and Al became exhonerated, the father so it was discovered being a 14-year boy she went to school with. 

Though Al of course denied it all and said that Amy was lying I could tell that he was worried as the events leading up to the paternity test occured. As well as being responsible for supporting the child he might also have been spending time in jail! 

Bob's fingers now slipped down my back, touching now the strap upon my blouse. I hadn't slept a wink all night! Al had come home drunk last night, having spent half of his paycheck on the slots in a local bar. We had gotten into the biggest fight I think we'd had since we were married, and it was during all of what was said that he admitted the relationship that he had had with Amy and said that it had started when I was in the hospital giving birth to our youngest child. 

Though I always had been certain of the affair, and the fact that he had cheated on me, I was devastated when after he admitted it all he began to taunt me with the details, how good she felt, how tight she was, the things she said when they were fucking! I could not tell believe that he would say such things, and then that he would hurt me even further, telling me such details of how they'd done it doggy-style in our family van, and how one night he spread her legs and fucked in our bed! 

I couldn't sleep and almost phoned in sick for work. Al got up and said that he was sorry, and promised me he'd never play the slots or touch another drink again! 

I told him it was over. I was getting a divorce, that maybe he should make amends with Amy and not me! 

I arrived at work a basketcase and went into Bob's office as soon as I could see that he was free. He was probably the best friend that I had right then, a handsome and very good looking man of 45 who was almost twice my age. 

I told him that it felt real good, a pity so I told him that 'I was married to a slob, one who never understood nor spent the time to satisfy or give a woman pleasure'. 

Bob asked me if I had ever met Amy, his hand now touching down my front and softly rubbed my cleavage. I told him that I knew her well, that I had really liked her, but didn't have a clue of what it was she shared with Al! 

Bob stopped, then walked across the room and locked his office door. "I wouldn't want anyone getting the wrong idea," he was saying, explaining himself as he came back and placed his hands again upon my shoulders. 

It was only just my cleavage, not my breasts that he had touched, but I knew that there was reason more that he had locked the door, a womans instincts seem to know, and such was how I felt! 

His hand slipped down my back again, and then undid my bra, and though I noticed what he did I kept on talking as before and told him then what Al had said, how little Amy spread her legs and fucked him in 'our bed'. I cried, and felt him touch my breasts, then push the bra from off them, and heard heard the gently groan I made as then he felt my nipples. 

"They're beautiful," he simply said, his hands upon each one. 

"I've nursed my kids. That's why they're long," my hands undid the blouse, then coming round in front of me he asked if he could suck them. 

I giggled like a silly kid. I thought that he was funny, then realized he had lifted me and sat me on his desk. 

He sucked each one. I felt his cock, though only through his trousers, and then his lips reached up to mine, my tongue inside his mouth. 

His hands slipped up beneath my dress. My hands undid his trousers. My tongue now fucked inside his mouth, his hand was in my panties, then suddenly through garbled words I felt the sudden urge of sex and beg he rip them off! 

The wetness flowed from out of me, his rod was stiff and anxious, then laying back upon his desk I spread my thighs to tease him! 

His shaft turned upward at the end, the head of it intent it seemed to give a woman pleasure! I gasped as then he slipped it in, and then as though he knew me well he then relaxed and felt my sex and gently played within me. 

As though it seemed he knew each part, his cock began to tease me, and then it was the fuck began and such I felt it please me. 

I rolled my eyes and arched my hips, my g-spot now responding, and then it seemed I lost control and gasped and uttered words of praise and thanked him for the fuck! 

I came not once, but several times, his sperm flowed freely in me, and knowing then that I was spent he spat his seed one final time then took it from the beavers mouth and wiped it with my panties. 

He asked me if I was okay? I laid there and I smiled, then told him that I'd never cum as I had done with him. 

Again that night when Al came home he said that he was sorry, and then that night as we had sex I told him what I'd done that day and how Bob teased me with his rod and how I squealed and muttered thanks when then he made me cum!
