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    After being on the college weight-lifting team for four years and a bit of studying, I got my degree in sports psychology. I couldn’t find my dream job as a counselor, but became an administrative assistant at the sales department of a sporting goods store instead.    
 
    I don’t mind the overwhelming amount of responsibilities such as generating reports, answering calls and emails, ordering supplies and scheduling appointments, etc., but what gets on my nerves is my anal boss Kelly, the sales manager. She would have me redo the whole report if she didn’t like the format, or order me reschedule the same appointment over and over again. And she expects me to answer most of her emails for her.  
 
    Kelly gives me so much work that I can never manage to leave work on time. At first, I thought I was slow because I was learning new things, but later I found out the workload just got larger each time I thought I had picked up the skills and the speed. It’s been almost three months, which is the trial period, but I’m still unable to leave work on time. Sometimes I wonder why I haven’t quit already. 
 
    But I know the reasons. First, I need the experience. Second, I’m hoping once l pass the trial period of three months, I’ll have an easier time. Finally, despite being an asshole, Kelly is hot. I don’t want to admit but the sight of her round ass wrapped in her tight skirt has the power to make me forget all my resentment and complaints about the job. 
 
    It’s Friday afternoon at five, and the two other employees in the department, Daisy and Freddy, have already turned off their computers, getting ready to leave. I’m still working on last week’s sales summary report. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Matt. But the bitch’s never treated anyone else like this.” Freddy, who’s been working here for five years, says to me before leaving.  
 
    “She hates me,” I say, rolling my eyes. 
 
    “Or she has the hots for you.” He wiggles his eyebrows and lowers his voice. “And wants to be alone with you.” 
 
    “Stop it! It’s not funny,” I say, my face flushed.  
 
    “What? Not into older women?”  
 
    I ignore him as he walks out of the office chuckling.  
 
     “Do you need help, Matt?” Daisy comes over to my desk, flashing me an alluring smile. She’s only two years older than me, a cute blond girl with blue eyes.  
 
    Daisy is the assistant manager, and she’s technically my boss. But she has the sweetest personality and never ordered me around. Instead, she often helps me with my work.  
 
    I’m pretty sure Daisy likes me. Since the day I started working here, Daisy chats with me whenever she gets a chance. I have a hard time taking my eyes off her too, if not for the demanding amount of work.  
 
    “Thanks for asking, but I’m fine. I’m almost done,” I say, smiling at her gratefully. Daisy is petite and has small perky breasts, which she isn’t trying to hide. She wears a low neckline dress that shows her cute cleavage. 
 
    She bats her eyelashes at me. “I’m going to join my friends at the bar downstairs. Do you want to come with me? You can probably ask Kelly to let you go.” 
 
    I think for a moment and nod. I haven’t been with girls ever since I graduated from college, and Daisy looks very eager. “I’ll try.” 
 
    I knock on Kelly’s cubicle door nervously and open it after hearing her answer. 
 
    I take a deep breath before stepping in. Truth is, I’m always nervous around Kelly. Not only because she’s my boss but also, like I said earlier, she’s hot.  
 
    She’s on the phone and she gestures for me to wait. 
 
    When I stand across the desk from her, I can’t help but ogle her. 
 
    She’s sitting down but I can see her ass spilling over the sides of the chair. My dick jolts in an instant, imagining palming those fat cheeks when I fuck her from behind. 
 
    I avert my eyes to stop my dirty thoughts and to kill my hard-on, but after lingering on the calendar on the wall behind her for a moment, they return to Kelly’s body.  
 
    She’s wearing a tight button-down shirt today with top two buttons undone and a boob gap below. I spot her black lace bra cupping white flesh. My dick jolts again. Holy shit. Freddy is so wrong. I’ve always been attracted to older women, especially curvy older women like Kelly with milk bags that I would kill for.  
 
    Kelly is at least size 36 E, definitely beyond the coverage of my hands. The largest girl I dated was size D, and my large hands couldn’t cup her. I estimate the weight of each must be at least twenty-five pounds. My arms ache to feel the weight of those twin jugs. I would never tire of lifting them every day. 
 
    As I’m mentally measuring her tits, Kelly suddenly puts down the phone and glares at me. 
 
    I blush and clear my throat. “Uh, I’m wondering whether I can go now and finish the report on Monday.” 
 
    “No,” she says with a stern look. “Finish it before you leave today.” 
 
    I hesitate for a moment, wondering whether I should beg her because Daisy’s waiting for me outside and I really need to get laid. But then she wheels her chair closer to her computer and I catch a glimpse of her tits under her shirt. Holly fuck. Her bra only cups a third of her breasts, and the tops of her milk bags look so yummy. My mouth waters and it’s all I can do not to lick my lips.  
 
    “Sure I’ll do that,” I hear myself mumbling.  
 
    “Email it to me once you’re done so I can check it,” she says before I turn to leave her cubicle. 
 
    “We’ll be there for a while. Just come as soon as you’re done,” Daisy says with disappointment as she gathers her purse and jacket and walks out of the office. 
 
     “Sure!” I answer, watching her disappearing into the hallway with longing. I guess I’ll have to give myself a hand job later. 
 
    The office feels empty and quiet except for the sound of me typing on my keyboard. I still want to catch Daisy and her friends at the bar before they leave, so I work fast. But when I finish, it’s nearly six. 
 
    I email the report to Kelly and browse the internet. 
 
    A few minutes later, the door of Kelly’s cubicle opens, and she storms out, holding the report that she printed out. 
 
    “Is it okay?” I ask. 
 
    “No, it’s full of errors.” She slams the paper on my desk. 
 
    “What?” Damn. I forgot to proofread.  I go through it quickly. “Where are the mistakes? I don’t see any.” 
 
    “You don’t see any? How did you get your college degree?” she asks in a mocking tone. “By being on the football team?” 
 
    “No, ma’am, weight-lifting team,” I correct her. 
 
    She rolls her eyes as if I’ve missed her point, and then she points at a spot on the report with her index finger. “You can’t count and you can’t even spell count.” 
 
    I stare at the word cunt. Oops. What the hell was I thinking?  
 
    “Shit. I’m sorry.” I say with a warm face and sit back down to correct that and a few other typos. 
 
    It takes me just a few minutes to do that. After I’m done, I turn off the computer and get ready to leave. 
 
    On my way to Kelly’s cubicle to say goodbye I hear her typing fiercely. Geez, doesn’t she have to go home?  
 
    I know she’s divorced with two teenage children and I can see why she’s divorced. No man can stand her. She’s demanding and picky! I think resentfully. 
 
    Kelly glances over the paper and says, “That’s it? What about the numerical mistakes? These numbers don’t make sense. How could the sum of two numbers be smaller than either one?” She points at the column of sums. 
 
    Oops again. “I don’t know. I got them from the spreadsheet.” 
 
    “It looks like you don’t know how to use the spreadsheet.” 
 
    “I do, ma’am. I just might’ve typed the function wrong. I guess,” I say sheepishly. 
 
    “Or you weren’t paying attention,” she taunts me again. “You rushed through so you could hang out with the girls at the bar.” 
 
    What? Did she really say that? Did she overhear my conversation with Daisy? I’m embarrassed and resentful at the same time. Nothing is wrong with me wanting to leave work and enjoy my evening.  
 
    I clench my jaw but I don’t lose my temper. “You’re right. I’ve been here since eight in the morning and it’s time I go home. I’ll correct the rest of the mistakes on Monday.” 
 
    “No you can’t leave yet, Matt. I need this right now. It’s already overdue. Do it now.” 
 
    “I’ve already turned off my computer,” I grumble. 
 
    “You can turn them back on,” she says, leaning forward. 
 
    Suddenly I can smell her 36E breasts. I think of McDonald’s vanilla milkshake. She’s still speaking but I don’t hear what she says because my eyes once again glue to her boob gap and her lacy bra. I wonder whether she’s wearing matching panties. I imagine stripping her shirt and her skirt off so she stands in front of me like a porn star with those gorgeous curves. Hell. I would stay here all night and do anything she asked me to, if I could get to see her…  
 
    My mind is swimming in the gutter when I suddenly hear her growl, “Did you hear me? What the hell are you thinking?” 
 
    “Whoppers, ma’am,” I blurt out the first thing that comes to mind. Twin whoppers. To be precise. “I’m sorry. I’m just really hungry. May I please go home?” 
 
    My stomach rumbles just in time, proving that I wasn’t lying. 
 
    Kelly narrows her eyes for a second as if considering my request. And then, her eyes glide down to my crotch and she smirks. Damn. My stupid boner is a telltale of my dirty thoughts. 
 
     “Not yet, Matt. You will do what I tell you to do, if you want this job,” she says. “When you applied for the job, you said you were willing to work overtime. You also said you knew how to use Excel, QuickBooks, PowerPoint, etc. But it turns out you knew nothing, and I have to teach you everything. How did you pass your classes? By flexing your arms at your professors?”  
 
    What? Did she just imply I got my college degree by seducing my professors? I always had the attention of my professors and classmates, but I never used my sexual appeal to my advantage. I’m so humiliated. I stare at her, my body trembling with anger. 
 
    “You know what?” I say. “Fuck you! I’ve had enough. I don’t need this job.” 
 
    Kelly’s mouth falls, and she stares at me without a word.  
 
    But when I’m walking toward the door, she chuckles and says, “You see. You’re just full of shit.”  
 
    I turn back to look at her. “What the hell do you mean?” 
 
    “You said you would fuck me, but I bet you don’t know how to do that, either.” 
 
    My eyes narrow. “Don’t laugh at me. I can assure you I’m more experienced in the sexual arena than I’m in the office environment.” 
 
    “Prove it!” she says as she gets up from her chair and sashays towards me. When she’s next to me, she leans back into the desk behind her and thrusts out her chest.   
 
    It’s my turn to let my mouth drop. Is she calling my bluff?  
 
    Just as I’m wondering, one of her shirt buttons pops open against the pressure and I can see pretty much all of her breasts, half covered by her black, lacy bra.  
 
    I growl as I lunge at her, push her against the desk and practically rip her shirt open. To my surprise, she doesn’t look afraid as I expect. 
 
    Instead, she stares at me with darkened eyes. “Go on! Mr. Muscles. Show me what else you’ve got besides your biceps.” 
 
    My dick is jolting like a crazy animal in my pants, pushing against my zipper. I’m about to do what she demands, but then I have a second thought. What if there are security cameras around? I look up at the ceiling. 
 
    Kelly rolls her eyes knowing what I’m concerned about. She knocks on my skull. “Hello! Anybody home? Why would I put a camera in my own office?” 
 
    Even though she’s right, I feel humiliated and more hormones surge through me.  
 
    I pull her bra down and her milk jugs bounce out right away. Fuck me! They are beautiful teardrops begging to be touched. And they are huge. I need two hands to fully cup each of them. They feel like soft pillows, only fuller and heavier, and I can’t stop my hands from squeezing them. When I roll her fat nipples between my fingers, she coos. 
 
    Fuck me. It’s the first time I ever see Kelly being so docile, those tiny noises boost my ego. “How do you like my strong hands, boss?” I ask smugly.  
 
    That’s a mistake because Kelly’s eyes harden instantly.  “Oh! Nice massage,” she says with a laugh. 
 
    I know she’s still mocking me so I swoop down, sucking the cap of her tit into my mouth and graze my teeth over her nipple. 
 
    “Ah,” she whimpers. “It’s good to know you’ve got teeth.”  
 
    Damn. Why doesn’t it sound like a compliment? I know she likes what I’m doing to her, but she’s still laughing at me. This woman is driving me nuts! 
 
    “Yes, bitch,” I say as I grind my boner against her crotch. “I’ve not only got teeth, I’ve got bones too.” 
 
    “Wow, I’m impressed.” She chuckles derisively. “It’s larger than your thumb!” 
 
    That’s it. I’ve had enough. I’ll show her how wrong she is. I’ll make her regret what she says. 
 
    Without warning, I unzip her skirt and pull it off. She gasps with excitement. She’s wearing a thong, a black lacy strip barely covering the center of her broad hips. The size of my boner doubles and I shove my finger under the lacy strip to check her humidity.  
 
    She gasps again, echoing my groan. I’ve made her wet! 
 
    I rub my thumb along the wet strip and watch her eyes turn smoky. It feels good to see I have some power over her after all. 
 
    As if she heard my thoughts, Kelly’s expression changes and she scowls. “It has nothing to do with you, dimwit. I was wet already, before you touched me.” 
 
    I know she’s lying and I laugh. “Really? Are you saying checking the sales report turned you on, or were you watching porn instead of working?”  
 
    She gives me a fierce look. And then she reaches a hand to grab my cock. “Show me it isn’t just a ghost boner.” 
 
    I grab her hips and flip her over so she faces her desk. And then I forget to breathe for a second: that’s some ass she’s got there! I’ve fantasized about it so often in the past few months but my imagination is just lacking. It’s not just copious, it’s perfect in shape: round, firm, and taut.  It makes me think of juicy peaches and cantaloupes. My mouth waters instantly and I kneel in front of it. I lick and nibble on her soft flesh while stroking her other cheek. Her groove is so deep it buries my long finger as I stick it in to stroke her hole. Seeing her juice soaking through her underwear, I tug the string and pull off the thong, and then I run my thumb along her wet gash.  
 
    “Is it really your juice, Kelly?” I tease her back. “Or is it from your glue bottle?” 
 
    Kelly curses. “Why don’t you stop talking and show me your boner isn’t inflated with air, you moron?” 
 
    “Shut up!” I unzip my pants in a fury and free my ten-inch gun, and I thrust it into her dripping hole with such force that she yelps.  
 
    Her walls are tighter than I expect and I’m not all the way in. But Holy fuck. She feels so good! It’s like a mini spa inside her! 
 
    I wait for Kelly to comment, to say something biting, but she’s silent. 
 
    I think I’ve finally impressed her and I feel the need to boast. “You see? It’s not just air. It’s blood and bone. Long and thick. You can’t even accommodate me!” 
 
    She groans. “That’s only because… I’m standing. You dimwit,” she says breathlessly while nudging my balls with her giant ass. 
 
    I chuckle and plunge in deeper. I press her against the desk and make sure her crotch rubs against the edge of the desk. I cup both her breasts. My large hands feel small against them, but I do my best. I grab as much as I can and knead them like dough.  
 
    I’m all the way into her wonderland and she gets even wetter and hotter each time I plunge in. She’s so flooded that streams of sticky cum drip down her thighs as I fuck her. She squeals and moans. Her walls quiver and I know she’s close. As much as I want to come, too, I enjoy my power over her and I want to assert it further. So I pull out my cock after hitting her sweet spot a few times. 
 
    Kelly growls. “What are you doing? Come back in!”  
 
    “Not unless you beg me, woman,” I smile wickedly, feeling triumphant. 
 
    But I underestimated Kelly’s willpower. Her eyes narrow for a moment, and she says, “Fine!” 
 
    She then pushes me away, supporting herself with left elbow propping against the desk, she strokes her clit with her right hand. While doing it, her shining, brown eyes watch me under those hooded eyelids and dark mascara, and she moans loudly.  
 
    Holy shit! Both my finger and my dick are aching to fuck her. I want to stop her, but I also want to keep ogling her fantastic body and the erotic show. After all, I’ve dreamed about this for almost three months, since the moment I first laid eyes on her during my job interview.  
 
    I remember sweating the moment I sat down in front of her across the very same desk and gawking at her chest. I don’t remember hearing anything she said, but I nodded at every question she asked, which probably included whether I was willing to work overtime or whether I knew how to use Excel, QuickBooks, and PowerPoint.  
 
    All I remember is my eyes couldn’t leave her chest. It was still winter and she wore a tight sweater, no boob gaps but clear outline of her round tits. Her bra might have been thin, or she might not have worn any, because her nipples were poking out of the sweater. It was all I could do not to touch her. I had a hard time remembering my own name, not to mention what Excel and PowerPoint meant. Of course I said yes to all her questions—I was dying to work for her. And of course, when she asked me whether I would be willing to work overtime, I had exactly what was happening right now in my mind.   
 
    I’ve fantasized about fucking her so often I don’t even know whether I’m dreaming or not. Perhaps the only reason I endured all the overtime was because I loved fantasizing about her and hoped my fantasy would come true one day. And the reason I made so many typos was because of her as well. Otherwise why on earth would I type cunt for count? And tittie for title? 
 
    I want to watch Kelly come, but she doesn’t. She keeps touching herself and moaning, as if teasing me. I think I’m going self-combust soon. I refrain from grabbing my dick because I don’t want her to know I’m dying to fuck her.  I clench my teeth to hold my urge, as I watch her free her left hand and grab her left tit. She strokes the creamy teardrop and pinches her pink nipple, and then she brings it to her mouth and sucks it while smirking at me.  
 
    Holy fuck. My cock keeps twitching and I can’t stifle my groan. Even my mouth is turned on because my saliva won’t stop gushing.  I swallow and grab my cock. And then, Kelly walks back to her chair and sits down. She spreads her legs and pulls out a dildo from her desk drawer. Holy fucking hell! 
 
    Without another thought, I rush forward, take the dildo from her hand and slam it on the desk. Then I grab her and pull her away from her chair. I pin her against the wall next to her desk, hold both her hands above her head and thrust my dick into her pussy again. 
 
    I give her a few quick strokes to build up her tension, and then I stop.  
 
    Kelly squirms and whimpers, glaring at me with eyes filled with anger and desire. “Keep fucking me, you dickhead!” 
 
    “Say please,” I demand, although I can hardly hold my urge to do what she says. 
 
    “No!” she says and thrust.  
 
    I press my pelvis tightly against her so she can’t move. And she lets out a frustrated groan. “I’m going to fire you, you mother fucker.” 
 
    “No you are not,” I chuckle. “Because I’ve already quit. Remember?” 
 
    “I’ll make sure you won’t get your last paycheck!” 
 
    “If you do that, I’ll sue you for sexual harassment.” 
 
    “Fuck you!” she barks. “Get off me. I don’t want your dick. It’s too big anyway.” 
 
    I chuckle but I don’t move. I know she doesn’t mean it and I enjoy seeing Kelly losing her composure. I’m determined to make her beg and I’ll use the little seduction skills I’ve got. “You know what, Kelly? You look cute when you’re mad,” I breathe these words next to her ear, and then I lick her neck. Damn. Her salty taste turns me on. My cock throbs inside her, urging me to move. I move a little just to pacify the sucker.   
 
    Kelly is obviously tormented by her needs, too, because she starts to grind her clit on my cock. But I won’t allow it. I’m not going to let her come. She’ll have to beg me. I lift her curvy body up with one arm, so I don’t have to bend, and she can’t grind on me. But I keep stretching her walls with my big dick and I occasionally massage her a bit. To keep her fire burning, I keep thrusting as well, alternating the speed. 
 
    “I know what you’re doing, you jerk,” she hisses, looking frustrated and horny. “But you’re wasting your time. I’m not going to beg. I have my dildo.” 
 
    Fuck! Is she kidding me? I’ve never known anyone so tough. Any of my past girlfriends would’ve melted into a puddle already. I’m losing the game. Come on, Matt, think. I don’t care I lose the job, but I can’t let this woman think I’m a moron and a fucker who can’t even compete with a dildo. 
 
    I grasp her hands firmly, determined to win the game.  
 
    I take a deep breath and recall what I did to pleasure my first girlfriend, who was a virgin, and was hard to turn on. I actually looked online for help and memorized the foreplay procedure. 
 
    Step zero: sweet talk. It works like a charm because women always fall for it. In fact, I might’ve passed my Stat class using this trick. I took every chance to compliment my professor, an attractive woman Kelly’s age, on her hairstyles and her dresses.  “Kelly,” I say, lowering my voice while brushing the back of my fingers on her cheek. “Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?” 
 
    Kelly looks taken aback for a second, and then she scoffs. “Of course I do. Guys keep telling me that, and usually when they try to get in my pants.” 
 
    Fuck. Guess the trick doesn’t work for her because she’s too smart. But I won't give up. “I’m not like those guys, Kelly,” I say. “Because I’ve already gotten into your pants. I mean what I say. I was stunned by your beauty the first time I met you. I couldn’t think during the interview because you were like a goddess to me.” 
 
    She smirks. “I knew you didn’t bring your brain with you that day. Your eyes never left my boobs.” 
 
    Shit. Nothing escapes her shrewd eyes. “You can’t blame me, Kelly. You’ve got a porn-rated rack, not that I compare you with a porn star. It was a dream come true to work for a boss as hot as you are. You’re right about me knowing nothing about office work, but I was willing to learn everything for you.” 
 
    I’m not lying, and Kelly seems to be touched by my words. She doesn’t say a word, but her expression softens. I congratulate myself and don’t hesitate to move on to the next step. 
 
    Step one: Kiss. I lean in to kiss Kelly’s lips. She’s reluctant at first, but opens her mouth eventually. My tongue roams in her mouth freely, stroking her tongue and the inside of her mouth. Knowing most women like soft, velvety kisses, I try that first, and it works. Kelly seems to relax right after that, and she moans again. See, bet your dildo can’t do this. 
 
    Step two: fondle her breasts. I trace my tongue to her neck, her collarbone, and her breasts. I give her breast a thorough massage using my tongue, and then I suck her nipples with my lips.  
 
    “Ooh,” Kelly moans louder and tries to grind on me again.  
 
    Step three: finger fuck her. Biting her earlobe, I stroke her lips first and then her clit. I thrust a finger into her pussy, which is so wet that her juice is trickling down onto her thighs. I spiral my finger on her walls, finding her sweet spot and scratch it over and over. Kelly squirms and moans. “Oh God, Matt…” Her voice becomes husky. And her bossy look is all gone. She looks more like a kitten than a tiger now, a big, curvy kitten without claws. And she isn’t calling me a jerk or dimwit. I think I’m getting her. But I don’t celebrate yet. I will make her beg. 
 
    I let go of her hands and kneel in front of her. I kiss her knees, then the inside of her thighs, all the way up to her wet folds. I lick her sweet juice and tease her clit. She grasps my hair with both hands, rolling her hips as she moans. “Mm, you’ve got some talent there. You can’t spell, but you can certainly lick.” 
 
    “I bet your dildo can’t do this,” I say smugly, with a mouthful of her juice. 
 
    “You’re right about it,” she says. “Now hurry and make me come.” 
 
    I get up and whisper into her ear in the lowest voice I can manage. “Say please, kitten.” 
 
    She gasps.  
 
    When she hesitates, I curl a finger at her G-spot again, and stroke it deliberately.  
 
    She still wouldn’t say it, so I bend and lick her breast at the same time. 
 
    Finally, she whimpers and rasps out, “Please Matt, make me come!” 
 
    It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard her say. My finger hears her, too, and it powers up right away, twirling diligently until Kelly stiffens and her pussy walls quiver and squirt out a thick puddle of cream onto my hands.  
 
    Kelly collapses into my arms, holding my waist and resting her head against my shoulder. “Wow. I’ve never come so hard before, Matt.” 
 
    I chuckle. “Are you saying I’m good at fucking?” 
 
    “Finger-fucking,” she says. “I can’t say the same about your dick yet.” 
 
    “Want me to prove it?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    I waste no words and bend her over her desk again. I ram my hard dick into her, and this time I don’t stop or even slow down. It takes less than a minute for me to feel the urge to come, but I hold it back. I want to impress my boss. So I reach down to rub her clit at the same time. Kelly comes back fast. As soon as I feel her walls spasm, I let go of myself and come with her, shooting out a pool of cum into her hot pussy.  
 
    Kelly sinks onto her desk with me on top of her back, and we both pant heavily as if we’ve finished an intense workout. 
 
    A moment later, Kelly squirms underneath me and I stand up. She turns to face me, circling my neck with her arms. She gazes at me, her eyes doleful like a teenager in love. “I’m sorry Matt. I know I’ve treated you harshly, but now you know why. I’ve wanted you since you came in for your interview, and you’re such an asshole you won’t give me a second look.” 
 
    That’s not true because I ogle her whenever I get a chance, although I do it furtively without her knowing. But I won’t tell her. 
 
    I run my hand on her cheek and say playfully, “The reason I don’t give you a second look is because I get a boner with just one look. If I looked at you again, I would explode in my pants.” 
 
    She laughs at my clever joke. “I guess you wouldn’t mind overtime again, would you?” 
 
    “It depends,” I say. 
 
    Her eyes narrow. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want a raise,” I say. 
 
    She looks furious at first, and then she smirks as she grabs my wilted cock. “I’ll give you a raise—right here and now.” 
 
    Before I can stop her, Kelly drops onto her knees in front of me, and wraps both of her delicate hands around my cock. It twitches under her touch, and when she leans forward to kiss it, it swells up quickly. 
 
    “Fuck, Kelly,” I murmur, unable to believe my eyes. Is my boss going to give me a blow job? 
 
    “What?” She gazes up at me with those large brown eyes under her mascara. 
 
    “Nothing,” I say and cradle her face in my hands. “You’re beautiful, is all.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “Shut up and stop talking. I’ve wanted to taste your meat forever and I’m going to enjoy it now. So don’t make me gag before I even start.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I say and shut up. So, she wanted to suck my cock? Holy Moly. Freddy was right. How did I not know that all the demanding gestures were signs of her affection? I’m such a dimwit. The woman had the hots for me but she didn’t know how to express her interest. Or maybe she couldn’t because of her position. Now everything makes sense. She simply wanted to keep me here in the office with her after work. Hell, and I was a psychology major. I didn’t learn anything in college. Frankly, I spent most of my time doing sports and partying. I barely passed my classes despite the expensive tutors I hired. 
 
    Her eyes not leaving me, Kelly wraps her cherry lips around my cock. I groan at the exquisite sensation as soon as my crown enters her hot mouth and glides between her soft tongue and hard palate. I close my eyes to savor it, feeling as if I were in heaven. When I open my mouth, I see Kelly’s head bobbing up and down on my length, her heavy, snowy milk bags swaying gently to the rhythm of her movement. Her cheeks are stuffed with my cock and her chin is smeared with her saliva. I cup her face and smooth her hair.  
 
    I still can’t believe what’s happening. This woman in front of me can’t possibly be Kelly, my demanding boss. She’s trying so hard to please me. My joystick is long and thick. She tries to deep-throat a few times but can’t get past the gag reflex. But my boss doesn’t give up as if she’s determined to show me she isn’t just good at bossing me around. On her third trial, Kelly is able to let me glide down her throat without gagging. Fuck. Her narrow passage feels as good as her tight pussy. 
 
    “Fuck, Kelly. You’re a champ,” I say, my cock is throbbing already.  
 
    Kelly gazes up and her eyes are moist with tears.  
 
    “Are you okay, boss?” I ask. “You should stop if it hurts.” 
 
    She shakes her head with a smile and then she sinks even lower, her cherry lips touching my balls.  
 
    The storm is building up inside me again and I tense and get ready to come. I pull out of Kelly’s throat. “I’m gonna come, boss. Let me out.” 
 
    But Kelly wouldn’t let me. Instead, she grabs the base of my cock tight. I press a hand on her shoulder. “You want me to come in your mouth?” 
 
    She shakes her head and then lets go of me. “I need you to fuck my tits, Matt,” she croaks. “I’ve wanted to see your thick cock in my fat tits forever.” 
 
    Fuck. I don’t believe it. Am I really speaking to Kelly, my anal boss? 
 
    “Oh baby, I’ve wanted the same thing,” I say and don’t hesitate to thrust into her snowy valley. My cock is dripping with her pussy juice, but Kelly scoops up another handful and rubs it onto her cleavage. Kelly pushes her pair of teardrops up and together, completely burying me inside her soft and slippery milk pillows.  
 
    “Holy fucking hell,” I mutter as I thrust slowly despite my urge to come. “This is incredible, boss.” 
 
    “Call me Kelly,” she murmurs.  
 
    “Okay, baby,” I say as I reach a hand to caress the swell of her breast first, and then the bumpy areola and the stiff nipple. 
 
    When my cock drives through her snowy tunnel and reaches her chin, she doesn’t hesitate to lick it with her tongue. Fuck me. My boss is the sexiest goddess on earth. “Oh Kelly. You’re so fucking sexy. I love you, baby. And I promise I’ll stay for overtime every day.” 
 
    “I love you too, Matt. I’ll let you do just that,” she says as she frees a hand to touch her own clit, letting me hold her tit. “And I’m going to give you plenty of raises.” 
 
    I chuckle, knowing what she means by that. “And I’m going to give you plenty of orgasms, Kelly. So much so your pussy will be sore from my OT.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure of yourself,” Kelly scoffs. “You’ve got only one cock, and I’ve got three holes, young man.” 
 
    My dick jolts at the meaning of that. “No way! You want me to take your ass, too?” 
 
    “Of course, Matt,” she says. “We’re going to fully use your talent.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am. I’ll do whatever you…” 
 
    I don’t get to finish the sentence, because the door of Kelly’s cubicle swings open. And we gasp as we turn to look, and my cock pops out of Kelly’s mouth. 
 
    Daisy stands at the door, her mouth opens and eyes as wide as saucers as they stare at my cock. “Ohmigod!” she says as soon as she registers what she sees. “I’m so sorry!” 
 
    She whirls around and walks away quickly, but Kelly calls her back, “Get back here, Daisy! Don’t go away!” 
 
    Daisy halts her steps and returns. She avoids looking at us at first, her face flushed crimson. Her voice trembles when she speaks, “Please don’t fire me, ma’am.” 
 
    “What makes you think I’ll fire you?” Kelly says calmly. “I’m not an unreasonable boss. If anyone gets fired, it would be me. I’m fucking a subordinate in my office. Anyway, I just want to let you know that it was my fault. I made Matt do it.” 
 
    I’m stunned by the speech. My anal boss can’t possibly be so nice. Daisy looks surprised, too, as she takes in Kelly’s words. A few blinks later, I come to my senses and feel bad about the whole thing. I’m responsible for what happened as well. In fact, I might’ve started it. I’m single and it isn’t hard for me to find another entry level job, but Kelly has a family to raise. “Actually, I’m responsible for it,” I say to Daisy. “I seduced Kelly. Please don’t say a word, Daisy. I’d really appreciate it.” 
 
    Daisy looks up and glances at us. At first, her eyes are focused on our faces, and then they travel down, first to Kelly’s large bosom, and then to my still long, although softened cock. Her eyes turn dreamy as she swallows and says, “I don’t want to get neither of you fired, but I wonder if…” 
 
    “If what?” Kelly raises her eyebrows with interest. 
 
    “I could join you?” Daisy whispers, but her eyes are full of lust. 
 
    My cock jolts at the request as I exchange a look with Kelly. Hell yes, baby. I want to say that, but I know it isn’t entirely up to me. Kelly hesitates and doesn’t speak. 
 
    Daisy quickly takes her request back. “I’m sorry I don’t mean to gross you out. You don’t have to say yes and I won’t tell…” 
 
    “I’m not grossed out, Daisy,” Kelly interrupts her. “I just have never had a threesome before.” 
 
    “Me neither,” Daisy says. “I just got the idea now. You both have magnificent bodies and you look so hot together.” 
 
    Kelly smirks, obviously pleased by what she hears. And then she asks me, “What do you think, Matt?” 
 
    “I’m all for it,” I say honestly. “I have done it before and liked it.”  
 
    “Good. Let’s do it, then,” Kelly says to the younger woman. “But first, lock the front door so we won’t get disrupted.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” Daisy rushes out immediately. When she returns, her dress is already off her, and she’s in a set of pink bra and panties.  
 
    My cock hardens right away, welcoming the lovely sight. I’m used to Daisy’s cleavage because she always wears low-cut tops, but I’ve only imagined the rest of her. She isn’t as tall and curvy as Kelly, but her petite body is perfect in its own way. Her slim waist and flat belly only accentuate her perky breasts and little round ass. 
 
    Kelly gawks at the younger woman the moment she comes in, and the lust in her eyes is unmistakable. 
 
    Daisy looks self-conscious. “What should I do?” 
 
    I glance at Kelly automatically because she’s the boss, but she shrugs and glances back at me. “You’re the one who has the experience, Matt.” 
 
    I blink for a moment and smile. For the first time, I’ll get to order my bosses around. My chest puffs out as I say to Daisy, “You can begin by sucking my cock and finishing what Kelly was doing.” 
 
    “Okay,” Daisy doesn’t hesitate and kneels in front of me. She unzips my pants, and wraps her lips around my cock.  
 
    Her eagerness and submissiveness please me. Her mouth is as hot and silky as Kelly’s. Her lips, though, are pink rather than red, and I can’t help but think about her pink pussy lips. Daisy is a lot younger than Kelly, but seems to be more experienced in giving a blow job. After sucking my crown quickly and literally blowing my cock up, she goes all the way down to my base without a bit of gagging reflex. Fuck me. I grasp her shoulders tightly as she diligently moves her head up and down my shaft, making adorable noises as if it’s the best candy she’s ever had. 
 
    I groan loudly at the incredible experience. It is actually the second time I’m having a threesome. My first time happened back in college when my nonexclusive girlfriend wanted to try it with her best friend. They were determined to do it and would find a random guy if I refused, so I went along. It turned out to be a wonderful experience, but we didn’t get to do it again because I broke up with my girlfriend soon afterward.  
 
    As much as I enjoy what Daisy is doing to me, I haven’t forgotten Kelly and I glance at her often. My boss has been watching us while touching herself on her chair. She squeezes her lush tits while licking her lips and she squeezes her thighs together as if driven by lust. 
 
    “Come here, baby,” I say to Kelly. “I’ve got to feel those tits.” 
 
    She doesn’t wait to obey my order. She stands next to me, offering her heavy milk bags to me. I cup both of them and then I lean in to kiss them, sucking her round, hard nipples while Daisy sucks my cock. 
 
    Daisy watches us with her eyes filled with lust, and she moves a hand up to cup her own breast through her bra. 
 
    Kelly gently pushes me away and goes to kneel behind Daisy. She wraps her hands around the younger woman to cup her tits through her cups first, and then peels down the bra and strokes her porcelain swells. Daisy’s nipples harden into little pink jewels and glisten between Kelly’s fingers. The sight makes my mouth water and my dick jolt. Daisy whimpers and wiggles sideways, taking my cock in the same direction and making me groan louder in turn. 
 
    When Kelly frees a hand and slips it into Daisy’s panties, Daisy moans so loud that I can feel the vibration in her throat on my cock. I want to come but she stops moving her head in order to enjoy Kelly’s touch. She lets go of my cock and leans back into the older woman’s body, spreading her legs wide so I can see how Kelly’s finger is working on her drenched labia. “Oh, Kelly,” she murmurs. “Your hand feels good. Faster please. I’m gonna come.” 
 
    Kelly does what Daisy asks for and moves her finger faster on Daisy’s clit. Daisy’s face grimaces when she reaches her climax, and her back arches beautifully as she moans out her orgasm. 
 
    Daisy turns to kiss Kelly on the lips and the kiss lingers a while, during which Kelly’s hand palms Daisy’s round ass, making me jealous. 
 
    I clear my throat. “Ladies,” I say. “You haven’t finished what you both started.” 
 
    They giggle as they look at my cock, still stiff and pointing at them. And then, they both move toward me, and lick me at the same time. I growl at the playful gesture for a minute, and then I stop them.  
 
    “That’s it,” I say. “As much as I enjoy your mouths, I also love your pussies.” 
 
    They both lick their lips and then speak. “We’re all yours, Matt. Which pussy do you want first?” 
 
    I consider it for a moment. I’ve taken Kelly’s, so it isn’t hard for me to decide. “On all fours, Daisy,” I say to the younger woman. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she says in a husky voice. 
 
    Her bra is already off, but her panties are still on. I remove them quickly and then spread her legs. I hold my cock in my hand and glide through her wet gash a few times until it’s thoroughly coated with her juices, and then I bring it to her pussy entrance.  
 
    Daisy is so eager she releases another stream of juice the moment my tip penetrates her opening walls. “Fuck baby, so wet for me,” I groan. 
 
    “Mmmm, Matt, you’re so big,” Daisy whimpers. “And feel so good.” 
 
    Her compliments flatter me and I push in further. Fuck me. She’s even tighter than Kelly, and her muscles stretch for me reluctantly.  
 
    “Goddamn, Daisy. You feel like a virgin,” I murmur. 
 
    She giggles. “Thanks. But I’m not. I had a boyfriend before, but it’s been a while.” 
 
    The fact surprises me because her eagerness to have sex with me and her skillful blow job make me think she’s been with a lot of guys. I guess she isn’t an easy girl, after all, and I can’t help but be pleased. I give her a few slow thrusts to get her used to me, before I pick up my speed and pump faster and deeper.  
 
    Kelly is sitting back in her chair, and is touching herself again. 
 
    I move with Daisy so we are in front of our boss. “Help Kelly out,” I say to Daisy. 
 
    Daisy doesn’t need further instructions. She leans forward so her face is on top of the chair and between Kelly’s thighs. Kelly spreads her thighs wider to give Daisy easier access. I get a glimpse of my boss’s juicy lips before Daisy licks them. Fuck me. My dick pulses in Daisy’s pussy as I watch her tongue teasing Kelly’s clit. I grip Daisy’s hips tight to steady her and to pull her to me each time I plunge into her. 
 
    “Oh baby,” Kelly coos and thrust into Daisy’s face as the younger woman eats her out. “I love it. Oooh.” 
 
    She grasps Daisy’s shoulder with one hand and caresses her own large breast with the other. She rolls her nipple as she gazes at me through the narrow slits of her hooded eyes.  
 
    Fuck. I have watched porn like this but never been so turned on. Not even my last threesome compares to this. I love Daisy’s fiercely tight pussy, and I’m addicted to Kelly’s gorgeous teardrop breasts. As I thrust deeper into Daisy’s pussy, I free a hand and reach across her back to cup Kelly’s breast. I take the heavy end of the firm milk bun in my hand and knead it gently to feel the silky, responsive texture. I squeeze her rock-hard nipple to make her squeal.  
 
    As I pleasure my boss, a strange feeling washes over me. Kelly has turned into a different person. And anal is not the right word to describe her anymore. She’s a sexy goddess.  
 
    “Oh Matt,” she groans. “I want your cock.” 
 
    Damn. I want to fuck her too, but I’m not done with Daisy. Catching the sight of the dildo lying on top of her desk, I don’t hesitate to grab it and give it to Daisy. “Fuck her with the dildo.” 
 
    Daisy gasps at the command and hesitates for just a second before taking the toy from my hand. Seeing no objection from Kelly, she pushes the toy into her wide-opened, glistening hole.  All three of us groan together as if we all feel the thrust. When Daisy pulls the silicon stick out, it’s all coated with Kelly’s juice. Daisy pushes it into her boss’s hole again and again, syncing her pace with me, so it feels as if I’m fucking the two women at the same time. 
 
    “Oh you’ve got my sweet spot, girl,” Kelly suddenly chides, drawing my attention to what Daisy is doing. It looks like she’s gotten a hang of using the dildo, and is spiraling it instead of thrusting.  
 
    “You like it?” Daisy asks between moans.  
 
    “Yes. Don’t stop,” Kelly demands. “There! Yes! Faster!” 
 
    As Daisy twirls the dildo faster and faster like a spindle, Kelly grips the chair tight as if getting ready to explode. She squirms on her chair and squeezes her breast, while her face contorts.   
 
    Although I would like the orgy to last forever, the stimuli are so overwhelming that I can’t hold any longer. My cock that’s been pampered by two hot mouths, a cleavage, and a tight pussy is getting sensory overload and I’ve got to come.  
 
    When Kelly jolts and screams her orgasm, the hot liquid that’s been churning inside me finally reaches the boiling point and explodes, flooding Daisy’s pussy as her walls also pulse, milking me as I ejaculate.  
 
    A moment later, I feel Kelly’s hands stroking my back as I’m panting on Daisy’s back, and her head is still resting between Kelly’s thighs. 
 
    I get up and pull Daisy with me. Kelly also stands up. We get dressed quietly, as if still dazed by what we just did.  
 
    When we’re done, I pull the two girls to me one by one and kiss them. “Thank you, ladies, that was a fantastic experience.”  
 
    “It was the best fuck ever,” Kelly says, still adjusting her shirt to hide the boob gap. 
 
    “Are we going to do it again?” Daisy asks. 
 
    I glance at Kelly and she glances me back, as if letting me decide. I clear my throat. “Definitely. We’ll do it again. I’ll stay for OT even if I don’t get paid, boss.” 
 
    Kelly smirks. “Good to know. Now correct the mistakes on your report before you get out of here.” 
 
    “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Do I sound like I’m kidding?” She resumes that bossy look and is no longer smiling.  
 
    I blink, trying to summon back those dreamy eyes and pouty lips when she begged me to fuck her. But it’s useless. The sexy kitten is gone. And the lioness is back. 
 
    Fuck. I clench my teeth. “Fine. I’ll do it, Kelly. But I’m going to fuck your ass next time.” 
 
    “I look forward to it,” she says with a smirk and grabs her purse. And then she turns to Daisy, “Let’s go. Who knows how long it’ll take him to finish his job.” 
 
    Daisy smiles at me with a shrug before leaving the office with Kelly. Damn. I sigh as I sit back down at my desk and turn on the computer. I need to work on my computer skills so I won’t make so many mistakes. I promise myself. 

  

 
   
    Thank you for reading Banging My MILF Boss. 
 
    Please leave a rating on Amazon to let me know how satisfied you are. 
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