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Though Madison was only keeping up with the speed of all the other cars on the highway, it felt like we were hurtling through space. It didn’t help that the wind whipping through the windows basically held her brunette ponytail aloft. Taking a deep breath, I tried to loosen my grip on the passenger seat.

“You okay over there?” she asked.

“Mhm. Just… not used to all these cars. And horns. And people.”

She laughed heartily.

“Yeah, I know. It’s a lot to take in when you first get here, but you get used to it. I give you a year before you’re zipping down this same highway.”

I nodded slowly though it was doubtful. While a lot of my former college mates had stayed in the city after graduating, I’d packed everything up and gone home. The hectic schedule had taken its toll on me, and I’d simply needed a break from it all.

Unfortunately, what was supposed to be a tiny 3-month break at my parents’ house turned into a year and a half. Who knew that small towns didn’t need a lot of accountants? Well, I suspected but my hope outweighed my common sense for longer than I wanted to admit.

“I guess we’ll see.”

She risked a quick glance in my direction.

“You’re not getting homesick already, are you?”

“Absolutely not,” I replied with a soft chuckle. “Even if I were, my mother would never let me back in so soon. She saw me struggle with a bunch of dead-end jobs that were unrelated to what I actually wanted to do. Moving here with no guarantee of a job is a little crazy, but it would be worse to stay at home.”

Madison nodded.

“Right. And it’s not that crazy. You have a plan and a bunch of interviews lined up. I’m not the numbers girl but it seems like the odds are in your favour.”

“Technically, but you know…”

“Right.” She reached over to squeeze my knee. “You know what you need, Isla?”

“A therapist?”

“Yes, but also a night out at a fancy-ish restaurant.”

“Madison! I could never ask you to do that.”

“Uhm, you didn’t ask. I offered.”

I shook my head.

“It’s enough that you’re letting me stay with you for what I’m sure is nowhere near what the rent actually is until I find a job.”

“Oh, calm down. It’s not like I’m taking you to a five-star place. I just want you to have some fun before your first interview in a couple of days.”

“All right. You’re right. It’s been a while since I did anything fun.”

“Excellent.”

Her satisfied smile made me giggle before turning to look out the window again. Everything seemed so fast-paced here, but I would figure it out. I had to.
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A few hours later, I was much more relaxed after some good food and strong drinks. Sipping a fruity concoction that Madison had convinced me to try, I snickered.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had this much to drink. In college, I was focused on studying and I was too damn stressed about money when I was at home.”

Madison quickly clapped her hands in mostly silent applause and grinned.

“Good. The next thing on the list is a one-night stand because I’m pretty sure you haven’t done that, either.”

I threw my head back and cackled. My outburst earned enough stares for me to wave a tipsy apology to the other diners.

“How can you be so sure?” I asked.

“Well, did you?”

“Does ghosting a guy I was dating after having sex with him once count?”

“No. And was it that bad?”

“No! It was fine. I just realized he was taking up too much of my time when finals were just around the corner. You know I couldn’t take any chances with my scholarship.”

Snorting, Madison shook her head.

“You’re lucky that it’s getting late and I know how tired you are, or I would bring you to the nearest bar to find somebody.”

“Oh Jeez. Well, let’s get out of here before I take you up on that.”

“Nope. We’ve both had too much to drink for that. It’s time to pay the bill and call a car.”

“All right. I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

“Mhm.”

Despite all the drinks coursing through my system, I found the bathroom easily. I even managed to walk in a straight line. Mostly. Once I was done, I washed my hands and peered at my reflection. Although I was tipsy, my cheeks were flushed while my eyes looked vibrant.

Not bad.

Grinning, I made my way back to Madison. I was almost at the table when an older man who was standing nearby caught my eye. His genuine smile brought a sparkle to his light blue eyes that stopped me in my tracks. Though his look was casual, he was the best dressed person from the group he was focused on.

When his tongue flicked out to lick his lips, I swallowed. For years, my anxiety had kept me from being as spontaneous as everyone else. Now, I was standing in a restaurant staring at a stranger’s lips while wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. Old me would have analysed the pros and cons to death. But new me?

I strode forward to stand in front of the stranger. He quirked an eyebrow, but I didn’t give him a chance to ask any questions. Getting on my tiptoes, I pressed my lips to his. My heart leapt when he responded. The tip of his tongue slipped into my mouth, and I moaned.

Goddamn.

Sighing, I broke our embrace. I met his quizzical stare with a grin and then raced back to Madison.

“We have to get out of here!” I hissed.

“Why? What happened?”

“I just kissed some random guy.”

“Isla!”

“I know, I know. Let’s just go.”

Giggling like teenagers, we rushed outside. Fortunately, our car was already there to whisk us home.
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Madison and I had as much fun as we could on the weekend, but the new week meant that it was time to get serious. She’d gone to work, and I was moments away from my first interview. As soon as the time on my phone clicked over to 9:00 am, a short, curvy blonde ushered me inside a medium-sized meeting room.

One by one, the four of them introduced themselves. The HR manager invited me to sit while a fifth man walked into the room. I stood to shake his hand and my eyes widened. Although I’d been a little tipsy when I kissed him, the drinks didn’t affect my memory.

No fucking way.

Swallowing, I gave him a professional smile. He returned but it was impossible to miss the familiar twinkle in his eyes. Without skipping a beat, he introduced himself as Michael Terry. I took a deep breath before sitting again. I’d been prepared for just about anything except this.

Am I screwed?

While I had a couple of other interviews lined up, this company was the best fit for me. The average salary was better than the others and Bellers’ reputation meant the world when it came to landing other jobs. After all my research and planning, how the hell was one stupid kiss going to burn everything to the ground?

Still, I kept a smile on my face and answered all their questions. Michael had been quiet for most of the interview, but I kept waiting for him to blow everything up. Finally, he cleared his throat.

“Miss Dixon?”

“Yes, Mr. Terry.”

“I can see from your resume that you’ve always done well in Math. You’ve even been involved in several Math-related clubs and tournaments. You could have chosen any number of careers. Why accounting?”

I swallowed my trepidation as I came up with an answer. While it was good to be truthful, it wouldn’t help if it sounded like I was only telling them what they wanted to hear.

“Honestly, I wasn’t sure until I got a chance to intern for a small company in my hometown. Helping them make sense of their numbers really opened my eyes. From that day, I knew it was what I wanted to do.”

Though his nod was professional, I didn’t miss the small twitch of his lips.

Nailed it.

The HR manager turned to me and smiled.

“Okay, Miss Dixon. How about you give us a moment? You can have a seat in the reception area.”

“Sure!” I replied, smiling.

I managed to keep my face neutral even though my stomach was flip-flopping. It was hard to tell if the fact that they wanted me to wait around was a good sign or not. They might just want to get the rejection over with, so I wasn’t hopeful. Painful but efficient.

Although I couldn’t focus on anything, I scrolled through my emails to pass the time. After about 10 minutes, I heard my name in the familiar and arousing drawl.

“Miss Dixon?”

“Mr. Terry,” I replied while rising.

“Aniya wanted to tell you this herself, but I volunteered since I’m the head of the department. How would you like to start next week?”

“I would love to!”

Smiling, he extended his hand for me to shake. Once I took it, he pulled me closer.

“Does this qualify for another one of those sexy kisses or do you only reserve that for strangers in restaurants?”

My face grew hot even as he appraised me.

“I was hoping you wouldn’t remember that.”

“Well, it’s not every day a woman who’s at least a decade younger than me just kisses me like that.”

I chuckled softly.

“I definitely don’t do that every day.”

Folding his arms, he leaned on the wall.

“So, what happened that night?”

“Likely a combination of alcohol and thoughts of being spontaneous for once in my life.”

“Okay. That’s fair. I look forward to seeing your spontaneous side a bit more once you’re here. Look out for an email later in the day for a few items you’ll need to bring with you next Monday.”

“Okay, I will.”

He gave me one last once-over before turning on his heel. As I headed for the elevator, I had to wonder what he meant by seeing more of my spontaneous side. Did he think that I was going to kiss him again? I smiled and shook my head.

Maybe I will.
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I dropped onto my chair with a sigh. My first day of work had been an unexpected flurry of activity. My tiny cubicle might be one in about twenty on the floor but at least it felt like personal space. Rubbing my eyes, I finally turned on the computer I’d been assigned. Thankfully, logging in was a breeze and IT had set things up already.

The first thing I did was check my inbox for any new emails. My eyes widened when I saw one from Michael. He wanted to meet with me at 3. Of course, that was only 5 minutes away.

Goddamnit.

I grabbed the brand-new notepad I’d gotten at some point this morning and a pen. As an afterthought, I popped a stick of gum into my mouth. Just because it had been a long day, it didn’t mean that my breath had to smell like it.

Michael beckoned me to the only chair in front of his desk. While he finished a phone call, I looked around the room. Unlike me, he had more than enough space to personalize his office. Within moments, I caught myself looking for pictures of a wife or some kids. For some reason, I was pleased to find neither.

“So how has your first day been?”

“A little hectic but good,”

“Yes. The onboarding process is a lot, but you’ll appreciate how easy everything is in a couple of days,” he said with a grin.

“I can see that.”

“Anyway, you’re probably wondering why I wanted to meet with you.”

To get another kiss?

The errant thought made me drop my gaze to his lips. Immediately, my cheeks coloured. Fortunately, Michael kept talking.

“Based on your resume and what you said in the interview, I figured that you like puzzles.”

“I do.”

“Great! We have a new client. It’s a small business and they’ve been doing their books in-house, but they think it’s time to bring in the professionals. First, because they’re planning to expand in the next 6 months and second because their 5-year plan includes becoming a publicly traded company.”

My eyes widened.

“That’s a pretty sweet goal for a small business.”

“Agreed. But before they can get there, they need someone who’s good with numbers to – and excuse the bad language – unfuck their accounting. A family friend was doing it, but his experience is really just high school courses and articles he read online.”

“Oh God.”

“Exactly. I don’t know what you’ll find but I’m pretty sure, it won’t be pretty.”

I rubbed my hands in glee.

“I’m excited about it already.”

“I like the sound of that. I’ll shoot you an email with the details so you can access their information on the system.”

“Thank you.”

We sat in silence for a moment. The intensity of his gaze made me squirm in my seat. Finally, he spoke.

“You intrigue me, Isla.”

It was the first time he hadn’t addressed me by my last name and my heart fluttered. There was something about the way my name sounded in his low voice that sent shivers down my spine. Clearing my throat, I tried to distract myself from the steady pulse building between my thighs.

“Why do you say that?”

He rose slowly. When he stood in front of me, I had to lean back in the chair and tilt my head to meet his eyes. They were dark with desire.

“Would it surprise you to know that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about our kiss?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

If he heard my reply, he didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, he held my chin and ran his thumb over my lips.

“I keep thinking that I must be imagining how good those lips felt on mine. How wonderful you tasted when you let my tongue into your mouth. And how long my cock stayed hard after you ran away.”

I swallowed.

“I’m sorry I made you so uncomfortable.”

“You didn’t make me uncomfortable, Isla,” he said, chuckling. “You set me on fire in a way that I haven’t felt in years. Maybe ever.”

Taking my hand, he guided me to stand. I knew it was coming though he never said a word. Our lips met when I tipped up at the same time that he bent his head. This time, I couldn’t blame the way his tongue explored my mouth on alcohol. It was the pure, unadulterated desire that coursed through my body. And his.

Michael pulled me closer as I wound my arms around his neck. Kissing him the first time was an impulsive action that I’d barely thought about for two seconds. Our second kiss was the result of hours of yearning that had clearly plagued him as much as it had me.

And having him squeeze my ass before pulling up my skirt was only making things worse. I shifted my legs apart without thinking. Whatever he wanted to do, I was ready. Groaning, he pulled my panties aside to slide his finger along my slippery lips.

Fuck me. When did I get so wet?

I’d been so lost in Michael’s kiss that my body’s response took me by surprise. I was dripping for him. Absolutely soaked and ready.

“Jesus, Isla,” he muttered against my lips. “You’re so fucking wet for me. It’s taking every bit of self-control I have not to sink my cock inside you right now.”

I let out a shuddering breath. The newly awakened part of me was screaming for him to bend me over his desk and fuck me right there. To hell with the rules and being professional. But I knew better than to say that. There would be consequences if we crossed that line. Mostly for me.

Shaking my head, I moved my hands from his shoulders and stepped back shakily.

“I don’t want to get caught.”

“Trust me, neither do I.” He took my hand and placed it on his erection. “But fuck, it’s hard to stay away from you.”

He took a deep breath and marched back to his chair. I fixed my clothes quickly and then grabbed the stationery I’d brought in.

“I’ll—uhm, look out for that email.”

“Of course. I’m sending it now.”

Our words were professional but if my expression looked anything like his, that was where it ended. Even if we weren’t saying it, our bodies knew that we’d unlocked something that wouldn’t stay hidden. Not for long.
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Michael hadn’t been wrong about the new client’s accounts being a fucking mess. Fortunately, for them, I was always a genius at puzzles. It only took three days for me to make sense of things. As I stared at the report, though, butterflies took flight in my stomach.

Though I’d used my new workload as an excuse to avoid being alone with Michael, it was gone now. Worse yet, it would be suspicious if I didn’t present the finished report to him. Even though the system would alert him that I was done, the meeting was mandatory.

Maybe I can wait until the end of the day.

Chances were high that he wouldn’t want to keep me much longer past closing time.

Or we’ll both be stupid and take advantage of a mostly empty department.

Sighing, I gathered my notes. Regardless of how I felt, I needed to be professional. At least, until Michael kissed me again. For the thousandth time in the many hours that had passed since that evening, my cheeks grew hot. It was as if I could still feel his fingers gathering my juices as his tongue explored my mouth.

Just the memory almost had me drenching my panties again. Taking a deep breath, I marched toward Michael’s office. The longer I put it off, the more likely it was that I’d find some inane reasons to wait until another day.

Still, when I knocked on the door, I hoped he wouldn’t answer. My wish wasn’t granted.

“Come in.”

I kept my eyes down when walking into the office. Even then the heat of his lustful gaze seemed to burn into my bones.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Terry. I wanted to present a summary of my report on the new client’s account.”

“Okay. Is there a reason you’re staring at my floor?”

His voice held just a hint of irritation, but it made me look at him, anyway.

“Not really.”

Placing his elbows on the desk, he rested his chin in his hands.

“Are you hoping that we won’t repeat our last kiss if you don’t look at me?”

“Maybe.”

“All right.” He tapped his desk. “Come here. I promise I won’t look in your eyes.”

I knew doing what he said was simply asking for trouble and yet, I went. As soon as I perched on his desk, he started to unbutton my shirt. I’d only gotten through the first line of my report when he unhooked my bra to take my nipple into his mouth. My breathing hitched as he used his fingers to stroke the other nipple hard.

Though I doubted he was listening, I kept reading my notes. My voice trembled but it didn’t compare to the way my skin tingled when he pressed my thighs apart. While pulling my panties to the side, Michael didn’t lose his focus on my nipples. Groaning, he moved to swirl his tongue around the one that was already aching from his fingers’ teasing.

“Mr. Terry,” I sighed.

He chuckled while sliding his finger inside me.

“I’m about to finger fuck you until you can’t even think, Isla. I think you can call me Michael.”

I didn’t know which part of that sentence to focus on first. Better yet, I could simply stop thinking altogether and enjoy the tantalizing way his finger moved in my pulsing pussy. My notes sat forgotten in my hands as he added another finger inside me.

“Do you like the way I’m stretching your tight pussy, or do you want more?”

“I don’t know…”

How did he even expect me to answer him when he kept stroking me like that? Pleasure was spreading through my body like lava escaping from a volcano. But my indecision didn’t stop him from spreading me with a third. I whimpered from the slight sting.

Would his cock do the same?

I had to think that he was preparing my pussy for whatever hid inside his pants. But that would be another day. My boss had made no movements to unzip and fuck me so clearly his aim was to please me. And fuck, he was good at it.

“You really want to come, don’t you? Your needy little cunt is sucking on my fingers like it wants me to fuck you.” He moved his hand faster until the sound of my wet pussy taking his fingers filled his office. “You want me deeper. Harder. Faster. Until my hand is dripping wet.”

My only answer was a soft moan. Throwing my head back, I ground my hips against his hand. In the few times I’d had sex, my brain never turned off. It led to me being too self-conscious to really enjoy myself. Somehow, my desire for Michael had burnt through my reservations. I didn’t care that he saw how desperate I was to come for him.

“Michael…” I whispered.

“Are you going to come for me, Isla?”

“Yes.”

But not yet. I was so close to falling over that cliff of climax. Then Michael started to slowly stroke my clit. That was all it took for me to hit the peak I craved. Moaning and writhing on his desk I finally came.

“Fuck, yes,” Michael said.

Shuddering, I slowly rose up on my elbows.

“You see why I didn’t want to look at you?” I asked.

“Oops.” He bent to retrieve my papers from the ground. “You can still finish your report, if you want.”

My gaze flicked to his hand still embedded between my thighs.

“Uhm… don’t you want to move your hand?”

“No.”

My jaw dropped but he only gave me a mischievous grin.

“Fine.”

I found where I’d left off and started reading again. It didn’t take long for Michael to move his fingers. At this rate, giving my report was going to take forever. I didn’t mind.
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I blinked at the message on my phone. It still didn’t change. What the hell did Michael mean by “I’m outside” and why was he here?

“Are you okay?” Madison asked.

“Hmm? Uhm… yeah. Just an unexpected text from work.”

“Oh okay. Nothing bad, I hope.”

“No. I just need clarification.”

I hadn’t told her about Michael and the longer I waited, the harder it got to say the words. Sure, she’d encouraged me to live a little but that probably didn’t include screwing my new boss.

“Okay. Are you ready?”

My phone pinged again, and I read the message quickly.

“No, you go ahead. It looks like one of my coworkers is in the area and is offering me a ride.”

“Oh, that’s cool. Look at you making friends already.”

Smiling, I shook my head.

“They probably just want to talk about a project we’re working on before we have to present it to our boss.”

“Oh. Well, a ride is a ride, I guess. I’ll see you later.”

I watched her walk out the door before grabbing my bag. Michael’s car was exactly where he said it would be in the parking lot. I got in quickly.

“What are you doing here?” I asked softly.

He shook his head.

“I was on my way to work and couldn’t stop thinking about you, so I kept driving.”

“You went out of your way to—”

He cut off the rest of my question a kiss. Though we tried, it was hard to close the distance between us with the gearstick and handbrake in the way. Groaning in frustration, Michael pulled away.

“Take your panties off and come sit on my lap.”

I acted without hesitation. Reaching under my flared skirt, I pulled off my panties and climbed on top of him. Within moments, he’d freed his thick cock. It was only half-hard, but I already knew it was more than I’d ever taken before.

No wonder he wanted to stretch me with three fingers.

Stroking himself slowly, he pressed his thumb into my mouth.

“Get it nice and wet.”

Once I’d licked it thoroughly, he started to tease my clit. Sucking on my bottom lip, I reached for his cock. If he was going to turn me on, I wanted him hard and throbbing in my hand. Of course, I didn’t realize that making him groan and slightly buck into my hand would have me dripping wet in no time.

“Fuck, Isla. I need you.”

He pulled me into position over his length before guiding it inside me. I cried out as he stretched me impossibly wide. My pussy throbbed while trying to accommodate the man who shouldn’t even be here. And yet, I wanted more of him. I didn’t stop rocking my hips until my thighs slapped against his.

As my inner walls pulsed around his thick cock, I leaned in for a kiss. Kneading my ass, Michael invited my tongue into his mouth while spurring me to ride him. I’d never really done it well before, but I trusted him to guide me. Soon, we built to a steady pace in the car that I was sure had it rocking in the parking lot.

We’d avoided getting caught at work, but I doubted it would be any easier to explain why I was fucking my boss in front of my apartment complex. Growling, Michael grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. His eyes burnt into mine as he started to slam upward into me.

“I knew your pussy would be heaven, Isla. I could spend the whole day with my cock buried inside you.”

I swallowed.

“I’ve never felt so good.”

Grinning, he slipped his other hand between us to slowly stroke my clit. The resulting sensation was fucking maddening, and I wanted to scream. The more my pleasure grew, the less I cared about being caught. I just wanted to Michael’s name dripping from my lips when I came on his cock.

“God, you’re beautiful when you come for me.”

I shuddered from pleasure instead of replying. My orgasm spiralled uncontrollably to its peak while I matched Michael’s pace. My body stiffened for a moment before collapsing against him. Panting, I rested my head on his shoulder. When I finally sat up to look at him, my eyes widened. His cock was still hard inside my dripping pussy.

“You didn’t come?” I asked in disbelief.

“What’s so wrong with wanting to savour the feeling of your cunt gripping my cock?”

My face grew hot, but I smiled, anyway.

“We’re going to be late for work.”

Stroking my clit, Michael licked his lips.

“Fuck work.”

My rational side reminded me how dangerous those words were, but another side was far more vocal. It wanted me to stay impaled on my hot as fuck boss’ cock until neither of us could think straight.

“What would you prefer to be doing right now?” he asked while fucking me harder. “Doing numbers or having me fill your sweet pussy with my cum?”

Holy fuck.

“The second one,” I whispered.

Michael chuckled.

“No, no. I need to hear the words, Isla. Tell me what you want.”

With ecstasy flooding my veins again, I didn’t even have the resolve to protest.

“I want you to fill my pussy with your cum.”

“Such a naughty girl. Begging for her boss’ cum.”

“Oh God,” I cried out as I came again.

This time, Michael wasn’t far behind. He grunted and groaned under me while his cock twitched to spurt his cum inside my pussy.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” he said.

“Mhm.”

Clearing my throat, I got ready to climb off him. Michael grabbed my hips to hold me in place.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to clean up before we get to work.”

“I thought you were worried about being late,” he said with a grin.

I peered at him with widened eyes.

“You can’t mean—”

“You’re going to keep my cum inside you, Isla. I’m going to call the new client with the good news about their account and you’re going to answer any questions they have with my cum dripping out of your pretty pussy. Is that clear?”

It sounded like a question though it really wasn’t. Worse yet, the thought of it made my heart race.

“Okay,” I finally replied.

“Good.”

With that, he let me go so I could climb into the passenger seat. I put my panties back on while he placed the call. A woman’s high-pitched voice squeaked through the speakers when it connected. As Michael made the introductions, I fought the urge to unzip his pants again.  He might want me flustered when talking to the client, but I was starting to wonder how well he could carry on a conversation with his cock in my mouth.

Good God, I’m becoming such a slut for my boss.

“Yes. I’ll let Isla explain that part,” he said.

Clearing my throat, I launched into an in-depth explanation of how I’d unravelled the company’s messy books. In the middle of it, I made the mistake of looking at Michael. Though he was silent, his eyes clearly told me how much he wanted to be back inside me. My heart skipped a beat as I fumbled my words.

I kept my eyes down for the rest of the conversation but that didn’t mean I couldn’t feel his eyes on me. How the hell were we going to keep our hands off each other?
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Though Michael didn’t take me to work the next day, he invited me to spend the night with him. Since Madison wasn’t around for me to tell her where I was going, I would have to talk to her in the morning. My horny boss insisted that I carry a change of clothes so we could easily leave for work in the morning.

Of course, that was the last thing on my mind as I walked around Michael’s house. Calling it exquisite was an understatement.

“Your house is so beautiful. It feels like I’m in a completely different part of the country.”

“Thank you. The architect is a friend of mine and when he told me about his vision, I said I wanted it. I didn’t know how the hell I was going to afford it at the time, but I knew I had to have it.”

Peering at the high, vaulted ceilings that complemented the open concept perfectly, I had to agree it was an excellent choice. Though I should know better, I was already entertaining visions of making breakfast in the kitchen that was a masterpiece of white cabinets and stainless steel appliances.

“Well, you made the right decision.”

I wandered over to the sliding glass door that separated the living room from the back patio. The water in the backlit swimming pool shimmered like an invitation. Unsurprisingly, I could see myself there, too.

“I usually move quickly when I see something or someone that I want,” Michael said as he slipped his arms around my waist.

“Even if you don’t know how things are going to work out?”

He moved his hands to my shoulders so he could turn me around.

“I’ve learnt enough about life to know that things often don’t ‘just work out’, Isla. You make things work, if you really want to.”

“And you want to?”

Cupping my face, Michael kissed me softly.

“I want this more than anything.”

“Even though we might get in trouble?”

Michael chuckled.

“I think what we have is worth any trouble that might come our way.”

He lifted me into his arms easily for a deeper kiss before I could say anything else. Soon, he had climbed the stairs to bring me into his bedroom. Now that we were in a private space, I didn’t have to worry about being caught. Still, that didn’t slow the urgency of our hands as we stripped.

My eyes wandered over his toned body but eventually settled on his cock. It felt as if I’d waited forever to see it again. Our time in his car had been sexy but rushed. Having the luxury of taking it in my hands made my head spin. Without thinking, I dropped to my knees before him.

Michael groaned softly.

“I can’t tell you how many times I’ve thought about you sucking my cock since I met you.”

Looking up at him, I licked his tip. My experience with giving blow jobs was limited to one time with my first boyfriend but my hot boss didn’t have to know that. Besides, his thick, veiny cock was just begging to be worshipped.

I kept watching him as I stroked his shaft and took more of him in my mouth. Soon, he started to slowly thrust past my lips—dripping his tasty cum on my tongue. Swallowing what he gave, I bobbed my head on him with more urgency. I craved more of him even if it meant gagging on his cock.

But then he cupped the back of my head. His movements grew deeper and harder. My lips stretched around him as he fucked my throat.

Holy shit.

While I gagged a little, it wasn’t hard to relax my throat to take all of him. Spit dribbled past my lips with Michael’s increasing pace.

“Oh fuck, Isla. Fuck,” he moaned. “Are you ready to take my cum down your throat like a good fucking girl?”

I couldn’t answer but he didn’t need one. My low hum around his cock was all he needed. Hot ropes of cum splashed down my throat in no time. Michael’s grip tightened on my hair while his balls rested on my chin. He peered down at me adoringly with his cock twitching in my mouth.

“You just have a knack for knowing how to please me, don’t you?” he asked.

Reluctant to let his cock free, I nodded slowly. He grinned and stroked my cheek. Time stretched on as we stayed like that until he started to harden in my mouth again.

“You like being on my knees for me, Isla?”

I nodded.

“How about turning around and spreading your legs for me?”

Without a word, I obeyed. Not only did I open my legs, I reached around to hold my cheeks apart.

“Fuck,” he growled.

He didn’t have to tell me how much he appreciated my presentation. It was obvious in the way he pushed deep inside my wet pussy in one single thrust. My lips parted in a shameless cry as he filled me completely. Though I ached, my boss wasn’t going to wait for my body to adjust. I didn’t want him to.

With one hand on my shoulder and the other gripping my hip, Michael slammed into me over and over. It was a difference from the way he liked to tease me and fuck, I loved it. It was just another way for him to drive me absolutely crazy.

“Oh shit. Michael. Oh, God.”

His only response was to fuck me even harder. The hard tiles made my knees ache, but I was too caught up in pleasure to care. While the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, my loud moans added to the naughty music we made.

“Fuck, I’d love to hear you moan like this in my office.”

The thought set me on fire even though we knew it was impossible. Weren’t we trying not to get caught? Still, the image of being bent over his desk and thoroughly fucked sent thrills down my spine.

Maybe one day. After hours.

But right now, I didn’t have to worry about that. I could push back on him to match his maddening pace and scream in ecstasy as much as I wanted. Or needed. Because it felt so much like a need to have him balls deep inside my needy pussy—his cock hitting all the right spots and then some.

“Michael…” I moaned again.

“Come for me, Isla.”

Those words were my fucking undoing. Screaming, I came. My boss wasn’t far behind. He roared my name while pumping me full of cum. I sighed with contentment and pressed my heated forehead against the cool tile. Moments later, Michael kissed the back of my neck while slowly rubbing my ass.

“What is it about you that makes me want to spend every second like this?” he asked.

“I don’t know but I feel the same way.”

“Are you still worried about how to handle things at work?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll figure it out, I promise.”

“I know.”

And I believed him. This relationship might have started out with a random kiss but neither of us could deny what it had become. We had to figure it out because our need for each other wasn’t going anywhere.

“Ready to get on the bed?”

“Is it your bedtime?” I teased.

“I don’t remember saying anything about fucking sleeping.”

I grinned.

“Good.”
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

Janice leaned on my desk and pouted. It always amused me how she could go from professional woman to pouty cheerleader in a second.

“Are you sure you can’t dump this work on the new guy and come out with us?” she asked while twirling her blonde ponytail.

I giggled.

“Sorry. Mr. Terry assigned it to me personally and the last thing I want to do is piss off my boss.”

Sighing, she rolled her eyes.

“Fine. I understand. It’s always more fun when you’re at Friday Fun-day, but there’s always next week, I guess.”

“Yup!”

She gave me an exaggerated wave before grabbing her bag. Even though I’d watched most people from the office leave, I still waited another 15 minutes before rushing to Michael. He was walking out of his bathroom when I got there.

“Hi,” he said. “Are they all gone?”

“Uh-huh.”

“About goddamn time.”

Smiling, I pulled my skirt up and yanked my panties off. Michael plucked it from my hands.

“Well, fuck. These are soaked.”

“What did you expect? You’ve been teasing me with sexy messages all day.”

He stepped closer and cupped my pussy.

“Is my naughty little accountant dying for a good fucking?”

“From you? Always.”

Sure, we could wait until we got home but we never really got over the thrill of office sex. While the managers who needed to know about us had been informed, a lot of people still didn’t know. Michael had promised to keep it that way but God, it was hard. I wanted to fuck him every time we saw each other.

Just as he unzipped his pants to free his cock, the phone rang. He groaned but moved toward it, anyway.

“Hello?”

He looked at me with a sigh. Obviously, it wasn’t going to be a short call. Shrugging, I sat on the chair in front of his desk. Michael raised an eyebrow and called me over with a crook of his finger. When I walked over to him, he pointed to his rock-hard cock.

Fuck me.

Swallowing, I turned my back to him and guided his cock inside me. My pulsing muscles welcomed him home. The more he filled me, the more goosebumps flushed across my skin. Still, Michael continued to talk to his client. I didn’t know how he was able to concentrate when I already felt like I was going to lose it.

While clutching the phone, he stroked my clit expertly. I didn’t want to get him in trouble, but I couldn’t help rolling my hips to get more of him. Looking back at him, I smiled at the heat in his gaze. My boss was dying to truly fuck me. I slowed my movements while unbuttoning my shirt. Michael licked his lips at the sight of my breasts.

Holding his gaze, I teased my nipples to hardness. Michael’s jaw flexed.

“You know what, Kirk? You’re bringing up some good points, and I think it’s a good idea for me to dig into things a little deeper and get back to you in the morning. How does that sound?”

Kirk must have agreed because he placed the handset in its cradle a few seconds later.

“Someone’s feeling a little bit naughty today, I see.”

“Maybe.”

Scoffing, he moved quickly to bend me over his desk. He slammed to the hilt again.

“Do you know what happens when you tease me like a slut, Isla? You get fucked like one.”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair while playing with my nipples. As much as I’d craved him all day, this was searing my senses in all the best ways. Michael’s thighs slapped against my ass in a dizzying rhythm that made me want to scream. I wanted the whole floor to know that my boss was fucking me like a little slut in his office.

But nobody is supposed to know.

Nobody is supposed to know how often I’d had his cock buried inside my cunt in this office. How often I’d touched myself to the sound of his voice over the phone. How often I worked at my desk with his cum pooling in my ruined panties.

Michael’s hand moved from my hair to my throat—resting there to keep me in place. Although the side of his desk bit into my thighs, I only cared about the way his relentless thrusts were pushing me over the edge. Clawing at the desk, I bit back the moans that were threatening to overwhelm me.

And then there was no holding back. My moans slithered into the air along with his groans—signalling how close we were to climax. It was what we’d been building up to all day.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Michael mumbled.

We exploded in ecstasy at the same time. My pussy milked his cock while he filled me up. Micheal pulled me back into the chair while still inside me.

“Fuck, I’ll never get tired of breeding your sweet pussy.”

“You’d better not.”

He stroked my nipple lazily.

“You’re never getting rid of me, Isla.”

Sighing, I dropped the back of my head on his shoulder.

“I never want to.”

We sat spent on his chair as if we were at home instead of in his office. The truth was it didn’t matter where we were as long as we were together. My sexy boss and I were inseparable.

END

Thanks for reading! Check out the rest of the series.

If you like your office stories extra spicy with some darker elements, then check these books out, too. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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