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“I’m done, Cara,” she informs me in a sing-song voice.

I say nothing, just check my computer and open the file.

I’ve worked with her long enough to know that half of the document will be missing. This girl is trouble. Polite, polished trouble. With that smile and those eyes that look soft but never back down, she’s a true stress dynamite. She can drive my nerves up the hill just by working silently. I can almost hear her thoughts through the silence. She curses my name over and over, but she never shows it. This little faker, always nice and smiling. I hate her.

“This is not done, Kimberly,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm in front of everyone.

“What do you mean?” she asks, already coming to my desk as if my display will show her work any differently than hers.

“If nothing else, the cost analysis is missing,” I say calmly again, exercising my zen powers. I could easily explode from her incompetence. How can’t she check the doc before sending it?!

“Open the email I sent you yesterday. Check the instructions—the five bullet points. One of them is cost analysis, right?”

She goes back to her laptop and checks. “Right. Sorry!” She sings back. She sings!

Okay, maybe I’m overreacting. She’s young and eager to learn. She’s smart as well. But she’s a clumsy mess! With all those talents, she could be a true keeper in a few years. But instead, I constantly think of firing her. Yes, I would fire her so badly!

But I don’t. And there’s a reason for that. If I fired her ass, her ass would be missing. This young woman has something that is rare to find. I could find another talent and shape her into a star, no problem. But I would never find a sexy butt like hers. Never!

It’s not just that her soul found its home in the hottest body God has ever created. She has two other attributes that hit the ball out of the park.

The first thing is her sexy yet tasteful business attire. She knows how to bring an absolutely stunning professional look into this office. Take her out of here, and this office immediately loses 30% of its credibility. She’s a head-turner in a big freaking way. And sadly, I’m a sucker for that kind of stuff. There’s nothing sexier than a good-looking office with good-looking office people.

But the second thing is even more problematic: her movements. This little heartbreaker has a swagger like it’s from another planet. The way she moves… it’s simply amazing. It’s art, it’s poetry, it’s a corporate erotic dance. And on top of that, her low level of awareness often makes her forget how to behave, which means I often catch glimpses of her crotch as she forgets she’s wearing a dress today. And yes, that happens quite a lot. Sometimes it even feels like she does it on purpose, just for me.

So, do I fire this little piece of trouble for not once finishing her work properly? No, I don’t. I’d rather fry my nerves, waiting for her to bend over again and calm me down by exposing her panties for a second. Yes, for just a second.

I know how pathetic I sound for that. Giving this kind of stuff priority over well-done work is crazy. I could afford to go out after work and watch naked girls like her for hours. But no, I need to watch Kimberly. I need to watch her give me doses of her poison, drop by drop. I guess we all have our weaknesses, and mine is just that—Kimberly.

I make her stay until she finishes. Maybe seeing others leave while she has to stay will teach her a lesson. We’re alone in the office now, and I almost feel sorry for her. I glance over at her desk and see her still typing away, her sexy glasses making her look like she’s in a commercial for an office fashion collection. Sexy as ever.

She leans back and stretches with a teasing arch of her back. As she does, her blazer slides open, and her blouse rides up just enough to reveal a flash of her toned midriff. I could watch her all day long. “I’ll be done in a minute, Cara,” she says, catching me looking at her like a hungry wolf. Jesus Christ!

I look away, but it’s too late. It’s not the first time she’s caught me like that. But part of me doesn’t even care. Let her know that I have dirty thoughts about her. She should be well aware of the true reasons why she’s still keeping her job.

“It’s fine, Kimmie,” I say politely, “I’m here until evening today, no hurry.” I call her Kimmie sometimes, just to show her who’s the boss. I also call her that when I eat her little pussy in my fantasies.

“Kimmie,” she replies with a wide smile, “Have I ever told you how much I like it when you call me that?”

You see that?! She likes it! This is what I’m talking about. There is no way I could make this woman go off the rails. She just beats me to the ground—each and every time.

I smile back at her, my heart still beating faster from being caught earlier. Maybe I’ll need to address it someday, this thing that we have going on here. At home, I pleasure myself thinking about her. And here in the office, she poses for me, and now she even likes it when I call her Kimmie. Maybe we already have the relationship I crave.

She comes to my desk, standing too close to me again, like any low-awareness person would.

“Check it out, Cara,” she says like the true office girl that she is. Her words practically spark out of her sexy mouth. I catch the scent of her breath even from where she’s standing. I’m not sure I’m the biggest fan of it, but then again, my hormones go crazy for this woman for all the wrong reasons anyway.

I open the file, and yes, the previously missing analysis is there. “Good girl,” I say, scrolling through the other sections, eager to find something else wrong in her work.

She smiles and starts tapping her pen on my desk while I scroll back up through the document, prolonging her time standing beside me. Somehow, the heat of her body reaches me, even though she’s not that close, and it doesn’t make sense. I lean just a millimeter toward her, trying to soak in her presence a little more. She has no idea how much my heart races for her sometimes. Like now, for instance.

She keeps tapping with her pen, as if she’s trying to rush me. I’m not giving her the satisfaction. Let her tap some more. Besides, who does she think she is, tapping on the boss’s desk like that? I look at her pen, then raise my gaze to her eyes, piercing her with my look.

“Whoops,” she says, stopping immediately. I will never know if she does this kind of shit on purpose or not. And it’s driving me nuts!

But her pen didn’t stop because she wanted it to; it slipped from her grip. The very next second, it lands on the floor, and she jumps to catch it, clearly scared—by my reaction, of course.

I roll my eyes, but my gaze quickly sharpens because now, as she’s bending over to pick up the pen, I see her black panties again. Only this time, it’s not a distant glimpse—I see her tempting flesh right in front of my hungry eyes, her sinful cunt just within my reach.

“For Christ’s sake, Kimberly!” escapes my mouth involuntarily.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Cara,” she says with a nervous smile, turning back to me and placing the pen on my desk with polite elegance. “It just… jumped out of my hand, sorry about that!”

“Dear Lord, I’m not talking about the pen. It’s about these constant flashes you keep giving around the office! These sexy outfits demand a certain type of behavior—you can’t just bend over like that!”

She smiles at me with the most mischievous grin her naughty face can muster. A loud voice in my mind starts panicking: What the hell, Cara?! Now that you’re telling her, she’ll never do it again, you idiot!

Luckily, she seems unfazed by my rant. She looks down at her dress and straightens it. “You think my outfits are sexy?”

“What?” I stammer. Is she reading my mind?

“You said my outfits are sexy,” she says, her voice dripping with seduction.

“No, I didn’t!”

“Oh, yes you did,” she replies, her tone still teasing.

“All I said is that I just saw your panties, and that’s… it’s… it’s inappropriate!”

Cara, you are messing this up! Big time!

“So…” she says calmly, leaning on my desk as if my words meant nothing. “So you do notice…”

What?! What in God’s name did she just say?

“What are you talking about?” I ask, perplexed, my voice way less confident than I would like.

She takes a small step toward me, just to cross another line. “So… you’re telling me I’m a distraction?”

The smell of her perfume becomes stronger, making my mind dizzy. “Well… I’m saying that… there’s a line,” I say, trying to sound calm despite the pounding in my ears. “And you keep crossing it.”

Her waist is right next to my face, and it all looks far too much like my fantasies.

She laughs, soft but unrepentant, and her voice drops lower. “Oh, I know exactly where that line is, Cara. I just like to see if you’ll ever do anything about it.”

Look at her! This little lady thinks she can toy with me?

“I know you watch me, Cara. You watch everything I do,” she says, almost whispering, as I feel my blood boiling.

This little tease thinks she can make a move on me? Her, of all people?!

Well, maybe she’s right. Everyone’s right sometimes. Even a broken clock is right twice a day. But I’ll make sure she doesn’t think for a second that she could ever lead this game.

“So all those… inappropriate flashes, all those outfits—they’re for my benefit, is that it?” I ask, sounding as uninterested as possible, meeting her eyes and demanding with my gaze that she backs off.

“Maybe they are,” she says with a smirk, dismissing me with those gleaming eyes. “What’s the matter? You want me to stop?”

Stop?! Please, Kimmie, never stop!

“Whatever you do…” I say, a little desperate for options, “don’t change anything until you get my approval.”

She laughs. “Ha, ha, Cara—my sexy boss, always in control.”

Sexy?!

Her leg brushes my thigh, and I’m furious. “You think you can call your boss sexy, young lady?” I challenge, suddenly unsure if I can keep up any longer. The situation looks exactly like my fantasies, but suddenly I don’t know how to approach this.

“Oh, I’m sorry, another line crossed,” she smiles, clearly making fun of me now!

That’s it, I’m going in. I’m grabbing this little devil’s pussy. Who the hell does she think she is?!

I extend my hand and push the pen over the edge of my desk. As it reaches the floor with a fatal bang, our eyes meet in a gaze that will change me forever.

“Whoops,” my look says, telling her exactly what I want.

“What?” she says, standing her ground, knowing that playing stupid drives me absolutely insane.

“Will you pick it up?” I ask, but my God, where’s the authority in my voice when I need it!

“I picked it up when I dropped it. Now that you did it…” she replies, her eyes, once again, not backing down. “You pick it up.”

Fuck!

This little bitch knows exactly what she’s doing. She has me in checkmate. She’s just shown me that heaven is real, waiting for me to enter that door. All I need to do is put my head down and bow to her. This crazy woman is my kryptonite, I swear.

“Seriously?” I reply, my voice a little more breathless than I’d like.

“Seriously,” she nods seductively, as if she knows how much my desire burns for her lips—and everything else.

Is this really happening? Am I really going to bend over for this little manipulator? Is she actually interested, or is this some kind of twisted payback for my relentless behavior?

“I’m sorry, Kimmie, I know sometimes… I’m too harsh on you.” I have no idea where those words just came from. But finding myself surrendering to her iron will, it’s hands down the sexiest thing I’ve ever felt in my gut.

“Oh, we’re apologizing already?” she says, her long leg now slowly brushing against me on purpose. “I expected a little more resistance.”

I feel my heart hammering in my chest, her gaze pressing down on me, daring me to do what we both want. I glance down at the pen on the floor, biting back every instinct to stand my ground. But she’s calling my bluff, and every second I hesitate, she’s winning.

“Fine,” I say, forcing a smirk as if this game we’re playing is just a joke. But my trembling hands betray me—it’s anything but a joke. I’ve just put myself in a horrible position, yet for some reason, I’m willing to sacrifice everything I’ve built in this office to get a chance with my sexy apprentice. She’s almost ten years younger than me, but, damn, she obviously has a much tougher character than I thought.

I reach down, slowly bending at the waist, keeping my legs straight. I can feel my panties are wet as the cool air brushes over my exposed heat.

My movements are nice and slow—just like I’d want her to do it. I can almost feel her gaze following the curve of my body as I lean down, trying to taunt her with my pose. To my great satisfaction, I can feel she likes it, that naughty girl!

The next thing I feel is Kimberly’s hand pressing firmly against me, her fingers claiming the space between my legs with a confidence I’d never expected. I gasp but don’t pull away, the shock of her touch igniting a fire that burns down all my defenses.

“Ohh! Finally,” she says, as if she’s been waiting for this far too long. Her touch has a level of urgency that makes it clear we’re not starting with any kind of foreplay.

I’m afraid to turn back and look at her, just as I’m equally afraid to do anything else that might break the connection. Her hand has a serious plan that I’m not willing to interrupt. If she thinks she can take control, I’ll leave my ass to her for a few moments more—and let her decide how we’ll take it from here.

“You know, Cara,” she murmurs as she presses herself against my bottom, “you really should loosen up. Might help you enjoy this a little more.”

My heart races as her fingers press harder, slipping against me with a skill that makes my knees weak. “Kimmie… you can’t just—” My voice falters, caught between protest and a desperate need for more.

She grabs my waist, urging me to stand up, only to press her body firmly against mine, her hand moving to my throat. My whole body ignites as I feel Kimberly’s damp mouth on my ear, her breath sneaking in from behind.

“You can push me away, but I’ll make you beg for more, sexy boss!” Her voice is thick with hunger as her fingers press indecently into my core.

“Oh…” I shock myself with the tenderness of my own moan, “Take me,” I breathe out teasingly, “Show me…”

“Oh, I will, don’t you worry about that.”

She sticks her tongue out, piercing my ear with her wet desire, sending sweet tingles through my arching body, straight down to my pussy. Her fingers slide beneath my panties, and I realize there’s no way I could ever lead this as expertly as she does.

She turns me against the table, and I catch myself on the desk with my palms, the sudden bang snapping me back to reality for a moment. She leans her weight against me, sliding her fingers inside me in a single, confident move.

“Arghhh,” I gasp, not nearly as ready as I wanted to be. But the knowledge that Kimberly’s hand is the one moving inside me fuels my desire, and I only want more.

“You have no idea what it’s like to work for a demanding boss,” she says, her hand anything but gentle as it thrusts from behind, a tempo I never imagined could work on me.

“Yes, Kimmie, show me,” I plead, the wetness between my legs growing with each pulse of my surrender.

“Oh, I’ll show you, you can be damn sure about that!” she says, her whole body pressing down on me as she thrusts, her weight pinning me to the desk.

“Oh, yes!” I moan quietly, collapsing under the weight of her passion completely, as her other hand finds my throat again.

“So quiet now,” she murmurs, her voice a low taunt, and I grit my teeth, holding back the instinct to retort. “Come on, Cara. I thought you liked to give orders.”

“Maybe I’m just waiting to see if you can handle it,” I manage, my voice laced with defiance.

“That’s more like it,” she pumps harder, “bring the bitch back, I need to talk to her!” My desk shifts forward with each thrust, her weight pressing me down, her roughness making it hard to breathe.

“Oh, God—” My breath comes out in gasps as Kimberly’s fingers sink even deeper, though I didn’t know that was possible.

Her roughness makes my climax pulse through me, announcing itself from a hundred different places in my body.

“Kimberly, slow down… I’m—”

“Am I going too fast for you, boss?” she murmurs against me, the word dripping with mock respect. Her fingers withdraw quickly with a loud, slick sound.

“Don’t you dare stop—” My voice is a breathless plea, but Kimberly only laughs softly.

“Didn’t think you were the begging type, Cara,” she murmurs, her warm voice pressing against my skin as her whole body leans on me.

“I’m not begging,” I snap, though my tone betrays me. “I’m… directing.”

“Oh, is that what you’re doing?” She stands up, and I can hear the smirk in her voice. “Because from here, you look pretty desperate.”

“Desperate? You wish.” I turn and lift my unraveled body from the table.

“Mmm… maybe I do,” she says, crossing her arms as if waiting for me to make the next move. She can’t leave me like this! I don’t deserve this!

“Sit,” she commands, her eyes barely hinting at the chair.

Only God knows how relieved I am to hear her say that. I was half a second away from grabbing my dignity and running out of here, saving my sorry self from further humiliation.

But now, this gorgeous, stunningly beautiful office girl wants me to sit down, and I’ll gladly oblige.

She kneels before me and lifts my legs up, like I’m a doll she owns. I squeeze my breasts with my elbows, finding one of my fingers in my mouth, as if seeking something to soothe me in my desperate, exposed state.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur as I watch her examining me intently. “I’m not… prepared down there. If I’d known—”

“Thank God,” she says, her eyes never leaving my core.

She leans in and smells me, like she’s craved her whole life to do it. It makes me horny as hell.

“Don’t worry, you smell like a boss,” she says, her nose slowly exploring as she presses my legs back as far as they’ll go.

A genuine smile spreads across my lips, and I laugh inside at her insolence. Her confidence is turning my desires into a starving werewolf. I admit it—no matter how tough I am, I could never do what she just did.

“This is a lesson about letting go, Cara.” She holds my legs up as she leans closer, softly pressing her face against my damp heat, her cheeks brushing tenderly over my wet skin. “Can you let go? Completely?”

“Mmm…” a desperate moan escapes me, “You’re so… good at this.”

“I didn’t expect to hear that anytime soon,” she says, extending her tongue and taking a long, slow glide through the center of my most sensitive area.

“Mmmmm!” I purr softly, but inside, my soul screams in pure delight. “What the hell is happening?” I whisper, squeezing my breasts harder.

“So deliciously salty,” she says with her tongue lingering on my slickness, her smile bright behind my mound.

“I’m sorry…” I breathe, almost worried that I didn’t shower this morning.

“Just the way I like it,” she murmurs, her tongue finding new paths on me.

“Ohhh…” I gasp silently, my body shivering. Her touch is beyond amazing.

“Irresistibly salty, just like her owner’s character,” she slips a finger inside me without pulling her lips away.

I swallow, barely able to form the words. “You’re… pushing it… Kimmie!”

“And you’re loving it.” She adds a second finger, masterfully pressing against my walls so I feel as if I’m filled with so much more.

“Ahhh, so lovely…” I surprise myself with my choice of words.

“Tell me, Cara… who’s in control now?” she asks, her tongue beginning its main act.

“Oh… Oh, ah, ah!” my cries fill the room as I realize how close I already am. “I have no idea!”

“Who’s in control!” she commands, her hot lips pressed against me, her tongue working magic I never knew was possible.

“You! You’re in control, my Kimmie!” I give her everything she wants, “Just keep doing this…”

“Beg me!”

“Please…”

“Louder!”

“Pleaseee!” I cry, feeling her tongue everywhere at once.

“You need more love in your life,” she says, pausing to breathe, her fingers taking a brief break as well.

“Mmmm,” I whine, desperate for her touch. “I’m so close,” I tell her directly, hoping she’ll show mercy and finish me.

I can feel that I’m completely soaked, and she makes it worse by smearing my slickness around with her fingers, mixing it with her saliva across my skin.

Suddenly, I feel her wet, slimy touch at my second entrance. “Don’t you dare!” I snap out of my daze.

“What makes you think you’ve got anything to say?” Her gaze sharpens as she grabs my hips and pulls me closer, exposing me even more.

“Nothing’s going in there, you hear me?”

“Yes, boss,” she says like I was her toy. The next second, her tongue is right there, at the forbidden spot, connecting with my body in a completely alien way.

“Mmmm,” she murmurs, pressing harder against me. “You’re sooo tasty! I’ll need much, much more of this…”

"You naughty girl," I whine weakly, convinced enough that she really wants to be right there.

“Oh, my, so incredibly sweet,” her hungry words are muffled against my exposed, tight entrance as she clearly begins to lose herself in the act.

I feel a flicker of doubt, but under her lustful eagerness, my fears melt like ice. There’s a feeling of deep surrender to her genuine want that prevails over everything. She doesn’t ask for permission—she simply takes, and there’s something irresistibly hot about that.

“Fine. If you want my ass…” I give in, as if I had a choice, “have it.”

“There it is,” she says, her voice soft, as her tongue flicks over the edge of my rim, working in slow, maddening circles. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

I can’t help the shiver that runs through me, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she pushes me further, her touch relentless.

Again I feel her fingers on me while her tongue persists on my least noble area. She is rougher this time, insistent and utterly indecent.

“Mrrawww,” she moans with greedy want, not holding back a damn bit, her touch possessive, claiming, invasive. The mix of sensations in me feels so surreal that my mind finally burns out and steps aside completely.

Suddenly, I am just a beam of energy with a single purpose, and that purpose is emerging right now in front of me.

“Ah, ah, ah, ah!” The loud moans are probably mine, but I can’t distinguish any piece of reality from a dream I might—or might not—be dreaming right now.

I feel this stunning woman on me, feel her penetrating me, but I can’t tell where or how. It’s all just pure ecstasy, sweet waves rocking my core in ways I could never be prepared for.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhhhh!” This time, I recognize my own screams as an earthquake erupts from the deeps of my pelvic area, sending jolts of pure power through the surface of my body.

I think I’m coming, but more than that, I’m just a medium for the ultimate, most primal force of nature, shooting through my body like a continuous lightning strike.

I can feel that I am shaking, but it’s a distant experience, as if I were dreaming something from the past and the future at the same time.

“Mmmmaaaarghh, ahh!” escapes my mouth as I squeeze a head between my thighs, opening my eyes to find a gorgeous face between my legs.

“Kimberly!” I scream, almost scared of her. I swear, I forgot for a moment that she was the one sending this ecstasy coursing through me.

“What the fuck! What the fuck!” I back away, almost panicked, sweet climax still throbbing in every corner of my body.

“Are you okay, boss?” she asks, drawing back slightly, and in my blurred vision I think I see a smile.

My brain kicks in again, and I find myself sitting in the chair, breathing heavily, a lukewarm puddle beneath my butt.

“Cara?” she asks again, sounding genuinely concerned for my well-being.

“I’m alright,” I whisper, “It’s okay… Everything is… okay!” I say, finally gaining some composure as the intensity slowly fades from my body, leaving me feeling marked forever.

“Oh,” she says, a wide smile creeping onto her face again. “That letting-go thing… Looks like you took it seriously,” she teases, satisfaction clear on her naughty face.

“I had an out-of-body experience, Kimmie,” I tell her, grateful just to be breathing again, “An out-of-body experience, you crazy girl!”

“Ha, ha, it sure looked like it,” she says, standing up.

“You’re a wizard, Kimberly! A witch!”

“Ha, ha!” she laughs adorably, straightening her outfit, looking as perfect as ever. “It’s amazing to see you so… awake!”

“Damn, Kimmie,” I laugh, not caring a bit that I’m still naked in front of this woman. “This was nothing short of a complete sexual transformation!”

“Get out!”

“No, really! You’re a master! You’re an absolute goddess!”

She looks visibly surprised by my words, and so am I.

“Cara, it was my pleasure. If you keep loosening up like this, maybe I’ll let you return the favor someday.”

“Oh, Kimmie… Kimmie!”








Thank you so much for reading!
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Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)
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