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Harder On You

There are bad ideas, and then there’s hooking up with your boss’s daughter.

Wendy has been making Matt’s life a living hell, and there’s absolutely nothing he can do about it because she’s the CEO's youngest daughter. When they finally hash things out and realize that they maybe kind of like each other, the only reasonable thing to do is secretly hook up in the office.

At first it’s exciting fighting like cats and dogs in front of others while going at it like rabbits everywhere else, though what starts as hot, casual fun inevitably turns into something much deeper. He adores every single inch of her but she refuses to give him a chance, so he’ll do anything to convince her that they should be together.

Harder On You is a workplace, enemies to lovers, transgirl and male erotic romance with sweet fluff and very explicit sex.


Chapter 1

“C’mon, Matt, one bite,” Robbie pleaded as I returned to our lunch table with my freshly microwaved container of ravioli. I’d made it from scratch using my grandmother’s recipe, and since she’d been born and raised in Italy, it was pretty safe to say that I was going to enjoy my meal.

While my co-worker enviously looked on, I used my fork to slice into one of the raviolis. “I told you, I’m more than happy to bring you a helping…for five dollars.”

I put the steaming bite into my mouth with an exaggerated flourish and made a big show of enjoying myself, rolling my eyes up into my head and moaning pornographically. Truth be told I only had to ham it up a little—I’d actually really outdone myself.

“First of all, gross. Second, you’re an asshole,” he said before taking a bite of his sad, much less appetizing turkey sandwich.

We usually took our lunch together later in the day, preferring to avoid the hustle and bustle of the office cafeteria during lunchtime. The company we worked for had well over 500 employees, and as natural introverts who preferred the company of computers over people, both Robbie and I did our best to avoid the majority of them.

I especially was looking to avoid one specific employee, though she somehow seemed to find me no matter where I tried to hide.

Robbie’s gaze drifted up to stare at something over my shoulder, and when his face morphed into a grimace, mine did too. Even if I hadn’t heard the fast, familiar clicking of her heels approaching me from behind, I would’ve known who—and what—was coming based on his expression alone.

The footsteps stopped next to our table, and I lazily raised my head to look up into the face of the person that I least wanted to see. Like usual she was pissed off with me—her blue eyes icy and her pink lips pursed—though to be honest, her expression was much more adorable than it was intimidating.

She was a few years younger than me at only twenty-three, and if she didn’t scowl at me all the time I might have actually found her pretty. Her frame was short and waifish and she couldn’t have weighed much more than a hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet, but that didn’t seem to stop her from puffing herself up like an angry blowfish.

“You rearranged my desk,” she snapped, tightly crossing her arms over her small chest. Or at least I assumed it was small; it was a little hard to tell because she always wore loose, sensible tops. ‘Sensible’ was probably a good description of her aesthetic in general, and while I borderline hated her, I could also admit that she usually looked well put together.

She seemed to especially enjoy wearing pantyhose and stockings, and to show them off she typically sported skirts. Today she was in a tight, solid black one, the hem of it falling to the middle of her thighs.

“Nice to see you too, Wendy,” I drawled back.

Wendy’s scowl deepened. “I wasted fifteen minutes looking for a thumb drive that contained a very important project presentation, and I was nearly late to my meeting with a potential investor because of you.”

My mouth fell open. I was usually among the first to admit when I was wrong or had made a mistake, but because of that I also wasn’t willing to take the blame for something that wasn’t my fault at all.

With my patience officially worn thin, I whirled around in my chair to face her more fully. “You knew that I was coming today. I sent you two emails and left a note in the support ticket that you opened, telling you to lock all of your important things in your desk because I’d have to move everything to install the monitor arms that you requested. I put it on your calendar.”

“Well, some of us are actually busy working and don’t have time to refresh our email a hundred times a day, but I doubt that you’d know anything about that. Next time put my things back where you found them,” Wendy snapped. She flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder and turned on her heel to click-clack away, leaving me dumbstruck as I glared at her retreating back.

If she were absolutely anyone else I would’ve told her to go fuck herself, but since she was the youngest daughter of the President and CEO and I actually kind of liked my job, I swallowed down my rage and took a deep breath instead.

Robbie cocked an eyebrow at me from across the table, the dark skin of his forehead wrinkling.

“Seriously, what the fuck did you do to her? She hates you, and is like a hundred times harder on you than anyone else.”

“Nothing!” I exclaimed. A few of the other late lunchers in the cafeteria glanced in our direction, and I quickly lowered my voice. “At least nothing that I can remember. I didn’t have time to do anything to her; she’s been hostile towards me since day one.”

I still remembered the first time I’d met her. Her father—Winston Barlowe, my boss and probably the richest man in Eugene, Oregon—had walked Wendy around the office himself and introduced her to everyone as the new Vice President of Marketing.

From the moment she’d laid eyes on me it had been pretty clear she wasn’t a fan, and when I’d held out my hand to her, she’d only frowned and briefly shaken it like I had leprosy.

I might’ve just shrugged it off and assumed that she was some sort of spoiled, stuck-up brat who didn’t want to fraternize with us “commoners”, but then she’d beamed and shaken Robbie’s hand as though she was running for office.

It was right around then that I realized she hated me, and only me, and now nearly six months later she was still finding all kinds of stupid little things to bitch at me for. I’d never had someone hate me so much without me knowing the reason why, and I was beginning to wonder if we’d been mortal enemies in a past life or something.

Dealing with her had put me in such a bad mood that I wasn’t hungry anymore, and I slid my lunch across the table. “You can have it,” I mumbled.

Robbie’s eyes lit up, and he snatched both the container and the fork from my hand. “Yes! Thank you, Wendy Barlowe!” he cheered. He stuffed a forkful of ravioli into his mouth, and just like I had only a few minutes earlier, he rolled his eyes and moaned like a porn star.

I grimaced with disgust. “You’re right, that is gross. I’m going back to work; wash the container and give it back to me when you’re done,” I said while standing and pushing in my chair.

With his cheeks stuffed full he shot me a thumbs up, and then I left him to his—my—meal.

I’d been hoping that doing some work would be enough to distract me from my anger, but for the rest of the day, I was so annoyed with Wendy that I could barely focus. Every time I so much as saw her last name I’d get pissed off again, and since her family’s name was all over everything—including the building—that meant I got angry a lot.

I was so distracted that I ended up having to stay late to finish up my remaining support tickets, and right as I was packing my things to finally head home for the weekend, I heard the dreaded sound of clicking heels fast approaching the IT office.

Moments later Wendy appeared in the doorway with her laptop bag slung over her shoulder. She opened her mouth to speak, her eyes already narrowed and her expression pinched, but before she could get a word out, I reeled on her first.

“Why the fuck do you hate me so much?” I shouted.

Wendy recoiled a bit, shocked by my outburst, and then she regathered herself and stomped forward to get right into my face. She poked a stiff finger into my chest and glared up at me with such hatred that I nearly took a step back too.

“Because I hate bullies. Especially ones that are cowards like you,” she sneered.

I blinked down at her, aghast, because despite how poorly she treated me I’d done my absolute best to be nothing but cordial towards her. I felt like I was going crazy.

“What? How am I the bully here? I’ve never done anything to you!”

Her scowl deepened. “About a week before I started, I came to the office to do all of my paperwork, and while I was trying out the lunch in the cafeteria you and Robbie sat right behind me. I heard you say that I was a rich, entitled, daddy’s girl who didn’t earn her position and would probably end up sinking the entire company.”

I cringed.

Hard.

I did vaguely remember complaining to Robbie about having to fulfill the many extremely specific tech requests she’d had for her workstation. I’d been buried under support tickets at the time, and had been annoyed that her tasks got pushed to the front of the line just because she was the boss’s daughter.

“And you know what? You’re right, I didn’t earn it,” she continued, “but I increased revenue by 10% last quarter with my ideas, and we’re on track for another 15% this quarter. This is the company my grandfather started, and I’m working my ass off to make it as successful as possible.”

Seeing how passionate she was about her job I regretted ever calling her spoiled and undeserving, and like a balloon deflating, all of my anger left me at once.

“Why didn’t you just talk to me about it instead of holding onto this grudge for six months? I would’ve apologized,” I said.

Wendy pouted. “I don’t know, because I was fucking sad that the really cute IT guy hated me when I hadn’t even met him yet, and then I just got super pissed off.”

I rubbed at my forehead, exasperated. It was very easy to forget because she tried so hard to appear mature and competent, but this was probably her first job and she was barely a year out of college. Her face still had a youthful roundness to it, and if I didn’t know any better I’d think she was an intern rather than the second in command of an entire department.

“I never hated you,” I said. “I didn’t even know you. I was just…venting. You know, bullshitting to make myself feel better at the expense of someone who wasn’t ever supposed to hear it. That’s no excuse at all though, so I’m really sorry.”

“You should be, because it hurt,” she said. Her shoulders finally relaxed—like a weight had been lifted from them—and then she sighed. “But I shouldn’t have been all passive-aggressive about it either, so I’m sorry too.”

“So we’re cool?” I asked, holding out my hand.

“We’re cool.” Wendy clasped my palm in hers, and I finally got the handshake that I should’ve gotten six months ago. Though her hands were dainty and softy her grip was surprisingly strong, and when she smiled, I was glad to finally have it aimed at me for once.

But now that we were no longer enemies and I didn’t want to push her through a window anymore, I felt my natural urge to be a little shit begin to emerge.

“Really cute IT guy, huh?” I teased.

Her cheeks reddened and she tried to pull her hand back, but I tightened my grip so that she couldn’t get away. Seeing that I wasn’t going to let her go until she answered, she rolled her eyes and scoffed.

“You know you’re cute. Objectively,” she added.

I gave a modest shrug. It was true that I had a somewhat rakish charm, with wavy dark hair and dimples that girls liked to poke their fingers into. When they learned I was second-generation Italian and that my name was actually Matteo, my attractiveness level usually shot up a few points.

Of course that only held if I kept my mouth shut and didn’t ramble on about college football or my latest PC build, and unfortunately I was terrible at the whole “shutting the fuck up” thing when it came to what I liked.

“You’re really cute, too,” I said. I tugged on her hand to pull her close before bringing my face down to hers. “When you’re not scowling at me, anyway.”

Wendy stared up at me with absolute bewilderment, her blue eyes roaming my face like she wasn’t sure if I was lying to her or not. Her gaze finally stopped on my lips, and then she suddenly leaned up on her toes and kissed me.

Her lips were very soft, and felt warm and pleasant as she pressed them tentatively against mine, but I was far too shocked to move.

I’d only meant to poke at her a bit; maybe do a little light, flirty bantering back and forth to smooth down the edges of our brand-new acquaintanceship. We’d become cordial barely two minutes ago, so going from fighting to kissing was a lot more whiplash than I was prepared for.

When I didn’t react after a few seconds, she backed away and held a hand over her mouth.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry. Fuck, I totally misread that,” she said. She looked mortified, like she wanted to crawl into a hole and be buried there, and that was enough to snap me out of my shocked stupor.

“It’s okay,” I said, because it was. I certainly didn’t object to the idea of kissing her. I was currently in a depressingly long dry spell when it came to the opposite sex, and hadn’t so much as held hands with a girl in nearly six months.

But it was a terrible idea to hook up with my boss’s daughter, and especially while we were still at work. There was absolutely no way it would turn out well, and the most likely outcome would be me losing my job.

So that was why I cupped her cheek, lifted her chin, and mashed our lips together.

It took a bit of time for us to find a good rhythm. Luckily she seemed perfectly content to let me take the lead, which was surprising given how she’d acted towards me all the way up to this point.

Once our kissing was more in sync and it felt like she’d relaxed, I took the risk of pulling her close so that her body was flush against mine. Though her chest might not have been very big her ass was nice and round, which was somewhat unexpected given her slight frame. I couldn’t resist reaching down to grab a hard handful of it, and she moaned luxuriously into my mouth.

As a side effect of having her pressed right up against me, I felt something hard begin to dig into my hip. My eyes popped wide open, and from my peripheral I spotted what could only be a dick tenting her skirt.

I’d had absolutely no idea that she was trans, but suddenly a hell of a lot of things about our company made more sense. I’d cynically assumed that we were so LGBTQ friendly for purely the social and economic benefits, but apparently the CEO had a very personal reason to be so supportive of that community.

It reminded me that I probably shouldn’t try to take things much further, because again—boss’s daughter—but my curiosity quickly got the better of me.

She didn’t seem to have noticed her erection yet, still far too lost in making out with me, though when I slid my other hand down to gently wrap it around her shaft, Wendy yanked herself out of my arms and jumped back about five feet.

“Umm…” Wendy started, her eyes going wide. She looked terrified, shrinking back away from me until she was pressed up against my co-worker’s desk.

I slowly walked in her direction, and when I was close enough I removed her bag from her shoulder to set it down on the desk next to her. She swallowed hard when I wrapped an arm around her waist and leaned in close, and when she didn’t stop me, I kissed her again.

She seemed to accept that well enough, but when my hand slid up her thigh and tried to get close to her dick, she froze.

“Do you not want to be touched there?” I asked, breaking away to stare down at her.

Wendy shook her head. “It’s not that, it’s just—you can ignore it if—”

I cut her off with another kiss to stop her nervous rambling, and then more boldly shoved my hand beneath her skirt to rub against her smooth thighs. She let me do as I wanted for only a minute or so, and then she pressed her hands into my chest to shove me away.

“I’m not easy,” she panted, glaring up at me with sharp eyes, “I’ve just liked you a little for the last six months. In between all of the hating, I mean. Otherwise, I definitely wouldn’t—” I firmly gripped her shaft through the sheer fabric of her pantyhose, and she gasped and seemed to forget what she was saying entirely.

My eyebrows rose. “Yeah? What part of me did you like?” I asked, because I honestly hadn’t been able to tell at all. If the way she’d treated me was her liking someone, I dreaded to see what it was like when she actually hated them.

“I liked the way you looked at me; like you wanted to grab me and slam me into the wall.”

I smirked a bit, because she was definitely right about that. Just thinking about her used to piss me off, so much so that I regularly fantasized about throwing her from the roof of our ten-story office building.

But now I wanted to slam her into the wall for very different reasons, and since I was nothing if not generous, I decided to give her exactly what she wanted. I picked her up—extremely easily, because she was so light—and being careful not to hit her head, I firmly shoved her up against the nearby wall.

Wendy gasped, her face turned bright red, and I swore that she almost swooned.

“Was that what you wanted?” I asked, looming over her. She nodded meekly, her blue eyes wide, and I grinned. Putting her on her back foot was a lot more fun than I’d expected it to be, and I continued to slowly stroke her through her pantyhose. “What happens next?”

“You, um, bite my neck,” she mumbled, blushing harder. “But no hickeys, bruises stay forever on my skin.”

“I don’t remember asking for your permission,” I growled into her ear. It was a bit of a gamble, but after the way she’d reacted to me taking the lead so far, I was starting to get the feeling that she liked a bit of roughness.

Her eyelids fluttered shut and she whimpered, her body shaking so hard and her heart beating so quickly that I actually began to grow concerned. I wanted to turn her on, not give her a heart attack.

It was really strange to see her acting so timid and compliant when she’d been terrorizing me for months, and I’d have been lying if I said there wasn’t some small part of me that was enjoying getting some revenge for everything she’d put me through.

But mostly I just liked having her in my arms, because I was horny, and she was really hot.

Wendy leaned her head to the side to reveal more of her neck to me, and with so much smooth, pale skin on display, I had a hard time stopping myself from attacking it. I started with my lips first, using them to nip at the slightly salty flesh, and then I lapped at the skin with long, flat strokes of my tongue.

It made her squeeze her eyes shut and her mouth hang open as she panted and sighed into the silence of the room. She’d shudder every time I dug my teeth in; hard enough to sting, but hopefully not hard enough to leave a long-lasting mark.

My smile widened further when I felt her dick grow beneath my touch. It didn’t feel overly large—maybe my size, or a little smaller—and enjoying her reactions, I squeezed her harder and moved my hand up and down faster. She seemed to really like that because she brought one of her legs up to wrap it around my thigh, pulling me closer so that we were pressed even tighter together.

Soon enough Wendy’s heavy breaths gave way to high, breathy moans, and she began to mindlessly grind her hips into my hand in search of more pleasure. I felt her swell through her panties, her shaft thickening until it became like hot steel in my palm.

After only another few more seconds of fast, firm stroking, her hips shot forward and she jerked hard against me. She wrapped her arms tightly around my neck, loudly gasping and moaning into my ear as she came.

To mask her voice she pressed her face into my neck, and there was so much of her warm cum that it seeped through the thin fabric of her pantyhose to get my palm wet and sticky with her seed. The strong, bleachy scent of it filled my nostrils, and her hot breath brushed against the side of my neck while she struggled to get her breathing under control.

As she came down from her orgasm she melted back into the wall, and if it weren’t for my arm still wrapped around her waist she would’ve crumbled to the ground. I grew a little concerned when she hadn’t moved for an entire minute, so I tucked her hair behind her ear to stare directly into her vacant blue eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Mmhmm,” Wendy hummed, tired and satisfied. Her eyes drifted over to look at something over my shoulder, and then they shot wide open. She pushed herself away from me, forcing me to set her back down on her feet. “It’s almost 8, we need to go. They’ll be locking up the office soon.”

While I looked on, Wendy grimaced and pulled her ruined underwear and pantyhose down her legs. She used them to mop up her mess, and then she wadded them up to stash them in her bag.

“Walk me to my car?” she asked. “I’m not wearing any panties because of you, so it’s extra dangerous for me right now.” She’d put herself back together somewhat, but her cheeks were still flushed and her lips were red and plump from the abuse they’d been put through. Besides those things though, she was back to the prim, professional Wendy I’d come to despise.

I couldn’t lie and say that I wasn’t disappointed. My own cock was still hard and straining in my khakis, and I had to reach my hand into my pants to adjust my erection so that it would be less noticeable when I walked out.

But I nodded and shouldered my backpack anyway, motioning towards the door of my office. “Lead the way.”

Luckily no one besides security and the cleaning crew was around to see us leave together, and when we stepped outside the sky was already dark. As we walked to the parking garage she kept a very respectable distance between us, which was a smart move since it wasn’t exactly a secret that we were mortal enemies. A lot of our co-workers liked to go out for drinks after work, and if any of them came across us it would’ve been hard to explain why we were suddenly so chummy.

We didn’t exchange a single word the entire time, which suited me just fine. With the foggy haze of lust somewhat dissipated, it allowed me to fully come to terms with what I’d just done.

It was pretty insane when I stopped to think about it. In the span of around half an hour, I’d squashed the longtime beef with my boss’s apparently trans daughter, viciously made out with her, and then jerked her off in my office. While I’d always been a person who was good at shrugging things off and rolling with the punches, that was a lot for even me to handle all at once.

When we reached the parking garage we took the stairs up to the second level where Wendy was parked. She drove an SUV that was older and more pragmatic than I’d expect from a rich girl, though looking at the rest of her I probably shouldn’t have been that surprised. Everything else about her screamed efficiency, so it made sense that she wouldn’t buy an overly expensive car if she didn’t have to.

She put her bag into the backseat and then turned to look up at me. “So, about..this. I know it’s nothing serious, but given the difference in our positions, we should still keep it a secret. No telling anyone about what happened tonight—even your co-workers.”

I nodded quickly, very relieved to hear her say that. Not because I was ashamed or worried about what people would say, but more because I wasn’t quite ready for my boss to know that I’d laid my hands on his youngest daughter.

“Makes sense. So, does that mean you’ll still be an asshole to me at work?” I asked, smirking and taking a step forward to crowd her against her car.

Wendy held her ground this time. “I can lighten up, if you want.”

I considered it for a moment, but the thought of fighting in front of others while also secretly hooking up in dark corners was surprisingly hot. “Nah, I can take it.”

“I’ll bet you can,” she said as her eyes glinted dangerously.

There was a sultriness in her tone that made me want to kiss her all over again. “Can I have your number?” I asked instead.

She looked surprised at first, but after a few moments she held out her hand for my phone. She typed it in and then looked around the empty garage, and not seeing anyone nearby she leaned up on her toes to peck me on the lips.

Before I could deepen it she slipped away, flashing me an impish smile. “Have a good weekend,” she said.

She quickly got into her car and started it up, and as I watched her slowly back out of her spot and drive off, I wondered if it was too soon for me to call her.


Chapter 2

I’d just finished downing my first cup of coffee when I heard the fast clicking of heels heading in our direction, and rather than feel the sinking dread that I used to, I had to fight down a grin when Wendy poked her head into the room. Like usual she was in a sensible skirt and sweater, the clothing hanging loose on her thin frame.

Her face brightened the moment when she saw me, but she was able to work it into a scowl right before Robbie looked up and noticed her.

“Come to my office, right now,” she snapped, her blue eyes sharp and angry. “Your cable management is a mess, and you need to redo everything.”

I returned her glare with one of my own. “I’ve been building computers for over a decade. There’s nothing wrong with my cable management.”

“I can always ask your manager to handle it,” she threatened.

If I didn’t know she was playing a role, I would’ve killed her. “I’ll be there in a few minutes,” I ground out.

Without another word, she sniffed haughtily and flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder before turning on her heel to walk away. I blatantly stared at her ass as she left the room, and to my eyes, it looked like she was putting a little extra sway into her hips for my benefit.

“Holy shit, I think she hates you even more this week. That look she gave you…dude, she wants to eat you alive,” Robbie said. His face changed then, becoming thoughtful. “If she murders you, do you think your family would adopt me as your replacement? I really want to be invited to those huge Italian family dinners you have.”

“Asshole,” I grumbled, throwing a piece of paper at his head that he just barely managed to duck out of the way of.

My phone buzzed a second later, and when I glanced down at it, Wendy had sent me a message of a kissy face next to an eggplant emoji. The implication wasn’t subtle at all, and it was hard to stop myself from grinning.

We’d been texting back and forth constantly over the weekend, and while the messages had started innocently enough, at some point they’d become…less so.

I wasn’t sure who had started it, but by Saturday night we were exchanging pretty explicit texts. She’d sent me a picture of herself in bed wearing little more than a thin tank top and tiny shorts that revealed a fairly prominent bulge, and I’d responded to that with a photo of myself only wearing a smile.

By Sunday night things had gotten really heated, and I’d sort of implied that I wanted to suck her off. Since she’d come to see me first thing Monday morning, it was fair to say that she was planning to hold me to my promise.

To better sell Wendy’s lie, I stood up and gathered a handful of cable clips and ties. “This might take a while, so message me if something pressing comes up,” I said while pretending to be annoyed. He gave me a sympathetic nod, and then I quickly made my way out of the IT room and over to the elevators to head up to the marketing department.

No one gave me a second glance as I waltzed past them on my way to Wendy’s office, and as soon as I walked in and closed the door behind me, she pressed a button on her desk to turn the clear glass walls opaque.

“You having a problem with your hard drive, Ms. Barlowe?” I drawled, grinning cheesily.

She rolled her eyes and curled her finger, and I playfully swaggered my way around her desk to stand in front of her. I placed my hands on the armrests of her chair and leaned in to kiss her hard, letting her feel every ounce of the hunger and excitement I’d built up over the past weekend.

We were much more synchronized than we’d been the previous week. Our mouths knew exactly what to do this time, and emboldened by how natural it felt, one of her dainty hands slid up to gently grip the back of my neck. She used it to draw me closer, deepening the kiss so that she could slip her tongue between my lips.

I could taste the coffee on her breath as our mouths moved together, and the more the pleasure built the louder her sighs became. From the corner of my eye I saw her hips wiggle and her thighs begin to rub together as her body instinctively sought relief from her own arousal.

Watching her squirm was so sexy that I had to pull away, and she looked both confused and annoyed until I got down on my knees in front of her.

“Um, I know we joked around about it last night, but you don’t actually have to do this,” she mumbled, suddenly nervous. She’d clenched her thighs together, though I noticed it did absolutely nothing to stop her dick from rising beneath her skirt.

“I wasn’t joking at all. Do you not want me to?” I asked while resting my hands on her thighs. I gently squeezed the soft flesh through her pantyhose, digging my fingers in deep as her pants increased in volume.

“Of course I want you too, but—”

“Then let me do it.” I pried her legs apart, and was taken aback to see that instead of the full pantyhose she’d worn the week before, she was now in thigh-high stockings. It gave me much easier access to everything I wanted to touch, so I had to believe that despite her bashfulness she’d been looking forward to it as much as I was.

I teasingly ran my palms up and down her thighs, feeling the smooth, silky fabric beneath my fingertips. Every now and then I’d brush up against the bulge stretching her panties, and each time her breath would hitch.

When her breaths grew louder and her expression became desperate, I finally took mercy on her and hooked my fingers into the sides of her underwear to pull them down her legs.

After that I pushed her dark blue skirt up to her waist, and with nothing obstructing my view, I paused for a few seconds to take her in. It was my first time actually seeing her dick—the week before I’d only touched it, and even then it had been through two layers of cloth—but with it pointing straight at me from my current position between her legs, it looked bigger than I’d expected.

The shaft was mostly smooth and straight, with only the slightest upward curve near the middle. Unlike me she was circumcised, revealing the pink, narrow head of her dick, and her cute little balls were drawn close to her body.

She gasped the moment I wrapped my hand around her. Without the barrier of her underwear it felt hot to the touch, and it throbbed so powerfully that I could feel her heart beating through it. I stroked the shaft a few times, watching it lengthen before my eyes with fascination, but then she lightly tapped the top of my head to get my attention.

“We don’t have a lot of time,” she said while impatiently staring down at me.

I rolled my eyes at her eagerness. “I know.” Despite saying that, I hesitated for a few seconds before lurching forward to take a few inches of her into my mouth.

Surprised by the suddenness, Wendy’s hips involuntarily bucked. It had the unfortunate-for-me side effect of forcing more of her cock down my throat, and as expected I immediately choked on it.

“Sorry,” she said, looking appropriately sheepish when I backed off to scowl up at her. “Please continue.”

Since I apparently couldn’t take her very deep without gagging, I focused most of my attention on the first few inches. I gently worked my lips down her shaft as she sighed with pleasure, and every now and then I’d swipe my tongue along its smooth underside to draw a stronger reaction out of her.

I never thought that I’d enjoy giving a blowjob—Hell, I never thought I’d ever give a blowjob—but feeling her squirm and hearing her moans increase in volume was a lot of fun. There was a strange feeling of power in having her at my complete mercy, even if I was the one sitting on my knees.

After a little while she slumped down in her chair to wrap her thighs around my shoulders, resting her heels on my back and then crossing her legs to hold me in place as she deposited sticky drops of her strangely sweet precum onto my tongue.

Right as her moans became more frequent and I felt her twitch and grow larger in my mouth, I heard the door of her office swing open. Wendy sat straight up and tightly clenched her thighs around my head to try to stop me from bobbing my head on her, but I used my lips to keep sucking on what was still resting in my mouth.

“Hey, Wendy! How was your weekend?” a cheerful, female voice asked.

“Um, good, and yours?” Wendy breathlessly replied.

“It was great! A lot of chores, but I had a really great date Saturday night!” The woman paused. “Are you okay? You look flushed.”

“I was exercising right before you came in,” Wendy lied. Somehow it annoyed me that she was able to remain so composed while I was still sucking her off, so I swirled my tongue around the head. She gasped—rather loudly, I thought—but her co-worker didn’t seem to have noticed at all. “It’s why I blocked the glass.”

The woman let out a gasp of her own. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry, I didn’t even notice. You almost never use it, and your door’s like never closed.”

“It’s okay, but close it on your way out, please,” Wendy said, not so subtly telling her to get lost.

I heard the door click shut, and then she loosened her grip on my head to lean back and glare down at me. “You didn’t lock the door, asshole.”

“Whoops.” With her thighs no longer trapping my head I was able to take more of her in, and just like that all of the annoyance faded from her face. She placed her hands on my head and dug her fingers into my dark hair as I more earnestly slid my lips up and down her shaft, sloppily sucking and slurping on as much of her as I could fit.

After a series of increasingly louder moans and whimpers, her back arched up off of her chair. Her thighs tightened around my ears again, and then she let out a final long, high moan as her cock expanded between my lips.

My mouth was quickly filled to overflowing with thick spurts of cum, and because she was squeezing my head too tightly, there was nothing I could do but gulp it all down. It didn’t taste anywhere near as bad as I’d expected—it was heady and salty and a little sweet too—but it still left a lot to be desired.

Even as she came down from her orgasm I kept working her over, using my lips to suck out every last drop. Eventually she became too sensitive to take it anymore, and she relaxed her grip on my head and allowed her thighs to fall away from my shoulders.

I let her slip out of my mouth and looked up at her again. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and sweat beaded on her forehead as she lay limp and boneless in her chair.

It took a good long while for her to regain enough of her faculties to stare down at me, and when she did she looked completely satisfied.

“Holy fuck that felt amazing,” she said in one breath, smiling lazily while her hand cupped my jaw. Her thumb gently swiped over my bottom lip, and then her brow wrinkled. “Wait, did you swallow it?”

I rolled my eyes. “You didn’t really give me a choice.”

I helped her pull her panties back up her legs, and after she finished readjusting her clothing, she walked over to the door and finally locked it. She returned to sit on the edge of her desk right in front of me, offering me a hand to pull me to my feet.

“You know, I actually called you in here to return the favor for last Friday. I felt really bad about leaving you hanging like that, but I was kind of overwhelmed with how quickly everything happened,” she said while spreading her legs wide.

Catching the hint, I stepped between them. “That’s nice of you,” I said.

I leaned down to kiss her, but right before my lips touched hers, she turned her face away and instead reached down to slowly unzip my pants. She slipped a hand into my underwear to pull out my already hard, leaking cock, and her soft hand felt so great around me that I groaned.

Wendy smirked at my reaction. “I know. I’m a very nice person.” She grabbed the small bottle of hand lotion sitting on her desk, and when she squeezed some into her palm, I smelled lavender. She opened her hand and lifted her eyebrows, telling me what to do with her gaze alone.

I didn’t waste any time sliding myself into her now slippery hand, and she gently wrapped her fingers around my shaft to form a tight, slick seal for me to fuck. Since I was already so aroused from sucking her off, my orgasm quickly built with each slow, firm thrust of my cock into her fist.

While I worked to get myself off her bright blue eyes stared intensely into mine, but beyond gently squeezing her hand every time I pulled my hips back, she didn’t try to help me at all. There was something really sexy about her silently watching me with an amused little smirk on her face while I slid myself between her slick fingers, and it was also hot knowing that if anyone walked in at that moment it would’ve looked like I was fucking her.

After an embarrassingly short amount of time my shaft swelled in her hand, and predicting my impending orgasm, Wendy grabbed a handful of Kleenex from the box on her desk. She placed them at the throbbing head of my cock just in time, because I was cumming hard into her hand before I knew it.

My knees buckled beneath me, and I could barely hold myself up as I spurted thick ropes of cum into the tissues she was holding. I gasped and grunted much louder than I probably should’ve, the pleasure far too great for me to stay quiet.

“Good boy, let it all out,” Wendy cooed, almost mockingly. It was only then that she began to move her hand, sliding it up and down my length while gently squeezing to coax out what remained.

When I was done ejaculating and my dick was soft and withered, I rested my face in the crook of her neck to place tired, sloppy kisses against her skin. I could just barely make out the faint chatter of our coworkers in the distance, and I really hoped that they hadn’t heard me groaning like a dying buffalo.

“Wow, that was a lot,” she said as she tossed the sopping wad of tissues into her trash can.

Hearing the smile in her voice, I stood up straight to halfheartedly glare at her. “You’re one to talk. I almost drowned in yours.” My eyes landed on the clock sitting on her desk, and I frowned.

I’d been in her office for nearly half an hour already, and while it would’ve been nice to fool around a little more, it was a Monday morning and we both needed to do some actual work before someone came looking for us.

I was just tucking myself back into my underwear when she awkwardly cleared her throat.

“So, you like the Ducks?” she asked. At my confused frown, she shrugged. “You have like three different Oregon hoodies, and I’ve seen the mug on your desk too.”

I thought about teasing her for paying so much attention to what I wore despite supposedly hating me, but since she was talking about one of my three favorite things, I grinned excitedly instead. “Oh, yeah, I love them! Especially football. And I’ve been going to games since I was a kid, in case you think I only like them because they’ve been on a winning streak.”

Wendy tucked her long blonde hair behind her ear. “Well, I can get you tickets to a game, if you want.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I said though I knew my face was probably betraying how I actually felt about her offer.

“It’s not a big deal. I’ll ask my dad and let you know.”

I crushed her into a tight hug. “You have no idea what this means to me. Thank you, Wendy.”

“Um, sure,” she mumbled. She let me hold her for a little while longer, but all too soon she pulled away to smooth down her sweater. “You should go before someone catches you in here.”

She made sure the coast was clear for me, and then trying to be as casual as possible I slipped out of her office and made my way back down to my floor.

It was really hard to school my features into the annoyed expression that Robbie was expecting when I felt so satisfied and happy, but if he noticed that I seemed weirdly upbeat, he didn’t say anything.

“Oh, hey, you’re alive. Too bad, I was going to steal your lunch,” he said as I sat down at my desk. His brow furrowed after a moment, and he raised his nose to sniff the air. “Do you smell lavender?”

I shrugged my shoulders and swiveled around in my chair to hide my smile.

“Nope.”


Chapter 3

Only a few days after offering, she’d handed me a ticket, and then a week after that I was decked out in my best Oregon Ducks gear and scaling the steps to get to my seat. I hadn’t been to the stadium in over a year and was looking forward to watching the game, but that wasn’t why I was so excited.

I’d assumed that at best she would just get me a seat closer to the action, but never in my wildest dreams did I ever think I’d be able to watch a game from one of the private suites overlooking the field.

Since I was a kid I’d looked up at the glossy windows of the stadium and wondered what it would be like to be one of the rich fans drinking and enjoying the game from the best seats in the house. They were reserved for rich alumni, boosters, and other sponsors though, and unfortunately the chances of me becoming any of those were pretty slim.

I opened the door to the suite listed on the ticket, and the moment I stepped inside, my jaw dropped.

It wasn’t overly fancy—the stadium had been built almost sixty years ago after all—but compared to the rest of the fans who had to sit on the bleachers outside, it was impressive. The walls were painted with pastel green and yellow, and the school’s logo was emblazoned on the dark green carpet.

Large flat-screen TVs were mounted to the walls, showing pregame commentary and live footage of the crowd. There was a small bar tucked into one corner of the room, and various finger foods and snacks were set up on the countertops.

Some people were milling around the suite—talking, drinking, and eating—while others were already in their seats awaiting kickoff. It was hard to believe that I was up there, and I couldn’t wait to brag about it to my dad afterwards.

“Hey,” a girl called as I stepped further into the suite.

“Hi,” I distractedly replied. I felt a cool hand wrap around my forearm to get my attention, and only then did I look down at the person grabbing me. “Wait, Wendy?”

I was really surprised because she hadn’t mentioned that she’d be going to the game too, but more than that I didn’t recognize her at all.

She looked just like any other university student, wearing a pair of very short black jean shorts, a cropped yellow University of Oregon T-shirt that revealed a strip of her pale, smooth stomach, and clean white sneakers. A pair of dark shades sat on the top of her head, tucked securely into her long blonde hair.

The thing that stuck out to me the most was that despite her overall slenderness, her legs and ass were actually much nicer than they looked in her baggier work clothes. While I’d gotten to touch her body to my heart’s content over the past couple of weeks she was always fully clothed, and clearly feeling and seeing were two very different things.

“What? I love football,” she said defensively. “My dad’s been taking me to games since I was a kid too.”

“It’s not that, I just didn’t recognize you; I figured you only owned skirts and sweaters,” I teased.

“Well, I didn’t think you owned anything other than polo shirts and khakis,” Wendy shot back, taking in my dark jeans, Ducks jersey, and cap. She paused for a moment and frowned. “Are you disappointed that I’m here?”

“Of course not, I’m glad there’s someone here who can help me not feel so out of place.” I pulled her into a hug and she readily returned it—almost wrapping her whole body around me—and I noticed that she even smelled different, wearing something much fresher and fruitier than she did at work.

She slipped away first and looped her arm through mine to lead me around the suite. Everyone in the room already seemed to know her so it was clear that she was a regular fixture, and when she introduced me to them she referred to me as ‘my co-worker Matt’ which suited me just fine.

After we’d greeted what seemed like a few dozen people and grabbed a couple of drinks, we sat down in our assigned seats and settled in for kickoff.

It was amazing to experience a game from the best seats in the house. Not only did I have the perfect view of the entire field, but not having to wait in long lines to pay through the nose for overpriced concessions was a benefit I hadn’t even considered.

I’d half expected her to be on her phone most of the time, and was pleasantly surprised when she instead cheered harder than I did. She also knew more about the Ducks than me, rattling off all kinds of stats and pieces of team history with ease. Her eyes were bright and excited as she spoke, and seeing how much she was genuinely enjoying herself, I smiled.

It was a side of Wendy I hadn’t known existed. She constantly surprised me, and every new thing that I learned about her made me like her that much more. I probably should’ve been concerned by that, but it was hard to care when I was having so much fun.

When it was over we walked out of the stadium together, the both of us still buzzing from how great the game had been. It had ended in an absolute blowout, with the Ducks dominating and running up the score on the other team.

I was so immensely grateful to her for the experience, and though it seemed like words couldn’t fully express how I felt, I decided to try my best anyway.

“Thanks for inviting me. This was honestly the best day I’ve had in a while,” I said.

“Because the Ducks won?” she asked.

“Because I got to hang out with you.” Wendy rolled her eyes and scoffed while I cracked a smile. “And yeah, because the Ducks won.”

Wendy smiled back, though for someone who usually walked with such purpose, she really seemed to be dawdling now. I was supposed to be escorting her to her car, but she was moving so slowly that I began to wonder if maybe she wasn’t quite ready to go home yet.

“Do you want to come over to my place? It’s not too far from here,” I offered.

“For what?” she asked. I raised my eyebrows a little, and she flushed. “Oh. I, um, didn’t prepare for that.”

“That’s okay, I just want to hang out with you longer. We can stop by a bar or something instead if you’re that worried I’m going to make a move on you,” I said, wiggling my eyebrows.

My stupid joke seemed to have relaxed her somewhat, because she shrugged and shook her head. “No, I’d like to see where you live.”

We walked the ten or so remaining blocks to my apartment in the early August heat, and while I would’ve liked to have taken a few minutes to tidy things up, the moment I opened the door Wendy pushed her way inside.

I watched her move around my living room to take in my sports posters, photos of my friends and family, and nerdy knick-knacks. It felt really strange to have her in my space, and even stranger that it felt as though she belonged there.

“Is this your bedroom?” she asked, even as she was already opening the door like she owned the place. She walked inside and I quickly followed, worried because I was pretty sure that it was a mess.

To my surprise she immediately plopped down on my bed, and then she sat back on her hands to stare up at me in a way that I could only describe as alluring. Despite what she’d implied earlier, it certainly seemed like she wanted me to make a move.

“I thought you didn’t want to do anything,” I said. I slowly approached the bed, giving her an ample amount of time to stop me. She didn’t, so I leaned down to loom over her.

Wendy mirrored my movements, moving close enough for me to feel her lips ghost against mine. “I’m allowed to change my mind.” She finished closing the distance to carefully slant our lips together, though it very quickly became filthy when she slipped her tongue into my mouth.

To better hold me in place she brought a hand up to caress my cheek, and while she did that, I lowered mine to slip it into the top of her shorts. She was already hard when I gripped her, and I was surprised to find the shaft slippery with her precum.

I twisted my fist around her to tease the sensitive skin, and since there was no one around to catch us, the noises she made were markedly louder than usual. She made no efforts to quiet her gasps and whimpers, her voice growing in volume the more turned on she became.

It was a lot of fun trying to see what sounds I could get out of her, but growing impatient with just kissing, I broke it to unbutton her shorts and rip them down her legs. At the same time Wendy kicked off her sneakers and pulled her t-shirt over her head, and I stood up straight to fully take her in.

She was wearing a dark green sports bra and matching panties—both with little white ducks on them—and as I raked my eyes over her slim body, I couldn’t stop the wide, amused smile that spread across my face.

“You weren’t kidding about your school spirit,” I teased.

Wendy hid her face with her hands. “I told you I wasn’t prepared for this. If I’d known you would try to get me into your bed I would’ve worn my good underwear.” She paused for a moment, and then sighed. “Well, my better underwear.”

“This actually really does it for me,” I said, and I truly meant it. Her underwear was cute, sure, but more importantly, I’d been wanting to see what she looked like beneath the barrier of her normally loose clothing for weeks. Getting to see her in something that revealed a lot more of her pale, smooth skin was a nice treat, and I liked everything I saw.

I nearly salivated at the idea of getting a chance to take my time with her. It had been hot sneaking around at first—and still was, most of the time—but I was beginning to grow tired of only being able to get my hands on her for a few minutes here or there while looking over my shoulder the entire time.

The riskiest place we’d fooled around in had been the tech supply closet. Luckily when Robbie had caught us walking out of the small room together, he’d only thought we were breathing hard and red-faced because we’d been arguing.

I leaned her backwards until she was lying on her back, and while I hovered over her slender body, I slipped a hand beneath her bra to cup one of her perky breasts. She sucked in a sharp breath the moment I touched her, and then she gasped when I squeezed hard.

Emboldened by her reaction, I pushed her bra above her chest and latched my lips onto one of her stiff pink nipples. She sighed and placed her hand on the back of my head as I swirled my tongue around it, arching her back off of the bed to shove it deeper into my mouth.

I spent a good few minutes dividing my attention between both breasts, licking and sucking on the perfect teats until she was loudly panting into the quiet of my room. When I glanced down her body I saw that her dick was tenting her panties, the tip of it forming a large dark wet spot in the dark fabric while also distorting the images of the little cartoon ducks.

After releasing the nipple in my mouth with a quiet ‘pop’, I sat up to pull her panties down her legs. Her hard cock popped up to smack wetly against her belly, leaving a sticky spot of precum on the skin.

I brought her panties to my nose to smell her musk and sweat, and she let out an indignant, adorable squeak.

“Don’t sniff them, you freak!” Wendy exclaimed. She tried to kick me in the stomach with a bare foot, but I grabbed it out of the air and grinned.

“Fine, then I’ll just smell you directly,” I said while throwing her underwear over my shoulder. I grabbed her other foot too when she tried to use it to push me away, and with her defenses defeated I was able to shove my face directly into her groin.

She smelled the same exact way as her underwear did, only much, much stronger, but with her face red she pushed my head away and curled her legs up to protect herself.

“This isn’t fair. Why am I the only one who’s naked?” she grumbled. She sat up to get at my jeans, and with deft fingers, she unbuttoned them to pull them down along with my underwear.

While she did that I whipped my jersey off to throw it into a corner, and now completely naked, she stared up at me with her front teeth digging into her bottom lip. My body wasn’t much to write home about but I stayed in decent shape, and based on her reaction she liked what she saw.

She pressed her face right up against my cock, and she wasn’t subtle at all about smelling me even though I was still somewhat sweaty due to the long walk from the stadium.

“Hypocrite,” I said.

“Shut up. Do you have a condom?” she asked.

My eyebrows shot up. I’d just been planning to have her sit on my face so that we could try out sixty-nining; actual sex was something we hadn’t discussed yet.

“Are you sure?”

Wendy nodded—somewhat shakily, I noticed—so I jumped off of my bed to rummage around in my nightstand before she could change her mind. I hadn’t had anyone over in such a long time that I worried I might be out of luck, but at the very back of the drawer I found a small bottle of lube and a half-finished box of condoms. Both were still good for another year, and I almost raised them high in triumph.

After rejoining her on the bed though, I hesitated. I wasn’t all that experienced with anal beyond fingering, and even that was something I’d only tried a couple of times with my ex. She hadn’t enjoyed it much, so unfortunately getting my dick in her ass had been completely out of the question.

But Wendy was different. Though she was a bit shy initially, once I slipped a slick middle finger inside of her cute, pink little asshole, her body shuddered and she let out a soft, pleasured moan. She was very tight but it had gone in surprisingly easily, leading me to believe that she wasn’t a stranger to having it played with.

I added a second finger to loosen her up further, and noticing that she’d gone still, I leaned down to lavish some attention on her neck to help her relax. It didn’t work at all, and through the smooth skin I felt her pulse quicken and her body begin to shake from what I was pretty sure was fear.

Concerned, I backed away to stare down at her. There was only one reason I could think of as to why she’d be so nervous.

“Are you a virgin?” I asked.

“I have toys and stuff at home,” she mumbled.

“That’s not what I asked you.”

Wendy hesitated for a moment before nodding, averting her gaze away from mine. She looked embarrassed, even though it was absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.

But I was still very surprised; so much so that I stopped moving my finger completely. It seemed impossible that a beautiful girl like Wendy could make it into her twenties without having had a few encounters.

“Do you not want to sleep with me now?” she asked with a disappointed frown.

“Obviously I still want to, but are you sure that you want it to be me?”

“I’m naked and in your bed right now. I’m sure.”

Despite saying that she still looked a little scared, so I focused much more on making her first time as pleasant as possible and spent longer than I’d initially planned on getting her comfortable. When she finally relaxed enough to where I felt like we could take the next step, I grabbed one of the foil packets and ripped it open with my teeth.

As I rolled the condom down my shaft I took her in again. I’d never thought of someone as looking delicious before, but having her naked below me—her soft curves and her smooth, pale skin that turned pink at its extremities—made my mouth water.

I wanted to touch and taste everything.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she mumbled.

“Like what?” I asked as I added more lube to my cock.

“Like you like me or something.”

“Then you’re asking for too much.”

Her face warmed, and she scoffed. “Just get on with it.”

Smirking down at her, I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her forward until her thighs rested on top of mine. It almost perfectly aligned my tip with her asshole, and I waited for her to nod before I slowly pressed my hips forward.

When I finally popped inside of her, she gasped sharply and winced. For her sake I forced myself to hold still—even though she felt warm and tight and amazing—and I had to grit my teeth to stop myself from coming right away.

To help distract the both of us, I ran my hands up and down her stomach. I cupped and squeezed her breasts each time they were within my reach, and once her brow relaxed again, I continued to work myself the rest of the way inside, one excruciatingly slow inch at a time as she whimpered and moaned softly beneath me.

I was able to bottom out much easier than I’d expected, and I spent a few seconds luxuriating in the feeling of her silky slick tunnel wrapped around my cock. When I looked down to check on her, her lips were pursed and her eyes were shut, but the nervousness that had been on her face had fully faded into calm thoughtfulness.

It was hard to tell what she was feeling from her expression alone. We’d only been friendly-ish for a few weeks now, and I wasn’t able to read her even at the best of times. So that’s why when she opened her eyes again to stare up at me with a tear-filled gaze, I immediately felt concerned.

“Everything okay?” I asked, massaging her thighs with my fingers.

“Yeah, I think so. I’m just really relieved to finally get it over with,” she said.

“Gee, thanks.”

She rolled her eyes. “You know what I mean. Everyone else I know lost their virginities back in college or high school, and I don’t think I realized how much it was weighing me down. That pressure’s gone now.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, because I was also curious as to why it happened earlier. Wendy was pretty, smart, and didn’t seem particularly prudish, so there was no way there hadn’t been dozens of guys ready and willing to sleep with her.

But then her thighs tightened around my waist and she ground her ass hard against me, and suddenly I no longer cared about anything other than fucking her.

I made sure to start easy though, rocking my hips in short, slow thrusts to spread her open. At the same time I gently fondled her leaking dick, occasionally swiping against the sensitive skin below the head with the pad of my thumb. From the way she squirmed I could tell that she really liked that, and I liked it too because it made her clench around me.

The slicker her insides became the easier it was to fuck her, and once I was sure she was ready for it, I gradually lengthened my strokes and sped up my pace until our hips were softly clapping together. Her small breasts jiggled each time I buried myself deep, and the movement was so hypnotizing that I began to hump her harder just to watch them bounce.

She was clearly enjoying herself, because she crossed her legs behind my back and used them to draw me in deeper. Looking down at her vacant expression she didn’t seem fully aware of what she was doing, and unable to help myself, I leaned down to kiss her pink, parted lips. It trapped her slick dick between our stomachs—the smooth, sweaty friction punishing it from both sides—and she gasped breathily into my mouth.

Her soft squeals and sighs activated something primal in my brain and I began to thrust into her faster, building up to a quick, measured pace until she was moaning steadily. It was becoming increasingly difficult to stay gentle with her, especially when the sounds she made became louder the harder I fucked her.

Her eyes rolled back and her eyelids fluttered before she squeezed them shut, and then her back arched high off of the bed. I felt her dick grow to its full length between us—the shaft becoming harder and the veins becoming more pronounced—and moments later, her orgasm overwhelmed her.

She crushed me to her chest and wailed loudly into my ear, twisting and jerking so violently that I nearly slid out of her. Her own dick jumped and swelled with each thick, creamy spurt that shot from her slit, and her hot cum splashed against our stomachs until we were both sticky and drenched.

Her spasming also had the wonderful side effect of making her asshole tighten around me. It felt amazing, and it was so much tighter than any pussy I’d ever fucked that I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to go back.

When she was finished her legs fell to the bed again. She stared up at nothing, and she appeared so thoroughly well-fucked and out of it that I felt a bit of pride swell in my chest as I watched hers rapidly rise and fall. None of that stopped me from fucking her though, and I continued to shove my cock deep even though she’d gone limp beneath me.

It took awhile, but eventually she caught her breath and the haze of her afterglow faded enough for her eyes to focus their attention on me again. She looked relaxed and ethereal, and I was drawn in by the full force of her warm, happy smile.

My chest squeezed in a way that I wasn’t prepared for—so much so that my thrusts momentarily faltered. Through my lust-addled gaze, Wendy’s mussed hair, pleasure-flushed skin, and kiss-bruised lips made her look like the most gorgeous woman in the world, and for the first time since we’d met I had the thought that I wanted to keep her forever.

I shook my head and grit my teeth to push the traitorous feeling down. Thoughts like that weren’t allowed in whatever our situation was, and I redoubled my efforts in humping her prone, slender body to distract myself.

Wendy seemed to love that though, and she wrapped her legs around my hips again and used the additional leverage to push herself onto my cock. She’d then clench down each time I pulled out, milking my cock and exponentially increasing the amount of pleasure that I received from her asshole.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” she panted, smirking up at me in a way that was almost mocking. I didn’t know when our positions had switched, but when I opened my mouth to say something about it, I moaned instead. “Come on, Matty, you can do it. Give me everything.”

Assured by her urging, I pumped my cock in and out of her as hard and fast as I could. While I was worried that I might hurt her, the smug smile on her face only grew, and after that any thoughts I’d had of being gentle with her were gone.

Wendy met my every thrust as I mindlessly drove my dick into her ass—swirling her hips and squeezing me in a way that had me doubting her virginity—and following a final series of especially hard, short jabs, I groaned loudly and plunged myself deep before exploding inside of her.

It was the most intense thing I’d ever felt. My muscles strained as bolts of pleasure shot throughout my body, burning my nerve endings and flooding me with a rush of euphoria while I filled the condom to overflowing. I wasn’t sure what kinds of sounds I made as I emptied my balls, but I was sure that I had given her absolutely everything just like she’d wanted me to.

I continued to shake long after my orgasm was over, and to stay grounded I had to squeeze her tight. She’d absolutely drained me, and had done it with a huge, self-satisfied smile on her face.

After what felt like hours, I finally eased myself out of her gaping asshole and collapsed on top of her, our tired cocks and sticky stomachs pressing wetly together. She kept her bare legs wrapped loosely around my waist to hold me close, and her fingernails gently scratched at my scalp as I gasped and gulped down deep breaths of air.

It was nice and so delightfully soothing that I was tempted to fall asleep right there in her arms, even though that was probably much more intimate than what either of us should’ve been doing. She was also pretty thin and I didn’t want to crush her, so I rolled off of her to lie on my back.

“How serious is this?” Wendy asked, sitting up on an elbow and resting her head on her hand to stare down at me. I must have looked wary because she quickly clarified. “I’m not asking because I’m in love with you now or anything, I just want us both to properly manage our expectations.”

I shrugged a tired shoulder. “I don’t know. Maybe we see where it goes?”

“So it’s only sex, and we’re ‘keeping it casual’,” she said while making air quotes with her fingers.

“I guess. I think going from hating to dating each other in a couple of weeks seems fast, and that we should take some time to figure out if this should be something more. I hope that’s okay.” It sounded flaky and fuckboy even to my ears, and I was worried she’d be upset about it.

Instead I was both surprised and a little insulted when she looked really relieved.

“That’s perfect. I’m glad we’re on the same page about this; I’m not quite sure about you yet, or if I’ll ever be.” She playfully squinted down at me, but something told me that she meant every word.

I could see what looked like pain flash behind her eyes, though it disappeared so quickly that I wondered if I’d imagined it.


Chapter 4

With sex officially on the table, the next few weeks were a hell of a lot more fun.

While we still snuck into quiet corners during the workday to make out, touch, or suck each other, if there was even a modicum of privacy she usually preferred to fuck. So far I’d fucked her over her desk, with her riding me while I sat in her office chair, and even once against the wall in the stairwell closest to the roof where no one ever went.

Every single time we’d swear up and down not to do it again because it was too risky, and every single time we’d go back on it as soon as one of us got even a little bit horny.

At one point I was visiting her at least once a day, strolling past our co-workers and then locking the door behind me once I was inside. She’d immediately block out the windows, pull up her skirt, and then we’d get right down to business.

Sometimes it felt like she was trying to make up for lost time and was using me as a convenient sex toy so that she could check items off of her ‘sexlist’, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain about it. Having my balls drained every day did a lot to smooth over any feelings I had of being exploited, especially since I was doing a little exploiting of my own.

It was all going great until one of the girls on her marketing team commented on her constant computer problems, and unfortunately, that had been the end of that.

With her office off-limits and Wendy still living with her parents, we could really only go to my place if we wanted any kind of privacy. Luckily, I lived within easy walking distance of our job. Once most people clocked out for the day, we’d sneak back to my apartment, fuck around for a couple of hours, and then I’d drive or walk her back to the parking garage so she could go home.

The previous Friday she’d come over like usual, and since we didn’t have work the next day, we’d ended up having what could only be described as marathon sex. We went at each other for hours—only taking breaks to snack and rehydrate—and at the end of it, she’d had to sleep over after being too exhausted to drive.

Feeling her soft, warm body cuddled up against me as we slept and then making breakfast together in our underwear the next morning gave me a glimpse into what it might be like to have her as my actual girlfriend. I once again had the thought that I wanted her, but I wasn’t able to shove it down as well as I had before.

Which was complicated because I’d been the one who had been pushing the idea of keeping things casual in the first place.

My phone buzzed with a new message, and I smiled when I saw that it was Wendy. She was on her way to save me from my co-worker, because while I normally loved the guy, I really wished he’d leave.

Normally Robbie left work early on Fridays, but he’d apparently gotten into it with his girlfriend and was currently in no rush to get back home. As long as I was in the office he’d stay too, which was annoying because Wendy and I had plans for the evening.

“You get a girlfriend or something?” Robbie asked, peeking over my shoulder to look at my phone.

I just barely managed to hide the screen. “What?”

“I haven’t said anything because I was waiting on you to tell me about it, but you’ve been looking at your phone and giggling like a little girl for weeks now,” he said.

“It’s just someone I’m talking to,” I mumbled back.

He fully swiveled around in his chair, his dark eyes shining. “Oh shit, really? Tell me about her.” He playfully rested his chin on his palms, and I sighed inwardly. When Robbie wanted something he could be annoyingly persistent, so I decided that the best course of action was to give him something.

“Well, she’s super smart, driven, pretty, and she has some of the best legs that I’ve ever seen. We actually have our first real date tonight, and honestly, I’m really excited about it,” I said, unable to stop a smile from spreading across my face.

I’d bitten the bullet and asked Wendy out, and after taking a few days to think about it, she had finally agreed. Since we were still pretending to be enemies and going out in public together was a bit of a dicey prospect, I’d decided to make her dinner at my apartment.

Unlike me she didn’t seem all that thrilled about our date, and had clearly only agreed to it to make me happy. It was kind of a blow to my self-confidence, though I really hoped she’d become a little more open to the idea of dating once I’d wined and dined her.

There was also another reason I wanted to invite her over, but I was saving that surprise for when the time came.

“That’s awesome, man! If it works out, you two should double-date with me and Rosa. You know, once she no longer wants to gut me like a fish,” Robbie said.

Knowing how reluctant Wendy was to take the next step, I flatly smiled. “Yeah, we’ll see.”

Our conversation was cut short by a very familiar clicking of heels, and while Robbie’s face soured, I had to bite back a grin. The more time Wendy and I spent together the harder it became to pretend that we hated each other at work, and truthfully it was getting exhausting. Putting on an act and having our own little secret had been fun and exciting at first, but having to frown at her when I really wanted to smile was beginning to wear on me.

Wendy walked through the door and stopped at my desk, her arms crossed and her expression cold, but I couldn’t stop myself from looking her up and down with blatant appreciation. She’d actually dressed up for our date, wearing a thin, sleeveless black top and a short, colorful flowy skirt, and like usual she was in sheer black stockings because she knew how much I loved them.

Her blonde hair was teased into light, bouncy waves, and a pair of fancy earrings dangled from her lobes. It was almost a shame that we were staying in because I really wanted to show her off.

“I’m going to need you to stay late today,” she said. “Something’s wrong with my computer, it’s running really slow.”

Before I could answer with my usual rancor, Robbie jumped in. “What’s the issue? I can probably help you with it.”

Wendy and I both stared at him, surprised. Normally he had a very “sucks to be you” attitude whenever she came looking for me.

“Um, no, that’s okay. He should fix the problems he causes,” she said, just barely able to regroup.

Robbie shrugged. “Well, sorry, but can’t help you because he’s got a huge first date tonight. This is the first girl he’s been excited about in like a year.”

Wendy turned her gaze back to me, and I swore she grew horns. “Oh, really? What’s so great about her?” she asked while doing her best to feign disinterest.

“Well, I haven’t met her personally, but Matt said she’s really smart, driven, beautiful, has amazing legs—”

“Okay,” I cut in, interrupting him before he could embarrass me further, “I’ll stay late and help you with your problem. Happy?”

Robbie frowned. “What about your date?”

“It’ll be okay. I’m sure it’s an easy fix, so I’ll leave directly from Wendy’s office and head straight home. You should head on home too; putting off talking to your girlfriend won’t make things any easier on you.”

“I guess you’re right.” He shut down his computer and shouldered his backpack. “Well, text me and let me know how the date goes. Later, Matt. Wendy,” he said, narrowing his eyes at her as he left the room.

I listened for the ding of the elevator arriving before I allowed myself to fully relax, but once she was sure that we were alone, a smile far too smug to be real stretched across Wendy’s face.

“So, who’s this smart, driven, beautiful girl with amazing legs that you’re so excited about? Do I know her?”

“Shut up,” I grumbled, and while she laughed her head off, I finished packing up my things so that we could take the elevator up to her office and gather hers too.

Since she would be intentionally spending the night at my place this time she’d packed a weekend bag, and given how small it was, it didn’t seem like she was planning on wearing much clothing. I was usually horny but Wendy was insatiable, and if we had her way I knew we’d be fucking nonstop all weekend.

We left the building together with her walking a few feet in front of me so that it didn’t look like we were together, and it gave me the chance to mentally review the list of things I’d have to do once we got to my apartment.

I’d already assembled the food that morning so the dish only had to be popped into the oven, and I’d made us a few appetizers to nibble on while we drank wine and talked and waited for it to finish cooking. We’d probably make out a bit too since it was kind of an inevitability anytime we were alone together, but I really did want to have a conversation with her that for once didn’t revolve around sex.

Wendy clearly had some plans of her own, because the moment we stepped through my doorway, she pulled off her top to expose her small breasts and her hard, pink nipples. She then unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, and my eyes grew larger when I saw that she was naked save for her heels and stockings.

I greedily took in her perfect, slender body, and her long legs looked especially delicious through the sheer, dark fabric. Her heels were much taller than usual and very clearly brand new, and it was really hard to believe that she hadn’t worn them solely for my benefit.

“We have to have our date first,” I said when I was able to speak again.

The sound of her high heels clicking on the hardwood floor was loud as she stepped close enough for her cock to press warmly against my thigh. “The conventional wisdom is to fuck first and eat after.”

I didn’t need to be convinced. “Hold on for a second,” I said, almost sprinting into my kitchen to set the oven timer.

After popping the food inside, I rushed back over to pick her up. She wrapped her legs around my waist so that I could more easily carry her into my bedroom, and then I threw her down onto my white cotton sheets.

“You really do love my legs, don’t you?” Wendy asked, staring down at me with a little smirk on her face as I began to run my hands all over the silky sheer fabric covering her thighs.

“I like all of you. Your lips,” I said while pressing a kiss to them. I moved down to her chest and squeezed her tits together. “Your breasts,” I continued before kissing those too. Her pants grew louder as I slid my way further down her body, and when I finally got to her waist, I planted a kiss directly on the tip of her cock. “And your dick is pretty nice too.”

“That’s it? You love it but it only gets a little kiss?” she teased.

I swallowed hard as nervousness began to set in, because there was another reason why I’d wanted to have this date at my place.

“Actually, I was thinking we could try you on top tonight. If you want.”

Wendy sat up to stare down at me with wide, hopeful eyes. “Are you sure? I don’t want you to feel pressured,” she said. Her words were saying one thing, but her face was saying something else entirely.

Lately she’d been dropping hints about wanting to fuck me, saying how great it felt to have a cock in her ass and how she wished that I could also experience what it was like to have a prostate orgasm.

At first I’d laughed it off as bedroom talk, but sometimes when we were lying in bed together she’d playfully rub herself against my butt, sliding her dick between my cheeks until she got hard and I had to suck her off to placate her. Since it’d happened more than once she was clearly interested in the idea, and if I was being honest I was curious about it too.

“Well, if you don’t want to—” I jokingly started. Before I could finish my sentence she swapped our positions, and then she had me naked and on my back in a minute flat. She sank down to her knees to sit between my legs, smiling up at my confused frown.

“This is all feeling a little too one-sided, don’t you think? You asked me out, made me dinner, and now you’re even going to let me fuck you. I need to show my appreciation somehow,” Wendy said while breathing warm air on my dick.

I shrugged and settled back into my bed sheets, because I certainly wasn’t about to argue against receiving a blowjob.

The first thing she did was take me into her hand, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and squeezing to make it expand in her grip. She slapped my cockhead against her tongue a few times—the corners of her mouth quirking upwards when I gasped—and then she brushed her soft lips over the tip to give it a wet, sucking kiss.

It felt fucking amazing. Already precum was beginning to drool from my slit, and she greedily licked up with her warm, pink little tongue. She sucked the fat head into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it a few times, and after taking a quick breath, she pressed forward to take me down to the root.

Pleasure shot up my spine, and I hissed loudly because the warmth and tightness of her throat was agonizingly perfect. She’d already been pretty good at sucking dick when we had first started fooling around, but in the last couple of weeks she’d become an absolute menace.

She sucked in hard and used the soft inner skin of her cheeks to gently massage the shaft, and then she used the rough flat of her tongue to tease everything else. Her lips made loud, sloppy sucking sounds as she bobbed her head and slurped all over my dick, the angle of her head changing every few strokes to work me into a different corner of her mouth.

The entire time her sharp blue eyes stared up into mine to carefully watch my every reaction, and that more than anything made me groan.

While I was distracted by her mouth, a wet finger wormed its way into my asshole and I grunted hard. For the last week or so she’d been fingering my ass each time she gave me a blowjob, working it deep and twisting it around as if she was trying to gradually get me used to being penetrated. I always came a million times harder when she did it, so I didn’t even complain when a second finger found its way inside of me too.

She curled them upwards to firmly scrape against the area behind my balls, and when my legs jolted, she pulled me out of her mouth. Thick strands of my precum and her saliva kept her lips connected to my cock, and she beamed smugly at the pleasure-drunk look on my face.

“Found it,” Wendy panted while still stroking my spit-slick shaft with her other hand. She began to target the spot more deliberately, and at the same time, she sucked me back into her throat.

The combined feeling of both her mouth and her fingers quickly became too much for me to handle. Eventually I had to lie my head back against the bed and shut my eyes, because it was the only way that I could hold myself back from letting go too soon.

Right as I was about to fill her mouth with cum, she abruptly rolled me over onto my stomach so that my butt hung off the side of the bed. I heard the sound of my nightstand being opened and the faint crinkle of a condom wrapper, and then I jumped at the feeling of cold lube being spread around my asshole by something much thicker than her fingers.

“Are you ready?” she asked, though it sounded more like she was talking to herself than to me. Her voice carried a hint of nerves, which I completely understood because I was feeling pretty apprehensive about it myself.

I nodded my head, and then she slowly but steadily slid her hips forward. Once the head of her cock slipped past my rim, the rest of her soon followed, and she sighed happily as she fully sank her dick into my asshole. Her soft, naked body pressed me down into the bed, and while she wasn’t heavy, I still felt like I couldn’t breathe.

“Oh my god, yes,” she breathily moaned, her cock twitching and throbbing inside of me as though it was even more eager to get started than she was.

Unlike when I’d fucked her for the first time she didn’t give me much time to adjust, and she almost immediately began to rock her hips against my butt. Her thrusts were slow and clumsy to start with as she struggled to get used to the movement, and in the meantime, I felt stuffed full.

It was uncomfortable, but it really hadn’t hurt much after the initial sting of her popping inside. There was more of a vague pressure and soreness than any kind of pain, and even that lessened the longer she fucked me.

Once Wendy settled into a steady rhythm, she slipped a hand between my belly and the bed to gently grip my cock. Her fingers were still slick from playing with me, and being attacked from both sides at once made me completely unable to stop myself from moaning.

I suddenly understood why she was noisy when we had sex. As ashamed as I was to admit it, I’d assumed that Wendy had been playing up her reactions solely for my benefit. It had seemed unfathomable to me that being fucked in the ass could feel as good as she made it sound, so when I’d offered to let her have a turn on top I didn’t think it would be that big of a deal.

I was very, very wrong.

A strange, smoldering fire built deep within my core, and the longer she fucked me, the hotter it burned. The entire time she stayed as close to me as possible, her hard nipples digging into my back and her warm breath brushing against the side of my cheek.

“It feels really good, right?” she panted into my ear. “This is why I wanted to fuck you.”

I moaned my response—far too out of it to speak properly—and she giggled almost mockingly. She kept gyrating her hips every time she bottomed out in my ass, and the feel of her scraping harshly against my prostate was threatening to permanently break my brain.

The quiet clapping of our skin gradually turned into a vicious slapping as she inevitably lost her patience and began to pound me into the bed. It had the both unfortunate and amazing side effect of grinding my cock more firmly into her slippery hand, and the feel of both sensations blending together made my head buzz.

I’d already been on edge from the extremely thorough blowjob she’d given me, but she was now drilling my prostate so consistently that my eyes rolled back into my head. I felt overwhelmed by pleasure, and soon after that, I dug my fingers into the sheets and exploded.

Rather than shooting individual spurts like I was used to, my semen flowed out in one long stream that pooled beneath my body. My orgasm was also more intense and lasted much, much longer than my normal ones, and it seemed to be happening everywhere instead of just staying concentrated around my dick.

The feeling of my butthole clenching and fluttering around her must have pushed her over the edge too, because after a series of soft whimpering and whining sounds, she shoved herself deep and joined me only a few seconds later.

Wendy gasped and moaned into my ear as her cock pulsed and throbbed inside of me, and even through the condom I could feel the heat of her cum. The warmth was somehow extremely satisfying, and I shivered hard beneath her.

She continued to grind her hips against me long after she was empty, almost as though she was trying to milk as much pleasure from my ass as she could. Once her balls were fully drained and she came back down to earth again, she kissed me hard on the shoulder and pulled herself out to collapse beside me. The sound of her exit made an embarrassing, wet, sucking noise, but I was far too exhausted to care.

“How was that?” she asked while resting an arm across my sweaty back.

It took me a long few seconds to figure out how to best answer her question. My brain was still scrambled, and I couldn’t seem to form a coherent sentence.

“Good,” I said eventually. I feel a little sore.”

“It’ll go away soon. It did for me, anyway.” She paused for a moment, her smile shy but happy. “That felt amazing, but I think I like it better when you fuck me. Like, my entire body goes crazy.”

My legs involuntarily twitched. “Yeah, I know what you mean.” The oven timer beeped, and I groaned. “I should check on the food.”

I gingerly rolled out of bed to find my underwear, and when I landed on my feet my knees nearly buckled. It took me a long time to regain enough of my balance to slide them back up my legs, and then I walked on shaky legs to the kitchen.

After I removed our dinner and waited for it to cool, I used my time alone to figure out how I actually felt about everything that had just occurred.

It had been a lot more intense than I’d expected it to be—so much so that my asshole kept twitching and I continued to feel the echoes of my orgasm thrumming beneath my skin. I’d been a little worried that being on the bottom would change something about me or the way that I saw myself, but it was safe to say that I’d enjoyed it and definitely wanted to try it again at some point.

Not for another week at least, though, because my ass ached a bit.

When I returned to my room with the food she was sitting up against my headboard, still naked except for her sheer stockings, but she’d removed her high heels and had her legs tucked beneath her. She stared up at me with large, worried eyes like she was expecting me to be angry with her, and I only had myself to blame for that. I had left things a bit strangely, even if it had only been because she’d fucked me into a stupor.

Her shoulders relaxed when I smiled, and then her gaze fell to the bowl of chicken and pasta I was carrying. “That smells great,” she said while reaching out for it.

I handed her the bowl before climbing onto the bed to rest against the headboard next to her. When I was settled, Wendy scooted close, leaned back on my chest, and began to eat.

At first she’d take a bite for herself and then scoop some up for me, holding a hand beneath the fork to avoid accidentally dripping food onto my sheets. As she continued to eat though, the bites coming to me became less and less frequent until she was stuffing only her face.

“This is so good,” she moaned.

I couldn’t help feeling smug at the way she’d cleaned her plate, even if I wished she’d shared a little more. “I’m glad we found something you’ll actually eat.”

Wendy frowned. “I don’t know if I can come over here again. I’m totally going to get fat from your cooking.”

“You’d have to eat more than once a day to get fat,” I said with a small roll of my eyes. “I really wish you would take better care of yourself. You’re young now so it’s fine, but skipping meals and not sleeping enough is going to catch up with you eventually.”

“Aww, are you concerned about me, Matty?” she teased, nudging me playfully.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, I am. And you looked beautiful today, by the way. I’m not sure if I said so yet.”

“Oh. Thank you.” Her face had gone a little red, and she turned her eyes away from me to stare down at the now empty dish instead. “Why did you say all those things about me to Robbie?”

“Sorry. I know we’re supposed to keep this a secret, but he’s persistent. I tried to be as vague as possible about you.”

“It’s okay, I sort of had to tell my mom and dad about you too,” she admitted. “They were freaking out about me getting home so late the last couple of weeks, and when I mentioned I probably wouldn’t be back at all this weekend, I couldn’t really avoid saying that I was seeing someone. Casually.”

“Oh, okay,” I said. I wasn’t really surprised; they had to know she was doing something with someone.

“And, um, I wasn’t going to tell you this at first, but they want me to bring you to our Labor Day barbecue.”

My heart jumped. I knew that I’d eventually have to talk to her parents if things got any more serious, but Labor Day was in only a couple of weeks. I needed at least a year to prepare myself to meet her dad.

However I really liked her, and if she was inviting me to a family thing, then that meant she probably liked me more than she was letting on too.

“If you think I should go, then I’ll go, but I’m terrified of meeting your dad. I mean, he’s my boss, and I’ve been fucking his daughter. A lot.”

Wendy’s lips curled up into a smirk. “Don’t worry, I’m pretty sure he won’t fire you or anything.”

“Great,” I groaned.

“I’m joking, he’s not like one of those sitcom dads who’ll meet his daughter’s date with a shotgun. If I’m happy, he’s happy, so keep me happy,” she said, playfully squinting up at me while poking me in the chest.

It was so cute that I smiled, and I wrapped my arm around her naked waist. “So, if I’m meeting your family, does that mean I’m your boyfriend now?”

Her expression froze. “I really like you,” she started.

“But?”

“I’m still not sure about you.”

“Which part of me?” I asked, completely unable to hide my annoyance. I was tired of getting mixed signals from her, and more than that, it kind of hurt. Only a minute ago I’d been so sure that we were headed towards a more well-defined relationship, and now she was pulling the rug out from under my feet.

Her mouth opened and I thought she was going to answer, but then she quickly snapped it shut again. “Can we please talk about it again later?”

She looked more upset about it than I did, so I sighed and decided to let it drop. Wendy was smart and level-headed, and she probably had her reasons for hesitating.

I just really wished she’d share them with me.


Chapter 5

“That’s a lot of blondes,” I said as we stepped through the back gate leading to her huge backyard. There had to be over twenty of them, and then like something out of a horror movie, her entire family turned to look at us all at once.

As the only dark-haired person for probably miles, I gulped nervously and wondered if it was too late for me to run back to her car.

After spending the night at my place, Wendy and I had gotten up bright and early to drive up to her parent’s house. They lived nearly forty-five minutes away, and I didn’t know how she stomached such a long commute every day.

She had to be getting home at almost midnight on the days she came over to my apartment, and then waking up early the next morning to drive all the way back downtown for work. It didn’t seem safe for her to be behind the wheel when she was so tired, because the kind of sex we usually had wasn’t very gentle.

Between that and her not eating enough I was really becoming concerned about her health, but since she’d made it abundantly clear that we weren’t together, I just had to bite my tongue and do what I could to mitigate the effects.

“Just smile and nod,” Wendy mumbled as we were swarmed by three women who looked a hell of a lot like her. Like she had at the football game she introduced me as just “my co-worker Matt” to what were apparently her sisters, but this time I didn’t feel happy about it at all.

In fact, I felt pretty annoyed. After all the time we’d spent together over the past couple of months, she could’ve at least introduced me as her friend.

None of her sisters seemed to buy it though, and they kept needling us for more information even as we went around to greet the rest of her family.

My irritation with her gradually faded, because it was a lot of fun watching how differently she behaved. At work she was prim and proper, and with me she was mischievous and coy, but around the people who knew her best she reverted to her role as the bratty, attention-seeking baby sister.

I couldn’t help smiling at it, and I hoped that one day she’d feel comfortable enough with me to act so free.

As we sat at one of the picnic tables to eat an early lunch of burgers and french fries, a small commotion arose near the back gate. I glanced up to see what was happening, and then I saw a guy around my age being greeted with clear excitement by the rest of the Barlowes.

He was tall and somewhat handsome, with tousled brown hair and an easy grin. He wouldn’t have looked out of place on the set of a soap opera, or maybe something more respectable like a reality dating show.

Her sisters got up from the table to greet him too, but Wendy stayed seated. When I glanced down at her to ask why, her face had gone completely blank.

“Who’s that?” I asked, watching as he made his rounds to greet the rest of her family. He was clearly very popular and everyone seemed to know and like him, and it was only Wendy who didn’t look particularly thrilled about his arrival.

“A neighbor,” she replied. Her face darkened when he finally got around to us, and especially when he took the seat next to her.

“Hey, Wendy,” he said, smiling brightly.

“Hi.” Her tone was short and completely disinterested, but her neighbor didn’t seem to catch the hint.

“I haven’t seen you in a few years. It’s almost like you’ve been ducking me,” he joked. “How’ve you been?”

“Fine.”

There was another long, awkward pause, and once it became clear that she wasn’t planning to continue the conversation, I jumped in.

“I’m Matt, Wendy’s co-worker,” I said while offering him my hand.

He firmly shook it, giving me the same politician’s smile he’d flashed at Wendy.

“Andrew, my parents live down the road and I’m in town for the holiday. Wendy and I are old friends, so I thought I’d drop by for a few minutes and say hi.” He shifted his dark eyes back to look at her. “I heard you’re at your family’s company now. You’ve always wanted to work there, and it’s awesome that you’re finally getting the chance to do it.”

She still didn’t look at him. “Yep.”

I glanced between the two of them with confusion. It was strange to see her coldness and hostility being directed at someone who wasn’t me, and for a person who was supposed to be her friend, she clearly didn’t want him around.

Andrew appeared to finally notice that too, as he awkwardly cleared his throat and stood to his feet again. “Alright, well, I’m gonna talk to your dad. See you later,” he said before quickly making his way over to where her father was working the grill.

The entire time he’d been talking to us Wendy hadn’t looked up at him once, and even now that he was gone she was still poking at her half-eaten burger. That in itself wasn’t very unusual given how she usually ate, but the miserable frown on her face was.

“Do you want to go for a walk?” I asked.

She nodded silently, and together we got up from the picnic table to walk down to the lake her family’s huge house sat on. She kept her arms tightly crossed as we shuffled along the shore, and her expression was dark and brooding.

“What’s wrong?” I asked after it became clear that she wasn’t planning on speaking first.

Wendy stopped and turned to look up at me, her eyes empty and her long blonde hair blowing in the wind.

“Are you using me?”

“For what, your body? Maybe a little; you’re pretty hot,” I joked.

She didn’t laugh back. “Using me to get free box seats, or to get close to my dad.”

“What? Wendy, I didn’t even know you had box seats until you gave me the ticket,” I said, my anger rising. “And in case you haven’t noticed, I’ve been avoiding your dad as much as I can. Why would you think I was using you?”

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” she said bitterly.

At first, I felt extremely insulted. I’d never asked her for anything besides her attention, and unless she mentioned her family I usually forgot that she had money at all.

Everything I liked about Wendy had to do with her, and her alone.

But then I saw the way her eyes watered and her lips trembled as she glared up at me. She looked much more hurt than upset, so I forced myself to swallow my anger.

“Who did that to you?” I sharply asked, because it was the only reason I could think of as to why she’d be lashing out at me. She involuntarily glanced back towards the party, and the answer immediately became obvious. “Was it Andrew?”

Wendy’s face soured, and I knew that I was right when she avoided my gaze. “It was a long time ago,” she said, staring down at her interlocked fingers. “I had a huge stupid crush on him, and I thought he might’ve liked me too because he said and did all of the right things to my face. We texted every day, went to football games together, and he came with us on some of our vacations. And then I found his secret Twitter account and learned he’d been making fun of me behind my back the entire time. He posted the most disgusting things, and retweeted stuff from people who hated my existence. He only pretended to be my friend so that he could use my dad’s connections to get into Oregon.”

I stared down at her, shocked to learn that the friendly guy who’d been all warmth and smiles towards Wendy actually hated her.

Up until now so much about her had been confusing and frustrating, but the pieces were finally beginning to fit together. It made complete sense as to why she hated bullies so much, and why overhearing me speak poorly of her had thrown her into such a blinding rage.

It also explained so much of her reluctance to officially date me. I’d begun to worry that it was because I couldn’t afford her, or because she simply didn’t like me the way that I liked her.

Really it was just because the last guy she’d trusted had completely shattered her heart.

“How bad was it?” I asked.

“It was bad.”

The lack of elaboration told me everything I needed to know. “Why haven’t you told anyone about what he really thinks of you?”

She shrugged her shoulders and sighed. “You saw how it was when he arrived. Everyone loves him, and by the time I found out about everything he’d already gone off to college. It wouldn’t have changed anything if I told my family about it, and I was so ashamed that I just wanted it all to go away. I know it’s pathetic.”

“It’s not pathetic, Wendy. You were a kid, and he knowingly took advantage of your feelings to get what he wanted.” She still looked guarded, and I sighed. “Look, I started hooking up with you because you’re hot and I was horny, and I probably shouldn’t admit this to the girl I want to go out with, but I’m really not that ambitious. I’m perfectly happy being a regular, mid-level IT guy, and I don’t have any major career goals beyond throwing money into my 401k until I can retire early at 55.”

Wendy peered up at me, her blue eyes darting between mine as though searching for any hints of deception. She must not have found any, because she frowned and stared down at the ground.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled. She looked so defeated that any lingering anger I held towards her completely dissipated, and I pulled her into a hug that she readily accepted.

“I’m sorry for what he did to you, and I really want to punch him in the mouth. Do you think he’s still here?”

“Don’t do that,” she replied, though it sounded very half-hearted to my ears. She paused and looked up at me again, her eyes anxious. “Can I really trust you?”

“I can’t promise that we’ll stay together forever or anything,” I said, “but I can promise that if we ever do go our separate ways, it won’t be because I used you. The only thing I’ve ever wanted from you is you.”

She went quiet again. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking about, but whatever it was made her face cycle between about a dozen different expressions. I waited nervously for her response, gripping her tighter the longer she went without speaking.

“Do you want to see my bedroom?” she finally asked after a lengthy silence.

I thought the change of subject was really abrupt—at least until I saw the fiery look in her eyes. “Okay.”

Wendy grabbed my hand and dragged me through a small door on the side of her house, and then we quietly snuck up a flight of narrow stairs to reach a long hallway. Her room was at the end of it, and once we were inside she closed the door and locked it behind us.

I didn’t fully know what she was after until she pushed me backwards to make me lie down on her large, cushy bed, and then when she jumped on top of me, there was absolutely no doubt.

“Your family’s downstairs,” I said as she firmly settled herself on my lap.

She leaned over me to pin my wrists down to the bed, and her long blonde hair fell like curtains around my face. “Then don’t make too much noise.”

“You’re the loud one,” I shot back.

I started to say something more, but she shut me up with a kiss that wiped every coherent thought from my mind. Her lips were always searching and eager, though this time there was a craving for me that felt completely new.

After a minute or so she sat up to whip her tank top off over her head, and then she pulled down and kicked off her little running shorts. I lay back and watched her undress with attentive eyes, all but salivating as she revealed each and every inch of her pale, smooth skin.

“You’re always staring at me like that,” she mumbled when she was fully naked. For some reason she’d placed a hand over her privates, and I noticed that she’d gone a bit pink in the cheeks too.

I almost laughed. I couldn’t believe she could still get embarrassed after everything we’d done together.

“It’s not exactly weird for me to stare when there’s a hot naked girl standing over me.”

The compliment made her screw up her face, but it also had the desired effect of helping her relax enough to continue. Just like she’d done for herself she pulled my shorts and underwear down to my knees, and then her fingers moved up to unbutton my shirt next.

Rather than fully remove it she only pulled it off enough to get my arms caught in the sleeves, and in my current position, I couldn’t move an inch. I was completely at her mercy, and judging by the huge smirk on her face, that had been her plan all along.

She reached under her bed for an old shoe box, and while I looked on, she flipped it open to reveal a truly insane amount of sex toys. There were all kinds of vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, and anal beads, and I was extremely relieved when she just grabbed a large bottle of lube.

She popped the cap open to drizzle some on the tip of my cock, and after spreading it around to make my whole shaft wet and slippery, she straddled my hips again.

“No condom?” I asked. I watched her slide a hand down to finger herself while her hard pink dick strained and waved around in the air, and the sight was so fucking sexy that I had to glance away.

“We don’t need one.” She removed her fingers with a quiet ‘slurp’ to take hold of my shaft instead, guiding the flared head to her little pink asshole. She bit her lip as it spread her open, and then applying a bit more force, she slowly yet steadily sank herself down until she’d taken all of me. When I was almost fully inside of her she wriggled her hips, lodging my cock deeper to sit more firmly on my shaking thighs.

I leaned my head back and groaned at the feeling of Wendy’s tight, raw asshole stretched around me. It was so much warmer and wetter without the condom, and I wasn’t sure if I could ever go back to using them with her again.

She stayed mostly still as she got reacquainted with my dick, though every now and then she’d swirl her hips again both to loosen herself up and make me moan. Her tip drooled sticky droplets of precum onto my stomach each time, and she’d scoop it up and push it into my mouth so that I could suck it off of her finger.

As good as she tasted and as fucking hot as it was to have her looming naked over me, my patience with her very quickly ran out. I tried to hump myself up into her asshole, and it was only then that she smirked and finally began to move.

She rose slightly to allow some of my cock to slide out of her, and then dropped right back down with a heavy ‘smack’ as the warmth and weight of her fleshy ass slapped against my thighs. She waited a few seconds before doing it again, and while it felt incredible, it was far too slow for any kind of pleasure to build.

“You’re a fucking bully,” I groaned after she’d repeated the agonizingly slow movement for the third time.

Wendy squeezed me with her ass and grinned wider when my eyelids fluttered. “Sure am.” Despite saying that she took pity on me and sped up, the smile on her face fading a bit as she focused more on bouncing up and down on my cock.

The rhythmic, meaty thwapping sounds of our coupling grew louder the harder she slammed herself onto my dick. To better balance herself she kept one hand resting on my chest, and with her other, she toyed with and squeezed her own nipples. Every time she slid down my cock she slightly adjusted the angle in search of that perfect spot, and I knew the exact moment she found it from the way she gasped.

After that, she went wild. There was no mercy at all in the way she humped me—her movements much more for her benefit than for mine—and while I was glad that she was enjoying herself, I was far too out of my mind with pleasure to truly care.

Between the sight of her gyrating, the sounds of her moans, the sweet taste of her precum, the sharp smell of her arousal, and the feel of her asshole gripping my cock in its slick, tight vice, she brutally overwhelmed every single one of my senses.

The familiar tightening in my stomach and tingling at the base of my shaft quickly became too much, and despite my best efforts to make things last longer, I was going to cum. Normally I’d have tapped her thigh to warn her about my orgasm, but with my arms still tied up in my own shirt, the only thing I could do was squirm beneath her.

“Wendy,” I gasped.

Her eyes opened into slits, and she stared down at me with a smug, lazy little smile as she continued to ride me hard into the mattress. “I love it when you say my name like that.”

“No, I’m—fuck—”

She finally got the hint once I threw my head back and arched my back up off of her bed, and right before I came, she stood up on her knees so that my dick slipped out of her with a loud, wet squelch. I only felt the warm air on my length for a moment before she replaced it with her fist, twisting it firmly around my slick, sensitive cockhead to finish me off.

Fireworks exploded behind my eyelids, and every single thought or feeling that I’d been having was completely wiped away and replaced with mindless, blinding pleasure. My muscles clenched hard with each spurt of cum that I shot into the air, the first few shots reaching as high as my chin before it gradually lessened to splatter against my stomach.

I was honestly shocked by the amount that came out of me. We’d slept together the night before so I should have been relatively empty, but she’d turned me on so much that my balls had gone into overdrive to give her the eruption she was after.

When I became fully aware of where I was again, Wendy was kneeling over my groin and draining my shaft of every drop I had left with the largest smile on her face. She giggled darkly and appeared to take great delight in making me writhe and fidget to get away from her now slimy hand, and it was only after I whimpered and curled in on myself that she took enough pity on me to let go.

But my relief was very short-lived. Through horrified eyes I watched as she sat back down on my half-hard cock, and there wasn’t a single thing that I could do to stop her. Like before she swirled her hips hard against me, only now I was so sensitive that it felt like torture.

I was completely at her mercy. I couldn’t slow her down nor make her speed up, and any attempt to make her do either of those things was flatly ignored. The only thing I could do was grit my teeth and hope that she’d cum soon, and judging from the way she was grunting and moaning and trembling on top of me, it probably wouldn’t be that much longer.

She steadily increased her speed until she was riding me rough and fast, the bed shaking and squeaking beneath us as she ground her ass onto my dick. In my desperation to help her along so that I could rest, I humped myself up into her to make our skin slap together even louder.

It was clear she liked that a lot from the way her sighs lengthened and her moans increased in volume. Her skin flushed pink and her head rolled back, revealing miles of smooth, perfect skin that I wanted more than anything to sink my teeth into.

When she finally orgasmed it seemed to come as a shock to us both. Out of nowhere she clenched down hard around my dick, and then moments after that she let out a high, soul-shattering wail.

Wendy thrashed and jerked and seized, one hand squeezing her breast in a death grip while the other burrowed into the sheets as she struggled to hold herself up. Her teeth dug hard into her plump bottom lip, trying and failing to mask the sounds slipping out of her throat.

Watching her fall apart on top of me was by far the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. The thin sheen of sweat covering her skin made her glow in the light streaming through her window, and her long hair fell in messy, golden waves around her thin shoulders. I was so entranced by her that I was only vaguely aware of her hot cum splashing against my chest and stomach to join the puddle already there, our seed pooling and blending together until I didn’t know where mine ended and hers began.

After a while her arms gave out and she collapsed on top of me, her slender, sweaty body plopping right into our combined, sticky mess. Her breath brushed hotly against my neck as she struggled to get a hold of her breathing, and she shivered and shuddered so uncontrollably that it shook me too.

I would’ve liked to hold her and help her through it, but the best I could do was whisper things about how beautiful she was and how much I had loved watching her cum.

It took a really long time for her shivers to stop. Every time I thought she was done she’d twitch with another aftershock, which had the lovely side effect of making her asshole squeeze around my cock until it softened enough to slip out on its own.

She leaned up to press a sloppy kiss to my cheek, and then a moment later slid off of me to rest her head on my shoulder because we were both too warm to stay stuck together.

“You might’ve ruined me for other guys,” she mumbled tiredly.

“I didn’t really do anything, though. You just used me like a human dildo.”

Wendy rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about the sex—even though that was amazing—I mean with everything. I think I’d given up on love until I met you, but you’ve been more patient and honest with me than any guy I’ve ever met. After we stopped hating each other, anyway.”

I cracked an arrogant smile. “Did you just admit that you love me?”

“Shut up.” She buried her face further into my shoulder. “I’m saying that you’ll really hurt me if you’re lying.”

My heart broke a little, but I also felt extremely happy. Until now Wendy had kept her walls sky high when we were together, so for her to say something that vulnerable was a tremendous step.

The last person she’d trusted had traumatized her so horribly that she’d completely closed herself off from anything serious, and it would probably take a lot more work to prove to her that she deserved to be wholeheartedly loved.

I was more than ready for that challenge though, because she was worth it and I really, really wanted her.

“Then it’s a good thing that I’m not.”

We lay in bed for a little while longer—mostly recovering and occasionally sharing a kiss whenever the mood struck us—and once the redness in our faces faded and our breathing returned to normal, we cleaned up in her bathroom and redressed to head back downstairs. My hair was now a mess and my shirt was extremely wrinkled, but short of taking another five minutes to iron it there wasn’t much I could do about it.

It had been nearly an hour since we’d first disappeared, and because of both that and probably Wendy’s loud moans too, we received a lot of amused, sideways glances when we returned to the party hand-in-hand. I ignored all of them though, and with a confused Wendy in tow, I marched straight up to where her father was removing the last of the hot dogs from the grill.

If I wanted to be with Wendy, then I couldn’t hide from him anymore. He’d been perfectly nice to me when I’d greeted him after we’d arrived, but knowing what I’d been doing with and to his daughter for the past couple of months, I found it hard to feel at ease.

“Mr. Barlowe, I really like your daughter, and I would like to ask for your permission to court her,” I said, even though it felt awkward and antiquated to ask. I could feel Wendy’s shock from the way she went still next to me, though in direct contrast he didn’t react much at all.

He only turned to look at me with slightly raised eyebrows, and rather than respond to me, he slid his gaze down to Wendy instead. “Does he treat you well?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said while squeezing my hand tighter.

He nodded his head and looked back up at me. “You a Ducks fan?”

“Yes, sir, all my life. My father played for them, and I’m an alumni too.”

“Good enough for me. And though I appreciate the gesture, I don’t actually make the decisions around here. I just flip the burgers,” he said while nodding pointedly at Wendy.

I followed his gaze to look at her, and raised my eyebrows in a silent question. To my relief she nodded happily, and then she wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned up on her toes to kiss me. It was really tempting to pick her up and deepen it, but her father was still staring at us with a giant barbecue fork in his hand and I wasn’t quite that suicidal.

She only let me go when her family began to whistle, and while I thought her pink cheeks and embarrassed expression were both really cute, I was in love with the way she beamed.


Epilogue

Once her father knew about us there hadn’t been much of a point in hiding our relationship from everyone else, so the Monday following the Labor Day barbecue, we went through the arduous process of disclosing our relationship to HR.

Since Wendy was technically above me on the organization chart, they’d made me sit through an extremely awkward interview in order to make sure that I wasn’t being coerced or blackmailed into a relationship with her.

After that we’d had to sign a couple of forms and reread the company policy about acceptable workplace behavior, but when we finished jumping through all of their hoops they’d sent us on our way with their congratulations.

The most unfortunate side effect of making things public was that sneaking around at work became impossible. Once everyone knew about our relationship we would be the talk of the office, and there would be a lot more eyeballs on us than we were used to. If someone snitched after seeing us step out of a closet or stairwell with red faces and messy clothing, there was a very real risk of being reprimanded.

It was a trade off I was more than willing to make, because it meant that we could go on real dates now. We wouldn’t have to act like mortal enemies when we were around other people anymore, and we’d no longer need to make up reasons to drop by and see each other.

I thought it was only fair that Robbie heard the news from me directly, and when I finally told him, he was understandably aghast.

“I can’t believe you were secretly dating this whole time,” he said.

“Not the whole time. We really did hate each other up until a couple of months ago,” I said, placing my steaming Tupperware on the table. It was leftovers of lasagna and green beans—nothing fancy, but more than a few heads turned when caught a whiff of it.

I knew Robbie was dumbfounded because he wasn’t drooling over my lunch, and I watched as he worked out the timeline in his head. “So wait, that time when you two were in the supply closet…”

I raised my eyebrows and shrugged—not wanting to admit to anything for plausible deniability reasons—but it was impossible to stop the smirk that spread across my face.

Robbie shook his head. “Jesus. And that big first date was with Wendy too?” I shrugged and nodded again, and he ran an embarrassed palm down his face. “God, I made such an ass of myself in front of her that night. Am I gonna get fired now for mouthing off to the boss’s daughter?”

“It’s been weeks since that happened, so you’re probably safe.” I heard a fast, familiar clicking of heels heading in our direction and smiled. “And if you’re really worried about it, you can ask her yourself,” I said as Wendy slid into the empty seat next to me.

She beamed at the both of us. “Hey guys!”

“Um, hey, Wendy,” Robbie mumbled. “Sorry, it’s gonna take me a minute to get used to you being…nice.”

“I get it, it came out of nowhere for us too.” She took the fork I offered her and began to dig into my lunch, and that seemed to be enough to break Robbie out of his timidness.

“Hold up, why does she get to eat your food?”

“Because I’m his girlfriend,” she shot back. She put a bite of lasagna into her mouth, and her eyes widened. “Oh, this is even better than it was last night.”

Robbie’s eyebrows rose higher. “You guys are living together now?”

“She just sleeps over sometimes,” I replied, though when I really thought about it, she kind of had moved in. I didn’t think it was safe for her to drive after leaving my apartment at night, so I’d made room in my closet and cleaned out a drawer so that she’d feel more comfortable staying over when she needed to.

It also meant I could make sure she ate breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and as a result, she’d put on a bit of weight. Not much, and she still couldn’t put down a lot of food in one sitting, but I was happy that I had a little more to grab on to in bed.

“I’m full,” Wendy whined after only a couple of minutes.

I looked down at the container and frowned. She hadn’t even eaten a quarter of it. “You’ll be in big trouble tonight if you don’t finish,” I threatened.

That had apparently been the completely wrong thing to say, as she immediately set her fork down on the table. She then delicately laced her fingers together and stared up at me with the most angelic, not-so-innocent smile, all while batting her eyelashes in a way that was clearly mocking.

I narrowed my eyes at Wendy—promising severe punishment with my glare alone—and from his seat across the table, Robbie slowly shook his head.

“I can’t tell who’s harder on who now.”
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