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It is perfectly right and good that a married secretary should sexually satisfy her boss as best she can.
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CHAPTER 1
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I was shaking so hard I almost fell out of my chair. My heart was racing and I was grinning like a schoolgirl dancing with the cutest jock in school.

I texted my husband, Devin.

Melissa: honey I got promoted!!!

I fumbled the phone and laughed quietly. My mind was racing with the possibilities.

He texted back a moment later.

Devin: wow, awesome, Missy!

Melissa: just wanted to let you know, talk later

Devin: love you! Kisses

I loved my husband so much. I count myself beyond lucky to have him. He was a principal at Lincoln High School and word was, all the women who worked there and even the girls that went to school thought he was hot. He was. Too hot – it made me worry sometimes. With just a hint of receding, his hair was otherwise full and lush, brushed back in a style that made me wet. He's what some of us call wet-sexy.

I worked in what I thought was a dead-end job at Paris Imports. I was office manager for the sales division, nothing more. It wasn't as glorious as it sounded. I did little more than shuffle sales reports from our agents and prepare reports for the big man, George Paris.

George wasn't really big. The son of French parents, he operated an import business that supplied some high profile outlets. Dashingly handsome, if on the skinny side, he was all business.

Most of us thought he was hard to work for.

His executive secretary was a blustering woman red in the face and dyed blonde hair. Or was.

That's where I came in.

Her husband died suddenly a few days prior. He had left dozens of clients at his bookkeeping business in the lurch. Susan was stepping down here to step up there. She had started in bookkeeping and hated it. Now she was stuck with it again as a parting gift from her husband.

My phone buzzed.

"Melissa Thompson."

It was Susan. "George wants to see you."

"Oh, of course. On my way."

His office and hers were upstairs. It was private and included a gym and full bath suite for when he wanted to relieve stress.

I stepped out of the elevator and smiled politely at Susan. She already had a couple of boxes set aside with things in them. She gave me a sour look. "I guess this will be your office. Congratulations."

"Thanks."

She looked me up and down and then shook her head. "I thought for sure he'd pick Margaret; she's prettier."

What a fucking rude thing to say, you fat, ugly cow. It must have showed on my face.

Her eyes drew down. "And younger."

I placed a fist on hip and said, "I wonder why he ever picked you, then?"

She looked ready to spit. She made a motion with her head towards The Door. His door.

No one had ever seen his office except for Susan. He was that kind of private. Always serious, always scowling.

I straightened my back and walked to it. Do you knock first? Holler? Kick? Fuck, like what? I decided on a simple knock and entry. I stepped inside.

He was scowling at the computer screen. He gave me a glance and shifted to face me in his chair. "Melissa?" His voice was on the coarse side.

I shivered. "Yes, Mister Paris."

He waved his fingers at a seat. "I suppose you think this is a promotion."

I blinked. Hell yes, it is. "Well..."

He tapped a pen against the side of his chin and looked elsewhere. "I suppose it is. However, it's a lot of work. Susan was good at it."

"Yes, sir." I looked down. Why was he being so mean?

"Can you do this kind of report?" He swiveled his computer screen.

I looked up and leaned closer. "PowerPoint? Sure."

He gave a nod. "I thought you presented this format last sales meeting."

"Yes, sir."

"Good. I'll also be needing a little extra legwork."

I glanced down at my legs coming out of my skirt. Is that a flirt?

He didn't notice. "I'll be handing you names of people and companies. I'll need you to do some research on them and present me with details." He leaned forward. "Interesting details I can use to gain advantage. Company quirks, anything personal you can find on the net."

I nodded. "I can do that."

"Good. Meet with Susan up here tomorrow. She'll fill you in on what she's been handling."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."

He gave me a severe look. "I'm not an easy man to work for, probably. The work is hard."

I didn't know what to say.

He said, "You'll start the day after tomorrow." He nodded to the door.

I smiled, unsure if I was supposed to say goodbye or something. I got up and left.

Wow, hard man. I had only seen George and never really spoken to him directly. Rumor was, the man was an early millionaire with a current net worth somewhere in the low ten million dollar range. He appeared to be forty or so with a few hints of silver on his jaw. His hair looked natural and all black.

While he would be considered handsome, his looks were more on the mean side – a bad boy simmering there underneath his suit. My husband Devin, on the other hand, had that open face that radiated good looks that went so well with a smile.

I passed Susan. We scowled at each other. I said, "I guess you're showing me what you're working on tomorrow."

Susan's lip curled into a sneer. "I don't think you have the smarts to hold this position for longer than a week."

What the unholy fuck is your problem? "Yet you managed to keep it longer than an hour. Amazing."

Susan's scowl looked petulant and pouty. "You'll run out of here screaming the first time you catch him on the phone."

"Huh?"

She looked me up and down. "I don't think you have it in you. Too stuffy."

Me? What? I frowned at her. "What are you talking about?"

"Nothing you need to know."

I went into the elevator.

Susan was smiling a mean smile. "Yet."

The doors closed.

~ ~ ~
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Devin grinned. "That's double what you were making."

I nodded giddily. We were in the bedroom.

"That's great." He gave me those smoky eyes of his and I hugged him. I felt his nose and breath hot on my neck.

He said, "This is that mean guy?"

"Yes." That's how I had described George Paris.

"Huh. Think you'll be okay working for some old crank?"

"He's not old. He's our age."

He pulled back, looking confused. "Where did I get the idea he was a billionaire old fart?"

I giggled. "He's not a billionaire, either."

He blew out a breath comically. "Whew. Thought you might be saying he was chasing you around with a contract."

I laughed. "Um, no."

"So he's around forty, huh?"

"Mm'yep, and a little shorter than you."

He grunted. "Handsome?"

I tilted my head to the side. "In a way, some might think so. He's always so serious. Brooding."

"So I don't need to worry?"

I laughed again. "Um, no." But within me rose that familiar friend: Jealousy. "Did Bethany flirt with you again, today?"

He pursed his lips and sighed. His word was weary. "Yes."

I fumed.

"And so did Olivia and three girls I had to scold in my office."

"I don't like it."

He broke the hug and moved to remove his clothing for bed. "And just like all the other times, I didn't take the bait."

"Did she touch you again?"

He paused and gave me an eye that said he knew my reaction. "Yes."

I wanted to kill the woman. She was married. She can go home to her own husband. She needs to keep her fucking hands off mine. I didn't think it was cute or sexy or innocent. Fucking bitch!

"Stop letting it get to you—"

"Why don't you slap her or something?"

He rolled his eyes. We had been through all this before. "I can't hit another employee."

"Can't you transfer her?"

"I tried. It's not up to me. Look..." He gripped my face gently. "I love you more than anything. She's not getting me and I'm not paying any attention to her. I don't like her."

I pouted.

"I love you, Missy. I will never cheat on you."

Somehow, I knew it. I always knew it. I glanced in the long row of closet mirrors. My blonde hair was fading, but still nice. My face was pretty still and many men had called me beautiful. I don't know about beautiful, but I know I was a lot better looking than many other blondes. My figure still looked good, even if my thighs had slightly thickened. I was able to wear skimpy bathing suits in the summer without shame.

He motioned with his head. "Let's get in bed."

I knew the tone. He was interested. As always, it warmed me inside. Our love life was never stale or old.

I panted under his attention a few minutes later. His fingers and tongue wove magic in my insides that twirled and twisted like sparkles of electricity. I gripped his head and moaned.

When he entered me, I felt his thickness pushing in and banishing the doubts. I knew he loved me; I could feel it. And not just his wonderful cock. No, I could feel it in the way he moved, in the way he breathed in my ear, and the way he tenderly clutched me as he satisfied that deep need within me.

I'm a happy woman, married to the most wonderful of men.
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CHAPTER 2
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I trained with Susan the next day in what I thought might be a major cat-fight of epic proportions. But Susan was all business, and told me what I needed to know.

Perhaps she was anxious to start taking over her late husband's business. I knew she hated bookkeeping, but maybe she longed for it now that her husband was dead.

I don't know.

I didn't care.

Thursday was my first day on the job. I had traded the chair there in my office for my old one. Fuck sitting in the same chair Susan had sat her fat ass in. Gross.

I had a small list of the ongoing projects Susan had been working on. I spent much of the morning researching a company in Taiwan, one of the few remaining industrial manufacturers of goods like nail clippers that wasn't made in China.

Susan had warned me about China. George hated Chinese goods. He wouldn't import them and apparently, that's what made Paris Imports so special. Better quality goods meant a better reputation.

I saw George come out twice during the day to go to the gym or bathroom. I wasn't sure which and he didn't tell me.

It was almost three when I finished my first report that had been started by Susan. I printed it and clutched the papers. Now what? Just walk in? Knock?

I approached the door. What do I do? I should've asked Susan. I knocked.

There was a sound from inside and a squeak of a chair. "Yes." It sounded annoyed.

I entered. He was on the phone, sitting and leaning over his desk. He was scowling at me. Damn. Next time I won't knock. It probably disturbs him. I tried to smile and slid the report to him on his desk.

He glanced at it, still talking on the phone. He gave me a nod.

I walked out quietly while he spoke slowly to someone about shipping containers.

That was Thursday.

~ ~ ~
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That night, my husband asked how it had gone.

"All right, I guess."

"What's wrong?"

"Oh, nothing. I went into his office and he was annoyed. I guess I should've asked Susan about how to enter. Do I knock? Or not? I don't know."

We were in bed.

"Was he on the phone?" Devin sounded attentive.

"Yes."

He smiled. "Then that's why. Us men don't like interruptions."

"I had a report to give him."

"If he's on the phone, don't knock. Just go in quietly, hand it to him and be gone. He'll appreciate that."

"You think so?"

Devin grinned. "Believe me, I know so. I hate interruptions."

I pouted. "I hope he's not mad at me. It was my first day."

My husband leaned over and brushed his nose against my ear. Shivers ran up my spine. "Don't worry. First day mistakes, second day none. You have to get used to each other, is all."

"You think so?"

"I know so. You'll do fine tomorrow. Just watch his face and body language. You'll be used to each other in no time."

"Does Bethany watch your body language?" I couldn’t keep the jealousy out of my voice.

He laughed. "Leave over, would you? I'm not interested in her."

"What if she was single?" I knew I'd catch him one day. He was too handsome not to fool around with Bethany or one of the other chicks.

He rolled his eyes. "Then she wouldn't be looking at an old married man."

I smirked. "You're not old."

"Single girl would be off after the volleyball coach."

"Show me his picture sometime. I'll let you know if she would."

He looked askance at me. "Sure. I'll bring a yearbook home tomorrow."

I settled back, sure I would find that Devin was the most handsome man on campus and truth in everything I worried about.

~ ~ ~
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I wore my Friday clothes. Short dress and nylons. At the end of the day, I'd strip off the nylons. I hated them, but you had to have them for office work.

Devin grinned at me. "Trying to impress the boss?"

I coughed. "No, I always wear this."

"I'm just teasing you."

"Why don’t you wear a sweater? Cover up your chest more." He had a sexy chest.

"Bethany has lazer x-ray vision."

I glowered at him.

He laughed. "She went on vacation yesterday. Relax."

I did. I smiled and gave him a kiss. "Well, don’t let any of the other women get their paws on you."

Work was even busier than the previous day. I fielded calls and took messages. I was told never to ring anyone through. George reviewed the messages when he was ready and not before.

The windows behind me radiated heat and the air conditioning was almost always on. By noon I was itching uncomfortably in my nylons.

I removed them at lunch. No one would see them anyway.

It was two before I finished the second of Susan's projects. I walked to the door with the latest report in hand, mentally scheduling a Power Point report I needed to start. I listened at the door.

I heard muffled talking.

Shit. He's on the phone. I took several deep breaths and quietly opened the door.

He was at the window, looking out over the bay. He was talking on the wireless phone.

I approached the desk.

That's when all hell broke loose.
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CHAPTER 3
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Oh. My. God.

George had turned at some sound – I don't know. Maybe a crick in my knee or something.

His left hand held up his phone. His right hand was on his cock.

I blinked several times. His cock? What?

He was in mid-stroke, his erection sticking out of his pants. His eyes bulged and he scrambled for his chair.

I dropped the report sheets in a spasm of shock. Pages went scattering. I stepped back quickly, trying to avert my gaze. Suddenly, my foot wasn't moving and I was falling over backward.

I landed on my butt, my legs up in the air, panties exposed to his eyes.

He covered his face and waved for me to get out.

Like, that's what I was trying to do. Fuck! I scrambled to my feet, my legs spread wide and my panties displayed in a lewd manner. I left as fast as I could.

Sitting in my chair, my face felt as if it were on fire. What the fuck just happened? He's stroking and I have to fall over and spread my legs like I'm offering? What the shit? This is a disaster!

I was trembling; afraid this was my last day on the job. What had Susan said? She said that I'd run screaming when I caught him on the phone? What a bitch! At least she could've warned me.

It was less than ten minutes later when George opened his door and leaned out. "Mrs. Thompson?" He scowled at me and flipped his head, motioning for me to come.

This is it. I'm fired. Fuck!

I went into his office. He had picked up my report; it was set neatly on his desk.

He sighed. "I was hoping you wouldn't see that."

"See what?" The report? His cock?

He went around his desk.

I glanced at his crotch. It was all put away. But the memory of his fat erection made me blush again.

He sat. "What I do is stressful. I developed a habit of relieving that stress."

I didn't know what to say. I couldn't even look at him. "Oh..."

"It's a habit of mine. I'm sorry you had to see it."

"Oh, that's okay..." Great. That sounded totally stupid.

"Susan learned to sort of look the other way if she caught me like that. I was hoping to become more accustomed to you before I mentioned anything."

"Um..." I twisted my fingers together. "That's all right. I guess I just wasn't prepared..."

He was staring at me, his own blush on his face. "Well, I'm sorry you weren't prepared. If you want a transfer—"

Fire me? No! "No! Please don't. I'm fine, really."

I saw him do something rare. He smiled. "Are you sure? I don't want you working up here thinking you're under any kind of duress."

Fuck, what do I say? "I'm not under duress. I was just surprised, is all."

He leaned back, squinting at me. "I need to raise another subject."

Your cock? What? "Um...?"

"I noticed you removed your nylons."

"I'm sorry, I'll put them back on."

He held up a hand. "I need you to know there won't be any mistresses."

"Pardon?"

"I didn’t bring you up here to be a girlfriend."

I blushed again in shock. "Um, no. I'm married—"

"But you removed your nylons?"

"Oh, no, it's not like that. I normally take them off at the end of the day on Fridays, but the window out there puts out so much heat that they became uncomfortable."

He nodded slowly. He glanced at the clock on his desk and apparently satisfied with what he saw turned his gaze back to me. "All right then. Susan complained occasionally about the air conditioning not being positioned over her desk."

"She did? I removed them because my legs started to itch. I'll put them back on, right away."

He waved a hand. "No need. I don't like nylons anyway. But as long as we're clear. I chose you because you were married."

I smiled nervously and held up my hand, flashing my ring. "Yes."

"So am I. And as far as I'm concerned, that's that."

My eyes went big. "Oh, certainly. I never thought otherwise."

"Next time you'll be prepared if you... catch me." He was giving me an eyebrow.

I giggled nervously. "Of course. I'm sorry I caused a fuss." Oh my god. What else do I say? Is there a book on masturbation etiquette with your boss? Fuck.

He smiled broader. He really was very handsome in a brooding sort of way. "Very good then." He motioned with his chin for the door.

I left, unable to shake the image of George turning, cock in hand. He even had a handsome cock.

What do I tell my husband?

~ ~ ~
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I was climbing into bed.

Devin said, "Bethany canceled her vacation."

I ground my teeth together. "That whore—"

He laughed. "I'm kidding, Missy."

I slapped his chest. "That wasn't funny."

"The shit it wasn't." He chortled, amused with himself.

"Very funny, wise guy." I pouted.

He laughed some more. "It was."

"I'm not laughing."

He wiped an eye. "All right. All right. Sorry. How was work today?"

George's cock flashed in my head. I blushed. "Um, well..."

"Good? Bad?"

What do I tell him? Hey, I saw my boss' cock today and it's gorgeous like yours? Fuck. "George has some odd habits."

"Oh? Like how?"

Oh shit. Now what do I say? "Um, he said he hired me because I was married."

He frowned. "That is odd in this day and age. You almost have to pick an application blindfolded to avoid discrimination. Did he say why?"

"Well, he's married, too, and didn't want some single chick up there sniffing after him."

Devin laughed. "Sounds like a good guy. Hope that doesn't come back to bite him."

I turned to face him and placed my hand on his chest. My fingers scratched in his chest hair. "Why would something like that bite him?"

"The whole discrimination thing. If an unmarried applicant heard that, she might have a case to sue."

"Oh, well, he told me."

"It would be smart if you told no one else."

"Including you?" What?

"No, silly. I mean at the office."

"Oh." I definitely won't.

"He doesn't sound so bad."

Sure, you didn't see his cock all sticking out and hard. I squirmed in the bed and reached down to touch him.

He smiled.

Getting it out of his shorts, I wrapped my fingers around it and squeezed. It was mine. All mine. But George's cock flashed in my mind and my hand squeezed convulsively. I started stroking. Stop thinking of George's cock! But I couldn't; the image was seared in my memory.
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I worked the next week for three days without speaking much to George at all.

But each day, I walked in and caught him. It made me think back to my first day. I had knocked and went in when he had answered. He had been annoyed and scooted close to his desk, leaning over it. An odd position. Had he been jerking his cock and my knock had caught him in the middle of it?

I figured I had caught him that first day. His cock had probably been hard underneath his desk. And he had been hunched oddly, probably because the thing would have been hitting the underside of his desktop.

The thought made me squirm in my chair. A warmth spread through me and amusement that a handsome man played with himself as a way to relieve stress just one office over. Who would've known? Only Susan.

And now me. It made me feel good to have a secret of his. Not to hold over him, but as something to share from boss to secretary in that kind of close business relationship that demanded trust.

Catching him now was more or less expected. I blushed the first time and moved quickly out of the office.

But that had appeared to disturb him. I resolved that the next time I would be more nonchalant about it. That went off better, and he only glanced at me as he talked. His other hand kept moving.

I didn’t think I would ever get over it that first day I knew I would catch him. But I did. Yes, it was a little odd to walk in on a handsome, masturbating man. Especially someone not my husband. But I knew and my boss knew that we weren't there for that. Then it became a matter of expecting George to be stroking and keeping quiet about it.

That was easy.

What wasn't easy was the indecision I felt about telling my husband. If George wasn't coming on to me, was there anything to tell? So my boss had a weird habit. It was his habit and his personal business. I had no business spreading gossip about him even to my husband.

So I kept quiet.

I don't know if it was my own enforced silence, but whatever the reason, George's cock was always on my mind. Or so it seemed. Late that second week I found myself resolved to peek. I entered slowly, waiting for him to turn as he inevitably did, cock in hand.

I placed the papers down and pursed my lips. I gazed for a second at his fat erection in his hand.

His eyes were on me, half listening to the conversation and half watching me with a curiosity.

I started to turn to go.

His hand started moving again, expecting me to complete my turn.

I licked my lips and paused, looking sideways as he stroked. Wow, that looks nasty.

His hand moved and stroked, sliding along his shaft with practiced ease.

I turned the rest of the way and left the office.

At my desk, I squirmed in frustration, trying to rub my clit against my thighs. It wasn't working. By the time I got off work, I was in a fever. I drove home, one hand on the steering wheel and the other rubbing furiously on my clit. I needed cock and Devin was going to suffer.

~ ~ ~
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I was in bed with him later, his cock in my hand. I loved his cock. It was perfect and beautiful. Fucking Bethany better never touch this or I'll shoot her dead. I stroked him absently, remembering George stroking his cock. I found myself mimicking what I saw.

Devin leaned up. "Whoa. That's interesting."

"Huh?"

"The way you're stroking me. Got me a little worked up there."

I couldn't tell him I had seen my boss doing this. It wasn't really his business, anyway, was it? "Oh."

"Yeah, the milking motion from the base. Wow. Where'd you learn that?"

I giggled. "Um, read it in one of my romance books. Thought I'd try it." Just like George had stroked.

"I like it."

"You do?" I watched George stroke this way today and I liked seeing it.

"You can keep doing that."

I gasped at his answer to my unspoken thoughts. You want me to watch George stroke himself? My pussy became a flood of heat and moisture. I groaned and reached my hand down to my clit.

Devin moved and crawled over me. "Sounds like someone needs a good fucking."

I moaned. "Yes." I spread my legs wide, just as they had been when I had fallen over and George had seen my panties. "Fuck me."

~ ~ ~
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I was unrelieved the next day. I still had cock on the brain. Do they make a pill for this?

I had come to work in a shorter dress than normal. The skirt part was loose, though, and afforded me easier reach to my clit. If I needed it.

Boy, did I need it.

I played with myself on the way to work, at my desk, at lunch with two dozen people around me, and even after lunch.

I had no reason to go into his office that day. My soonest report would be tomorrow. I was climbing the walls, wanting to see if he was stroking – to watch for a few seconds and then go finger myself into a frenzy.

Fucking Devin, you're getting mauled again tonight.

I felt as if every one of my nerves was on edge, needing to be soothed, needing to see George with his cock in his hand. Fuck! What's wrong with me?

Dinner was hurried.

Devin wondered what might be wrong.

I couldn't tell him. I mean, come on. Hey honey, I'm thinking of my boss' cock and I really need to be fucked. Yeah, sure. But it was true.

I need this out of my system. Let's go to bed and fuck. I almost dragged an amused Devin to bed.

He said, "I noticed you aren't wearing nylons anymore."

Oh shit. "Um, well..."

"I thought you weren't trying to impress your boss?" He sounded cautious.

Fuck fuck fuck. "No, it isn't that." I felt relieved. Most of the truth would work here. "The window in my office is huge but it radiates heat and the air conditioning vent is several feet away from my desk. I was getting really uncomfortable in them."

"Your boss didn't care?"

"No, not at all. He even said Susan complained about it."

He nodded in understanding. "Oh. Thought I might have something to worry about."

I giggled. "No, silly." Just don't ask about his cock. The image of George's shaft appeared in my mind and I moaned. I pushed Devin back and mounted him. I ground my hips down hard, trying to fill that aching hole in my insides that needed a good pounding cock in it.

I tried to focus on the wonderful feel of my husband's erection. But it was George's shaft that tortured my memories.

Devin said, "I love you, Melissa."

My eyes snapped open and I leaned down, gazing thankfully into his face. "I love you, too."

Our kiss was passionate and fulfilling.
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CHAPTER 5
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I really love my husband. No shit. He's everything to me. So I was not any better off the next day when I sat down in my office.

Friday. Two sales reports to collate on Excel and one PowerPoint to hand to George.

Immediately, I squirmed in my chair, my pulse racing and thoughts of deliberately waiting until he was on the phone running through my mind.

I knew I had to do it. I needed to see it. I wanted to see it.

All day, my hand kept reaching up my short Friday skirt and toying with my panties. Fuck, I'm a mess. I'll need to fuck the daylights out of Devin all weekend just to be prepared for Monday. Will it be enough?

My mouth went dry several times. I drank like a fish. Using the bathroom afforded no sexual relief. If anything the soft passing of tissue caused a convulsion of sensitivity. Fuck, I'm fingering too much.

I watched the phone lines. He was often on the phone, but the longer he was on, the more likely he would be stroking. I need to see it again!

My pulse began racing again. I never thought work would be so exciting... I got up and moved to his door. I listened carefully. He was talking, but was he stroking? I didn’t want to waste my one entry with the report and he wasn't in the act.

He sounded mildly agitated, and I heard the squeak of his chair. Was that a good sign? I went back and grabbed the report.

I approached the door again. He was arguing with someone about quantities and discounts.

I opened the door.

"—pricing structure doesn't make any sense."

I stepped in. His cock was in his hand and he was leaned back a little in his chair. He stroked it idly.

"No, you don't understand. Why should I pay more per unit when I'm ordering more? Have you never heard of economies of scale? What? What?"

I was halfway to the desk.

He let go of his cock, shot me a glance and rolled his eyes at the phone. Then he leaned over and tapped on his keyboard with his cock-hand. "Yes, I see it. That's ridiculous. What?"

I placed the report down and lingered a second. His cock bobbed upward, looking smooth and beautiful.

"Am I supposed to believe the less I order, the less I'll pay? Don't tell me, if I order just one, I'll get it for free? Do you realize how stupid your pricing plan is?" He grabbed his cock and gave it two strokes before reaching to his keyboard again. "Yes, I see it."

I didn't turn.

He tried to grab his cock again, but whatever the guy on the other end said stopped him. "What? What excise tax?" He tapped on the keyboard one-handed. "I don't see it." He grabbed his dick again. "Wait..." He reached to the keyboard again. His look was one of extreme frustration.

I knew what he was feeling. I gazed at his cock.

He glanced at me again and just shook his head. He indicated the screen. "What? Speak louder. Yes, you sound like you're at the bottom of a copper mine in Chile." He sighed and gripped his cock. Then he let go again.

I made up my mind. I was moving before I could change it. I came around the desk quickly and knelt beside him.

He gave me an annoyed look until I grabbed his cock in my hand. I waved my other hand at the screen and slowly stroked him.

He tilted his head back at me and then shrugged. He mouthed to me, "Thank you."

I was more focused on his cock in my hand. Wow, this is so awesome. It feels so good... I can't believe I'm actually touching his cock. I stroked it slowly, milking it up from the base like I had seen him do.

He sighed with relief. "Yes, I see the excise tax. I'm exempt." He shifted lower in his chair, angling his erection higher. "I filed with your government, yes. I already sent you the exemption."

I stroked his shaft with a shaking hand. It was gorgeous. It was almost identical to my husband's, only about an inch longer. It was hard to tell.

"What do you mean you didn't get it?" His cock flexed in my hand.

My mouth was open in wonder. How anyone could maintain an erection during a stressful phone call was beyond me. Some psychological quirk. Oh, poor me.

His skin was smooth and soft. His color was even all the way up. The helmet was fat and soft-looking. To the touch, the helmet was like velvet.

"I'll send it again. You'll hear from me in a half hour." He clicked off and blew out a breath.

I let go and stood.

He gripped my left hand and brought it up. He kissed my wedding ring and said, "Thank you."

I blushed. "Oh, it was nothing. You looked really aggravated."

He waved a hand. His cock bobbed in the air. "Foreigners. They pretend not to understand when they don't agree with you. Anyway, thanks. That helped a lot."

"My pleasure." Oh god, how stupid.

He squinted at me. "Are you sure? It's not in your job description. I certainly don't expect—"

"Oh, no. I just thought you needed an extra hand." I giggled nervously. "I didn’t mean to intrude—"

"No, it wasn't an intrusion. Like I said, I appreciate it." He regarded me for a moment. "It didn't bother you, doing that?"

I shook my head, unsure what to say.

"I liked your method. It was very relieving."

I smiled. "You did?"

He chuckled. "Sure. Anytime you think I need a hand..." Then he sat back. "I guess I shouldn't have said that."

I panicked. "Oh, no, that's all right. I really liked it. If you didn’t mind me helping."

He was quiet for a moment. "No, I didn't mind. It helped me think clearer. I seem to need a hand for the phone, for the keyboard, and another for stress. But I only have two." He shook his head.

I smiled brightly and held up my left hand – the one he had kissed. "If you need it."

He was quiet again. "Are you sure?"

Heat rose in me and I felt my knees shaking. "Yes, I'm sure."

He nodded slowly. "Maybe you're going to be an even better assistant than I had thought. Tell you what, I have four calls into Caracas on Monday around noon. Take an early lunch and meet me in here."

I smiled so wide I thought my mouth would break. "Okay."

~ ~ ~
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I'm not sure how I made it through the weekend.

Devin's comforting presence barely took the edge off the anxiety I had for the weekend to pass so I could go to work. So I can touch his cock again.

I dressed Monday morning, wondering what would be better for cock-stroking. If I was going to be kneeling, maybe I had better wear slacks.

Devin peered over my shoulder as I held up my normally unused work slacks. "Yeah, I guess if you're wearing slacks, I have nothing to worry about. Why not wear a skirt? Didn't you say the heat was atrocious?"

Fuck. I can't tell him I was going to wear these so I could kneel next to my boss. "Uh..."

"Wear a skirt. Be comfortable."

"I don't know."

"What, you don't know which one to wear?"

I shrugged. Go away. Let me wear slacks.

He fingered one of my skirts. He moved his face close and breathed along my ear and neck. "Now if you were working for me, I'd want to see you in this."

It was a dance skirt I hadn't worn in over two years. Very short and clingy. "I can't wear that."

"Why not? You said no one sees you."

"But..."

"You said Mister Paris was very stern about there being no funny play. Have some fun in dressing."

"You want him to see me in this?"

"You said he sees you maybe once a day? So, who cares?"

"You really want men looking at me in this?"

"No. You said no one sees you."

"So why wear it?"

Devin grinned. "It'll have me thinking of you all day."

I coughed.

He shrugged. "Bethany is back from vacation today."

I fumed. "That bitch—"

"Or I could think of you all day..."

"That's not fair."

He smiled. "You're right. I wouldn't be thinking of her anyway."

I shook my head.

"She always wears something revealing. I wonder what her husband thinks?"

I yanked the dress off the hanger. "Fine." Then I pulled off a button-up sweater.

Devin said, "Those two together? Ooo, sexy librarian."

I giggled. "Stop it."

"Hey, why don't you go without panties?"

I slapped his chest. "No."

He made a disappointed face.

I laughed and shook my head.

He watched me dress, his hand playing at his boxers. "Sexy."

I scowled. "Would you stop it? We did it last night."

"Yeah, you were a wildcat. I'm still spinning from it."

I laughed. "You goob."

I went to work in a dance dress. The sweater was perfect and covered the low backline. From the front, it looked like a normal dress, if short.

I sat at my desk and tried to keep my hands away from my clit. I busied myself with work.

I took my lunch early. There was a small stall in the market that made excellent organic wraps. I ordered one and was turning to go when I couldn't move back. I stumbled against what felt like a brick wall.

"Oh, careful ma'am." An arm snaked around my waist and supported me by crushing me to a man's broad chest.

"What?" I looked up into a face that made my knees melt. I felt them buckle and I almost sagged in his arms. A man in a hard hat was gazing down at me with piercing eyes and a fiendishly sexy grin. I felt my pussy press against him as my knees wobbled.

His voice was gravelly. A foreman from a nearby jobsite? "Careful now. Are you all right?" His arm held me pressed against him.

That's when I noticed three other men in hardhats, snickering and elbowing each other. Great. They put up some guy to hit on me and I fell for it. I straightened. "Excuse me."

The man inclined his head and let go. "My pleasure."

His friends chuckled.

I blushed, angry at being so easily felt up. I had felt his crotch pressing against me. I took my wrap and went back to my office.
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CHAPTER 6
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I shook with excitement as noon neared. I hadn't seen George all day; he had decided not to use the gym this morning and I had seen he had his own private hall to the bathrooms.

I texted Devin for something to do.

Melissa: i got felt up today in this dress

Devin: what? by your boss?

Melissa: no, some construction guy at lunch

Devin: did you stomp on his toe?

Melissa: no

Devin: are you ok?

Melissa: yeah, it was nothing

Melissa: he caught me from falling. hugged me

Devin: thought no one was going to see you?

Melissa: wanted to get a wrap. have to help my boss in a few minutes

I smiled to myself. Stroking his cock. Yummy.

Devin: well, sorry i made you wear it

Melissa: oh, it's ok. it was just a hug

I checked the clock.

Melissa: gotta go, see you later

Devin: love you

Melissa: love you, too

I clicked off and put the phone in my desk. Didn't need any distractions. My hands were shaking.

I went to the door and went inside.

George was at his desk, tapping his pen lightly on the computer screen. He glanced over at me and then the clock. "Ah, yes."

I smiled and stood by the desk.

He stood and began undoing his slacks. "More comfortable this way. If you don't mind."

I placed my hand against my neck. "Me? No, of course not." Warmth coursed through me.

He stripped off his slacks and briefs. His cock dangled there thickly – just like my husband's. He sat and typed on the keyboard. Then he picked up the phone. "LCD televisions. These are the preliminaries. Venezuelen manufacturing is spotty. Lot of shortages. But if we can make a deal, this will be a solid one percent boost to our bottom line with the potential for more."

I remembered the sheet on Siragon, the Venezuelan manufacturer. I nodded.

He typed in the phone number from his computer screen and leaned back. His hand rested on his cock and moved it around without much thought.

I came around the desk and stood near him. When he started talking, I took over. I knelt and grabbed his half-hard shaft. I gave it a wondering squeeze. So powerful, even when soft.

He leaned his head back and spoke to someone in Venezuela.

I started milking him gently – squeezing at the base and bringing my hand up his shaft. He hardened slowly, but gaining speed as I stroked.

When he was fully erect, I began sliding my hand up and down his shaft with a light touch. His cock was gorgeous. I brought my other hand up, too, and stroked him slowly with both.

He spared a grin to me before going back to his call.

I'm not sure how long I stroked him. My knees went numb. I stopped to shift around. There was nothing for me to do but squat. It was the only way to relieve the pressure on my kneecaps. I tried squatting with my knees closed, but I had little balance. I stroked him a few times before shifting again.

I settled on the backs of my calves, my knees spread wide for balance. I knew if he looked, he'd see my panties. Thank god I didn't listen to my husband this morning. No panties? Fuck.

My pussy felt as if it were on fire. I wanted to stroke it. Having this strong erection in my hand was making me wet.

I looked up and saw him looking down. He smiled, his eyes on my panties.

Oh fuck... The flash of heat and wetness almost made me fall over. He's looking at my panties!

I squeezed his shaft and a drop of precum oozed from the helmet. My eyes went wide, drinking in his pleasure. I fingered the drop and spread it around the helmet. I had to resist putting that finger in my mouth.

I reversed my hand and spread the precum down his shaft.

He sighed. Then he went back to talking. Then he was clicking off.

I was still jacking him.

He said, "I'm off the phone, Melissa."

"What? Oh, sorry." I yanked my hands away.

He chuckled. "No, it was fine. I figured you might want a break." He reached down and started stroking himself.

Oh, fuck yes. I love it. My eyes followed his hand.

He said, "No need to kneel down there. Grab a chair and pull it over."

"Missy."

"Pardon?" He looked at me curiously.

"People call me Missy. Melissa is sort of my formal name."

"Oh. Missy, then, if you don't mind me being a little informal."

I giggled. "That's fine. It's nicer being informal."

He looked down at his dick. "Uh, yeah, I'd agree with that."

I laughed and covered my mouth. "Sorry."

He frowned. "Don't apologize. I appreciate your... informality."

"Really?"

He nodded.

I dragged over a chair.

He said, "Slacks might have been better." He gave me a smile.

My knees were red. "Oh, well... I was going to, but my husband wanted me to wear this."

He raised an eyebrow. "Um, for me?"

I laughed. "No, he thought you weren't going to really see me in it. He wanted me to wear it for him. He tried to get me to go without panties." Oh fuck, now why did I say that? He's going to think I'm stupid.

"Did he? Sounds like a proper man." He smiled.

I wasn't sure what to say.

He said, "I very much enjoyed the panties, but I really would've enjoyed your husband's suggestion."

"Really?"

He nodded. "Really." His brooding eyes held that lusty interest of admiration.

His look made me feel fortunate to be sitting. I have no doubts I would've collapsed.

He entered another phone number. He rolled his eyes. "Government, now. Grease the skids on export duties."

I gripped his cock again, relieved he was on the phone. I leaned forward to do it and tried to find a good way to lean. Eventually, I scooted the chair forward and placed my knees to the side against his. I stroked his shaft while he talked.

Leaning still just a little bit got tiring. I twisted around completely and stroked him with my other hand. I could feel his powerful cock flexing occasionally in my grip. A desperate heat rose within me and I found myself panting. I was pulling on his shaft with a shaking hand full of lust. Oh, I need to do this every day.

Feeling uncomfortable again, I turned and moved one leg back the other way. My knees were spread wide apart, one against the back of his chair and the other touching his knee to the front.

He looked down as he talked, gazing at my panties. His cock flexed and precum oozed up.

A thrill went through me that it happened when he looked at my panties. I stroked the slick ooze all up and down his shaft. It felt heavenly.

I stroked him for almost three hours. At the end of it all, I could feel his cock as a memory in my hands. I felt his cock on my skin. I felt his heat still. I clenched my hands, wanting to feel it again as I sat at my desk to wrap up the day.

He came out before I left. "I wanted to thank you again."

"For..." I knew what he meant.

"I feel a lot more relaxed. Thank you."

I smiled and shrugged. "I like it."

"Stroking me?"

I nodded.

He tilted his head - that mean, brooding face softened enough to see the real man underneath. "I like the dress. Have any more like that?"

I blushed. "This? It's actually a dance dress."

"I like it. Especially how short it is."

"Oh, well, thank you."

"If I bought you more, would you wear them?"

"Oh, you don't have to do that."

"Size six?"

I smiled. Good guess. "Yes."

He winked.

~ ~ ~
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I worked my hands up and down Devin's shaft with a fever. I could still feel George's cock in my hands.

My husband smiled at me with delight. "I guess getting felt up got you all turned on?"

I barked a short laugh. "Uh, no, not at all."

"Oh? Was it me thinking of you in the dress?"

I smiled, remembering George saying he liked it. "I guess so."

He groaned happily. "You should wear that one more often."

I let go and lowered my mouth to his erection. I sucked him in greedily. I love my husband's cock, but right now it was George's cock on my mind and in my mouth.

Devin sighed. "Yes, suck it. Do it."

I almost laughed. Suck George's cock?

"Yeah..." Devin's hips were moving with my sucking.

I moaned with lust. I pulled off. "Yes, I'll suck it." I lowered my mouth down again.

He sighed happily. "Suck it good."
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CHAPTER 7
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I fingered the slacks I was wanting to wear. But if I sit in the chair, I can wear a skirt. And he said he liked seeing my panties. I hung them back up and selected another dance skirt. I had one more after this one.

Devin raised an eyebrow. "There you go. Nice selection. Just don't get felt up by some construction workers."

I giggled. "Uh, no. I'm taking my lunch with me, today."

"Good." He sounded relieved. "So why not go without panties?"

Heat flashed through me. George had said he'd like that. "Are you sure you want me going without panties?"

"Heck yeah. Sexy."

I shook my head. "What if someone sees me?"

Devin's voice was low and filled with desire. "I'm sure you can keep that skirt down. Maybe we can text each other and you can finger yourself."

I rolled my eyes. "What's that going to accomplish?"

He shrugged. "Get me all worked up for you."

I giggled. "I don't know."

He leaned close. "You want to know something?"

"What?"

"If I suggested to Bethany to come to work without panties, she'd jump at the chance."

I spun. "Don't you dare!"

"I'm just saying, she'd be willing."

I pouted. "I don't like her."

"I don't, either."

"I don't like her looking at you and I definitely don't approve of the touching."

He chuckled. "You've nothing to worry about."

"How do I know she's not checking out your butt?"

He laughed. "Oh come on."

"You have a very cute butt."

He waved me off. "Bethany would gladly go without panties—"

"Oh, all right. Just promise me you won't say that to her." Heat flooded me, partially from anger at Bethany and partially from the idea George was going to see. I felt wetness accumulate.

He laughed. "Promise. Just don't be flashing anyone."

I could feel George's shaft in my hands. It made my palms itch. I slid on the dress without panties. "How does it look?"

He was smiling so big I thought his face would crack. "Sexy."

~ ~ ~
[image: ]


I entered his office at two. I carried two reports and had sent an email with details on a Brazilian company he had mentioned.

He was already on the phone. He smiled at me as I approached.

I could feel the heat blossoming in my pussy beneath my short dress. I carefully and quietly carried the chair around to his side.

He stood and began undoing his belt.

I shook my head and pointed to myself. Kneeling, I undid his belt and button. I unzipped him. My legs were closed; I guess I was a little self-conscious.

He stepped out of his slacks and I folded them carefully on the sill behind him. Then I knelt again to remove his well-packed briefs.

My face was at cock-level. I gazed at it with open mouth, relishing the smooth shape and thickness. I moved his briefs farther down his legs. My head bent forward as I slid them down and I felt his cock brush my hair. I turned my head slightly, feeling his warmth as my cheek slid along his length.

His hand touched my hair, gently. Stroking it.

I wanted to suck him right there. Instead, I grabbed his shaft and began milking.

He sat down.

I got up and sat on the chair as he talked. I scooted the chair forward and spread my knees to either side.

It didn’t take him long to notice. His mouth dropped open for a second, his eyes hungry and wide. Then he was talking again.

I leaned forward, sliding my hands up and down his erection.

He was gazing at my pussy. I kept it trim and the blonde hair there proved I didn’t dye.

His staring drove me up the wall. I squirmed in my chair as I jacked him. My husband's words from last night came back to me, "Suck it. Do it."

I was moving down before I realized it. I didn't want to stop. My mouth touched his helmet and I heard him gasp. I moved the chair back and knelt. I slid my mouth down his shaft, taking his hardness inside my mouth. I went slow, savoring the feel, the heat, and the flavor. He tasted clean, like skin.

It was too much. I drew up after trying to get it all in. My lips slid along his shaft and I heard him sigh. Then I was bobbing my head up and down slowly on his cock. My tongue twirled around the helmet and I sucked at the head.

I felt his hand stroke my hair.

You wanted me to do this, Devin. Don’t blame me for doing it. It was crazy, I know; he hadn't actually told me to suck my boss. I had been thinking of George when he told me. Was that so bad? But I had to suck him. My pussy was on fire. I squirmed on my knees, sucking my boss and loving it.

He leaned back, his call over, and let me suck him.

I moved back and forth on my knees, sort of rocking, moving my head that way back and forth on his hard erection.

After a few minutes, he pulled me up. "Sit. Let me see you sit again." He gripped his cock and jacked.

I sat, my knees wide open.

He was staring at my pussy.

Oh yes, stare at my pussy. Does it look good? My hand twitched and I moved it to my clit. With my mouth hanging open in a pant, I circled my clit while he watched. I watched him stroke.

"Beautiful," he said.

I blushed, feeling good. "Thank you."

"You didn't have to suck me. I wasn't expecting it as part of your job."

"I... wanted to."

He raised his eyebrows. "Really?"

I nodded. I didn’t think my voice would work. My breaths were coming in gasps.

Precum oozed from his helmet and I lunged forward, enveloping him again in my mouth. I licked all over the helmet, tasting the drop and tasting him. I moaned.

He lifted me off, chuckling. "That's enough, I'm getting close. Maybe we should go home? You go be with your husband and I'll go be with my wife."

I didn't want to. Well, I did, but just not yet. I wanted more of his cock. I shook with the feelings of withdrawal. "Okay..."

He smiled. "Tomorrow, again."

I smiled. Tomorrow's too long. That's forever. "Okay."

~ ~ ~
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I sucked Devin like a whore. I slobbered on his cock, licking and sucking. But it was George's cock I held in my hand and worshipped with my mouth.

He was amazed at my desire. "Wow, you need to go without panties all the time."

I half chuckled, thinking of George staring at my pussy. "Yeah, it was fun."

"Maybe we should just throw them all away."

I giggled. But my pussy needed attention. My mouth had gotten plenty. I rolled over to lay down. My legs flopped open with a jerk. "Fuck me..."

My grinning husband filled me with his shaft. I floated on a cloud of bliss, drifting one way and then the other. I felt a cool breeze all over me as little tingles danced lightly on my skin.

Devin fucked me deep and good. He made love to me with passion and lust. I wrapped my arms around him, loving his feel and smell – while my memory provided George.

I wanted Devin. I needed George.
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CHAPTER 8
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I sucked George every day, Monday through Friday. He never came in my mouth.

He bought me three new dresses. There was a white one with slashes. A black one that was so short it covered nothing. Then there was a blue one that hung so loose at the top part that a simple twist exposed my boobs.

Those came at the end of the week.

He said, "Are you sure you want to take these home?"

"Of course. That way I can come to work in them."

"Your husband will understand?"

"I don't doubt it. He loves me wearing the short dresses."

"With no panties."

I shrugged. "I'm not kidding; it was his idea."

"I believe you. But it just seems like he isn't the type to want you flashing other men."

"I don't know. I don't think so, anyway."

"Have you told him you flash me?"

"No, why would I do that?"

"Well, it is sort of personal." He was being serious.

"Personal? Of course it is. I didn’t think our business relationship was any of his business."

He made a considering face.

I said, "Have you told your wife that I suck you?"

"Heavens, no."

"There you go. I'm your secretary. I'm helping you relieve your stress – not trying to capture you for some fling."

He was nodding. "That's the way I was seeing it. Well. Good, then."

I put the dresses back in the box. "Devin will love these."

~ ~ ~
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Devin shook his head. "Wait a minute. Mister Paris bought these for you?"

I nodded brightly. "Mm hmm."

"Don’t you think that's being way too flirty?"

I blinked at him. "Flirty? Him?"

He held up the white one. "This is something you buy for a mistress."

I stood there and placed a fist to hip. "I am not his mistress. It's not like that."

Devin frowned. "Exactly how is it, Melissa?"

I shrugged. "He works under a lot of stress. Sometimes I help him through it."

"Help him how?"

I shrugged again. "Sometimes I..." I made a hand motion.

His eyes bulged. "You what?"

"It's no big deal. He was doing it himself and I caught him doing it. Even Susan knew he did it."

"Wait, wait, wait, fuck-wait. He plays with himself? At the office?"

"To relieve stress."

"Does he have a harem of women—"

"No, it's not like that."

"Have you fucked him?" His voice was rising. "Is that what's going on here?"

I sighed fiercely. "No!"

"Then exactly what is?"

"He makes international calls. He relieves his stress by jacking himself. He didn't want me to see it, but I did."

He was quiet, but making a face.

"I didn't tell you because what he does in the privacy of his own office to himself is his business, not yours."

He threw up his hands. "But you help him, now?"

"Yes. That's all. It frees up his hands—"

"I bet it does."

I sighed. Why doesn't he understand? "I'm just offering help."

"By jacking his dick."

"Yes."

He struck a pose and looked into the air. "Now that I think about it, my job is pretty stressful. Maybe I should have Bethany jack me. Just to help out."

I took one step and slapped him hard on his cheek. "Don't you fucking dare."

"Why not? I could use a little stress-relief."

I slapped the other cheek, hard. "Your dick is mine. If that woman touches it, I'm out of here."

He leaned close, both cheeks red from my slaps. "And how is that different from what you do?"

It's totally different! Why are you being so dense about it? I threw up my hands. "You don't understand."

~ ~ ~
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The weekend was not good.

Devin didn't talk to me the entire time.

Why's he being like this? It's not fair.

He watched me dress Monday morning.

I was sliding the white dress on with slashes. I smoothed it down and gave him a look. I didn't bother asking what he thought.

He was shaking his head. "I can tell you're not wearing panties. The slashes show you aren't."

"It's what you wanted."

"That was before I knew you were jacking your boss."

"So?"

"Has he fingered you? Licked you? Fucked you?"

"No! I told you. It isn't like that."

"He's seen your pussy."

I took a breath. "Yes."

His face hardened. "I wonder what Bethany's pussy looks like?"

I slapped him. My own ears rung from the slap. I cocked back my other arm and launched a slap.

He caught it with a casual hand. "That's enough."

Why is he being this way? So totally dense? I fumed.

He opened the drawer and took out my black panties. He handed them to me. "I don't want some guy looking at your pussy."

I knew there was no reasoning with him. I snatched the panties and slid them on with angry moves. "Happy?"

He shook his head, disappointment on his face.

I rolled my eyes. Ugh! There's no talking with him; he just doesn't get it. I need to help George. I need his cock in my hands and mouth. It's the right thing to do.

Work on a Monday was a series of phone messages, phone lists prioritized for George's attention, and the typical research on the internet. Then there were the reports.

I was still fuming at Devin when I realized it was time for my helping hand. I smiled. And mouth.

I hurried into his office.

He was already jacking, but wasn't on the phone yet. He was leaned to the side, looking studiously at the computer screen.

I smiled at him and pulled the chair around.

He smiled back. "I like the dress on you."

"Thanks."

"How did it go with your husband?"

I rolled my eyes. "He didn't completely understand."

"Lift your dress a little."

I did, exposing my black panties.

"Very nice." His hand stroked slower on his shaft. "Why panties today?"

"He made me wear them."

He nodded slowly. "Ah."

I shrugged and pulled them off. "All better now."

His smile widened. Then it wilted. "I don't want there to be problems..."

"Oh, don't worry about it. He just needs time to think. I told him I wasn't your mistress." I sat, my knees open.

"Good." He jacked faster.

I motioned. "Do you want me to do that?"

"In a bit. Why don't you play with yourself?"

I giggled. "Oh, okay." I scooted out a little and reached down to play with myself. Why can't Devin understand how innocent this is? It's just stress relief. It's not like we're having sex.

George sighed and reached for the phone. "Only one call today. Government in Venezuela again. Bastard wants me to bribe him for the excise exemption."

I nodded, dipping fingers into my hole. It felt good. My eyes were glued to his erection – it was too beautiful to not stare at.

I half listened to his words on the phone. What he did was his method of madness. It was successful. My job was to prepare reports and information. And to help relieve his stress – even if it wasn't in my job description. Maybe I had appropriated that function on my own. I liked it.

He let go of his cock and tapped on his keyboard.

I immediately leaned over and began sucking him. The feel of his hot shaft in my mouth erased all the tension from the weekend and created another tension deep within me – one of lust. I sucked him slowly and quietly while he talked.

His cock flexed in my mouth and I loved it. The feel of his power through his erection was intoxicating. My head spun even as I moved my mouth up and down on him.

The hollow ache in my pussy grew. Normally I would satisfy that later at night with Devin. My husband was great in bed. But what about now? Devin didn't seem to want to understand I had duties. I had an obligation to my boss. It wasn't like I was trying to have an affair, I was simply a married secretary helping my married boss with a personal and private matter.

It was absolutely the right thing to do. Devin would just have to understand that. I was his wife and I came home every night. Nothing was going on here.

I got out of the chair and squatted. Using one hand to stroke him in my mouth and suck him, I used my wedding hand to finger my pussy.

A whimper escaped me as I made love to his cock with my mouth. I licked and tongued his helmet. I kissed it and sucked. My fingers fucked my hole and I imagined his cock in there. What would it feel like? A girl can have fantasies, right? Even a married woman? Nothing wrong with that.

Who had the right to say a married woman couldn't have fantasies? What business of it was theirs?

George nudged me off him.

I looked up, confused, his precum on my lips. I licked them.

He motioned me to sit. His hand was back on his cock.

I sat, pouting.

He jacked slowly, staring at my pussy.

I felt something new, then. Not just excitement that he was staring at my most private area, but that he enjoyed it. My husband never jacked himself while looking at my pussy. The fact that my boss was made it special – something extra that I wasn't getting at home. Something between me and George.

I smiled, touching myself.

He leaned forward suddenly, and touched me. He had never done that before.

I stifled a gasp, then leaned my head back as his fingers pushed inside my hole. Oh, fuck yes... Deeper. I felt his fingers push in and my insides twist around them. It felt good and it felt right. I had helped him, and now he was helping me: the perfect arrangement. Quid pro quo, this for that. It was a completion to all that had gone before.

I sighed and moved my hips to the exploration of his fingers.

He was still talking on the phone, and sounding angry. He removed his fingers.

I whimpered and immediately replaced his with my own.

But he was pulling me.

I opened my eyes in confusion. Oh, he wants me to stand. I did.

He reinserted his fingers into me while he talked.

My legs wobbled.

Then I was stunned into stiffness and a tidal wave of pleasure as he leaned forward and gave my clit a long, single lick. My stiffness turned into trembles and my knees shook. I was holding my breath, trying desperately not to moan. I knew if I did, it would be loud.

Oh yes, this is what I'm supposed to be doing. It's what he needs. It's what I need. That's all, nothing more. The perfect business relationship between a boss and his secretary. I've found it.

He nudged me while he stood.

I didn't know what he wanted.

He guided me to turn. Then he pushed me down forcefully onto his desk. I was facedown, my palms out and my legs quivering.

He's going to finger me from behind?

He lifted my dress and inserted his fingers.

Ah... that feels good. I lay on his desk, my legs parted, getting fingered from behind. I wanted to drift to sleep, but the tension in me kept twisting.
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I sighed with delight. It felt good. I wanted to text Devin and tell him what a great day it was, but somehow I didn't think he'd understand. He was being stupid.

No, I guess some things are too private even for husbands. My boss' privacy was his own. That I shared the knowledge with him didn't mean my husband was entitled to know.

George removed his fingers from my pussy.

I pouted. I started to look back when I felt something fat rub my pussy lips. Is that the head of his cock? Ooo nasty. Rub it.

Then I felt the fatness push against my wet hole.

Oh yes. That feels good. You can do that, but just don't fuck me. I am married, after all.

The fat helmet pushed into my outer lips and nestled with pressure against my inner opening.

Oh, fuck, that feels nice too. Okay, you can do that. Just don't push in.

He moved his cock around at my opening. The head of his shaft moved my pussy lips around. I found myself moving my hips, trying to follow his cock. The deep hollowness in me ached to be filled and hungrily followed the circular movement of his cock.

The pressure against my opening increased and drove pleasurable tendrils of tension spiraling up into my pussy.

Oh, not too hard. But that feels good. Not too hard or you'll go in. Oh, yes, maybe a little harder. Just a little harder.

The pressure didn't stop and I felt my pussy stretching. I sighed with desperation and pleasure. My eyes were closed and my mouth hung open.

His hand clamped down on my shoulder – strong and powerful. It felt good. The pressure increased and so did the stretching feeling. I felt the fatness moving a little deeper, beginning to reach for that deep ache.

Oh, fuck yes, that feels awesome. Stretch me. Just a little deeper to hit that ache. Just a little deeper. It won't be fucking. Just a little deeper.

His hand on my shoulder pulled. His thickness began sliding in, filling me and starting to touch that ache inside. But the hollow need danced away from his cock, moving deeper.

Oh fuck, deeper, just a little more.

Slowly, gently, but with pressure, I felt his cock fill my pussy.

My eyes were open wide. My mouth hung open. I was trying to claw his desk with my fingers. Oh wow, this feels good.

His thick erection slid deeper. Moving with measured speed towards my ache – towards my need.

Deeper, deeper, come on. Deeper!

I felt full. My emptiness was filled – stretched around his cock in a delicious and private embrace of satisfaction.

Ohh... That's good. Pull out now. We shouldn't fuck.

He began pulling out.

I wanted to cry, knowing it had to come. I felt the feeling of loss increase as my hollowness returned. I whimpered.

Then his cock was pushing back in, harder.

I moaned. I couldn't help it. Oh, fuck yes. Fill me. One more time. Yes, that's so good.

He pulled back and slammed his cock back in harder a third time.

I whimpered again, louder. All right, maybe this isn't so bad. It's just something we both need.

His cock rammed in again.

Fuck yes. Ram me. Tears ran out of my eyes.

Then he moved in me, gently. Slowly moving all the way in and all the way out.

I clawed his desk, trying to be quiet. My gasps were strangled. The tears wet my face with pent-up need. It felt so good. So right. Fuck me! Please!

I heard the phone settle in the base. He moaned with relief. Then I felt both hands grasp my shoulders.

My teary eyes opened wide.

He pushed deep and held it there and then moaned with pleasure. He said, "Oh fuck, what an awesome pussy."

Then he was ramming me hard. His thick cock pounded into me and I jerked on his desk. My ache was scratched, turning into enormous waves of pleasure and tension. I was gasping. "Oh, yes. Fuck me. Fuck me!"

He was grunting behind me, driving his powerful tool into me and banishing my need. My satisfaction increased, and so did my tension. I felt my legs wobbling so hard I thought they'd fall off.

His grunting was quiet, but savage.

The breath was pushed out of me with each thrust.

I couldn’t breathe. My head swam with dizziness and pleasure. I had found something new in our relationship. I hadn't known it was there, but his cock in me in this situation felt proper. It felt right. I was doing what I was supposed to be doing as his secretary. I was made for this.

And though I knew I was doing the right thing, I also knew I could never tell Devin. He just wouldn't understand. He didn't feel the business bond I shared with George. It wasn't love, it was a different kind of relationship. I was helping him and he was helping me.

George's amazing shaft speared me over and over, sliding into my desperate pussy. He filled me with lust and a sense of his power. I submitted, taking him in and releasing my own need. I cried out, gasping. "Fuck me!"

He growled and then pushed all the way in. I felt his cock flex and swell. Then it began sliding in and out, fast.

I panted desperately. Oh yes, deep. Give it to me! I leaned my head back, my eyes squeezed shut and tears rolling down my face. I felt a burst of hot wetness deep inside me. Then another. Then more. Several bursts turned my deepest insides into a pool of burning lava. His cock flexed and squirted, sending his sperm deep into me. Where it belonged.

He was panting behind me, never slowing his thrusts. I could feel his balls slapping warmly against my clit. Our juices ran out of me and coated both of us.

My body shook with the realization he had fucked me and it had been good. I tensed and then let loose a convulsion, then another. Waves of relief turned me over and I clawed the desktop trying to hold on. I felt as if I was going to spin off and onto the floor or ceiling. Cries erupted from my mouth – I was out of control. I felt my pussy clamp on his cock. My hips moved, milking his thick shaft in me.

Wonder flooded me as the orgasm passed. A euphoria I had never known suffused me and I felt a warmth of satisfaction flood my limbs, driving away the chills of lust.

I moaned long and loud, laying my head down on the desk, my body jerking every now and then in orgasmic aftershock or whenever I felt his cock flex in me. I smiled as I felt him grunt occasionally, now not moving, his cock sending another hot spurt deep.

I felt complete. Not as a woman. My husband made that feeling in me. No, I felt complete as part of the boss-secretary team. Not every secretary could achieve this. Some had bad bosses. Some had old ones, or ugly ones. In this case, I had found the perfect fit. We were both married and both committed to those marriages. What we did in the office was the special relationship of two people who worked together. A team pat-on-the-back. Encouragement to succeed.

He pulled out and I sighed happily.

He pulled me up and handed me my panties. I thrust them down to catch the river I felt rushing towards my opening.

He was smiling, still panting. Then he straightened. "Thank you, Mrs. Thompson."

I smiled shyly. "Of course."

He didn't hug me and he didn't kiss me. That wasn't our place with each other.

My husband would never understand.

~ ~ ~
[image: ]


At home, I quickly washed my gummed-up panties. Devin would be home any minute. I used the blow dryer and slid them back on. Still the tiniest bit damp, but oh well.

My husband entered the bedroom, stripping off his tie. He hated them.

My love for him swelled. I wanted to run and hug him, kissing him deep. But I didn't. I felt the impression of George's cock in me, or the memory of it, and I wanted the feel of my husband in my arms. I stayed quiet.

He made a face.

What is your problem?

He said, "Are you having an affair?"

I coughed. "No."

He shook his head. "Dressed like that, any normal man would think you are."

"I'm not." I said it firmly. I felt it. What we had done in the office today was nothing like an affair. No roses or sly gifts. No kisses and passionate embraces. What I had at the office was no affair.

"Have you kissed him?"

I folded my arms. "Absolutely not. It's not like that."

He studied my face. Then shook his head. "You're my wife. Why doesn't he hire a fluffer?"

"A fluffer? You mean those women that jack the pornstars for the movie shot?"

He nodded.

I shook my head and straightened. "Devin."

"Melissa."

I ignored his pedantic response. "What if I had a job as a fluffer?"

He frowned and opened his mouth. Then he shut it. "What do you mean?"

"Let's say I never worked at Paris Imports. What if when you met me, you knew I worked as a fluffer? Jack a guy hard, move out of the way for the camera."

"And?"

"Would you still have married me?"

He shrugged. "I don't know; that's different."

"But what if I worked somewhere where that was my job. I touch men's cocks all day. Would I be filthy? A whore? Having an affair with every single man I touched for my job?"

He tossed his head. "Of course not."

"Well, I'm not now, either."

He frowned. "But that wasn't your job."

I looked left and right and shrugged. "I guess I offered it. But there isn't anything else to it."

"He bought you dresses."

"He's never bought me pearls or roses. I'm telling you, our business relationship isn't like that."

"If he bought you dresses, then he must like seeing you in them."

I laughed. "Yeah, for a few minutes every day."

He quirked his mouth to the side. Then he lifted my dress. "Still wearing the panties?"

"Yes." I smoothed the dress back down.

"They didn't conveniently get slipped off when you got to work?"

I sighed. "No." At least not until later.

He sighed after I did. "Why can't you let him fluff himself? I can't say I'm all happy you have some other guy's dick in your hand."

"It's not some other guy's dick. He's my boss. I'm just helping out. It's the right thing to do."

"Did Susan fluff him?" His tone was wry.

"I don't know. I don't think so."

"Then why you?"

I threw up my hands. "Because he needed it that day. He was trying to hold the phone, tap on the keyboard and stroke himself. He said later he needed three hands. I gave him his third."

He scratched vigorously. "And even though you give him handjobs, he doesn't come on to you?"

I sat on the bed. "They're not even really handjobs. He doesn't finish."

"What?" He sat next to me.

"He doesn't finish. It's not like some porn movie. I give him a little stroking until he's off the phone." Maybe I'll keep my sucking between me and my boss. Devin doesn't need to know. It's private, anyway. And his cock in me is private, too. That's my business.

He sighed. "Well, I can't say I'm happy about it, but maybe I'm imagining more than there is."

I touched his arm. "Trust me, you are. There's no affair here." Just his hard cock in my hands, my mouth and today in my pussy. Oh fuck, that was good.

He hugged me and I hugged him back. The comfort of our love washed over me and I moaned into his neck.

I reached down and rubbed his slacks.

"He put you in the mood?"

I jerked back, but held off on being angry. "No. You neglected me all weekend."

"I'm sorry. I just saw all the signs of an affair and didn't like what I was seeing."

I cradled his face and turned it towards me. "There's no affair. There won't ever be with him. I love you not anyone else."

He kissed me and I kissed back. I moaned happily.

We made love that night, and his thrusting cock hit most of the places George's did earlier. Just not as deep. It felt good. It felt especially good to have my husband in me again after George had been there. I cuddled with the memories of both into a deep sleep.
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I grunted with satisfaction as George slid his fat cock into me. I was sitting on his desk early in the day as I had for the past three weeks, getting fucked deep and hard.

I had taken his cock in me dozens of times. A couple of times, twice in one day. It was always the same: good hard fucking followed by dismissal.

I looked down, panting, and watched his thick shaft slide in and out of me. It felt perfect. It stretched me just right – just like my husband. But George hit deeper spots, scratching an itch I didn't know I had.

My sex life at home had improved. When Devin finally realized there was no affair going on, he had softened and lost his attitude. He had even suggested a few days back that I start going without panties again.

"But what about George? I thought you didn't want him seeing my pussy?"

He had looked pensive. "Well, if he's not doing anything with it and there's no affair, then what's the harm?"

I had kissed him.

George gasped, sliding his cock all the way in to my pussy. His hot lava splashed into me, filling me up.

I loved the feel of his hot cum flooding me. He came so much. It would be leaking out of me all day.

He pulled out and thanked me. Business as usual. I got off the desk and wobbled to the door.

He said, "I'm glad your husband relented about the panties."

I giggled. "Yeah. Me, too."

I went to the restrooms and let most of his sperm run out of me. I was hungry and wanted to get a wrap early.

Down at the organic stall, I ordered a spinach and chicken wrap.

"Well... Hello there."

The rough voice sent chills up my back. I knew who it was and I was wearing that nasty white dress that revealed I couldn't possibly have been wearing panties. "Hello." I didn't turn.

"Didn't think I'd see you here again." From behind me.

I took the sack and turned.

The construction guy was there, grinning. He had that rough, grizzled face and piercing eyes.

I had forgotten how sexy he looked. "Oh, well. I got hungry."

"Our lunch hours are different, I think. Most of the office people come later."

"Yes, my usual hour was noon, not eleven."

He was ordering. He turned to me. "Work nearby, obviously?"

Not feeling the immediate need to rush away, I said, "Yes, Paris Imports."

He nodded. "I'm foreman at J and L. Doing the Park building."

I shook my head. "Park building?"

"Yeah, Park and 4th."

"Oh. I didn't know anything was going up over there. I don't use those streets."

"Don't. It's just a huge mess anyway." He took his sack. His eyes found mine and he smiled again. "Care to eat with me?" He motioned to the outdoor tables.

"Well..." I looked away. I shifted my left hand with the bag to draw his attention – so he would see my wedding ring.

"Don't say no. It's a nice day out. Let's sit."

"You're not much for pick-up lines are you?"

He laughed. He was walking outside.

I followed.

He said, "I talk to lazy workers all day. I guess I've lost my touch. Too direct, huh?"

I giggled. "Oh, well, it wasn't that bad."

He sat. He motioned to the seat across from him.

Making a face with my mouth, I considered saying no.

His grin was real. "Please."

"All right. I guess."

"Thanks. Gets dull sitting with the other guys. Sports and politics. Ugh."

"I thought they were the ones who put you up to mauling me last month." I was unwrapping the foil on my wrap.

"Has it only been a month? Seems like a year."

"Not that long."

"I missed seeing you. Seems like a year."

I blushed. "Oh come on."

"Seriously. Hey, maybe you might like looking at guys all day long, but not me."

I laughed. "Why me?"

"Uh, well... You're beautiful? And you wear the most stunning dresses."

My blush deepened. "I'm not beautiful."

"Sure you are. Remember? I'm Mister Direct. If I say it, I mean it."

I raised an eyebrow. "Hmm. Do you maul all the beautiful women you see?"

He chuckled low and fast. It was a funny laugh that made me smile. "Er, no. You're the only one I've mauled."

"Me? Come on."

"Really. The others they point out are either too young or too fake. Or have more tattoos than a stadium of sailors."

I covered my mouth and laughed. "I guess there does seem to be a growing fad to tat up nowadays."

"No tats on you?"

"Ugh, no thanks. Things are going to sag and wrinkle on me soon enough; I don't need to add a badly fading tattoo to the list."

He shook his head, the light of a smile still in his eyes. "Nah, you needn't worry. You'll age gracefully."

"What makes you think so?"

He motioned with his chin. "The food you eat. Your physique. Your avoidance of the fakery."

I didn’t know how to answer all of that, but it made me feel good. "You think so?"

He nodded. "What's your name, anyways? I'm Jim."

"Melissa. But folks call me Missy."

"What do you prefer?"

"Missy is fine."

"Missy is pretty. So is Melissa."

I made a mouth. "I think you'd say that if I told you my name was Gerda."

He laughed. "Well, maybe nothing's wrong with Gerda, but Missy is prettier."

I rolled my eyes behind my smile. "Do you ever give up?"

"Give up what?"

"Flirting?"

He scratched the stubble on his chin. "No. As long as it doesn't bother you."

Really, it felt good. It was nice getting some innocent attention. I had settled comfortably into helping George. It was a function that was satisfying by itself sexually. My pussy was wet for his cock every day. But that was as far as it went. George never flirted. He never kissed me. He never made moves on me like that. I happily took his stress in me and relieved him; it was business. But beyond that?

I said, "No, it's kind of nice. I don’t get much."

He frowned and squinted at my hand. "Your husband doesn't give you attention? Give me his address and I'll go beat him up."

I giggled. "No, I mean outside like this. Devin's a good man. We love each other very much."

He nodded. "Devin, huh? Interesting name."

"He's principal at Lincoln High School."

"Nice work."

"Think so?" Thoughts of Bethany flashed through my head. "Too many women there working with him for my taste."

He grinned. "Ah... the jealous type, huh?"

"No. Yes. Yes, I am. I don't share."

"Nothing wrong with that."

I straightened. "What, sharing?"

"No, being jealous."

I sighed. "Oh. I can't help it. He's handsome."

"Does he have a wandering eye?"

"Not around me, I don't think."

"He never points out women he thinks are pretty?"

"No."

"Wouldn't mean he was a cheater if he did, but I don't think you have anything to worry about."

"I'm not going to just look the other way."

"No, not so much that. I think you have everything you need right there to keep any reasonable man so hooked that he could never look away."

I waved a hand. "Stop it."

"I mean it."

I blushed into the silence that followed. His eyes were locked on mine. He never once looked down at my tits. I found myself suddenly self-conscious under his direct gaze. I tried to look away from his steel blue eyes. I looked at his sandy brown hair, all matted down from wearing a hardhat. It looked clean otherwise. His razor stubble said he shaved every three days or so. His face was well-shaped, if stocky. His body was a cord of solid muscle.

I tore my gaze away. "Thank you, I guess."

"Really. If you were my wife, I'd be the luckiest man in the world."

I snorted and grabbed a napkin.

"Sounds corny, huh?"

I nodded, giving him a disbelieving eye.

"I mean it though. You'd have me totally wrapped around all your fingers."

An image of cock in my hands flashed through my head. I shifted on the seat. "Maybe I should go."

He nodded slowly. "I'd be a happy man if you came again for lunch tomorrow. Rather eat with a beautiful woman than one of the guys."

I looked around at the people nearby. "Did one of them put you up to this?"

"Nope. Did it on my own. Took the chance you'd slap me down."

I laughed low. "I wouldn't have slapped you down."

His smile widened. "Pretty lady, you just made my day. Uh, no, in fact you just made my week."

I giggled. "All right. Tomorrow then."

~ ~ ~
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I was lying in bed on my back, my legs wrapped around my husband's waist. He drove into me with full thrusts.

Oh fuck yes, first George today and now Devin. Perfect. "Do you really think I'm pretty?"

He stopped moving. "Uh, yes." He said it as if I had asked something stupid.

I felt like he had just slapped me. Jim had been eager to tell me, not act as if I had missed the obvious. I made a face.

Sometimes men can be so callous. I just wanted to hear it from you, dear. I remained silent, feeling deflated.
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I guided George's fat cock into my pussy.

He pushed in and filled me with his fullness. His hard erection thrust into me perfectly, touching all those wonderful places.

He sighed with relief.

I moaned and wriggled my hips. Even face to face as we were, me sitting on the edge of the desk and George thrusting into me, he never kissed me. Devin had finally admitted I wasn't having an affair, but I still knew I could never tell him how far I went in helping George with his stress.

No, this was something that couldn't leave the privacy of his office. Not for my husband and not for George's wife.

There was nothing wrong with me being married and letting my boss fuck me. Nothing at all when there was no affair involved. No romance, no cheating. He needed to fuck for stress relief and I provided it with no love attached. It was perfect. That we both looked forward to it and enjoyed it as much as we did was evidence of how well we worked together.

Maybe it would have been more exciting if George viewed me more as a romantic interest. Not that I wanted that with him. No, in fact I was very satisfied that he didn't. I'm not sure I could have reconciled that with my marriage. But the sex might have been more fulfilling like it was with Devin if George had shown any romantic interest.

But he never did.

I relished the feel of his girth stretching me so comfortably now and moaned my lust at him. His thrusting cock in me was familiar now and expected. I looked forward to it every day. I wanted to feel his shaft sliding in me. I wanted to feel the explosion of his lust and stress-relief deep inside me.

But it was a business function. I might as well have been bringing him coffee. It was great and all, but not fulfilling like Devin's love. The lust was satisfied, but not the love.

I accepted that.

George strained, thrusting harder into me. He would cum in a few minutes. I held on and sighed with my own pleasure.

I had been fucking George for four months now. It was as routine as sending an email. Not that it was so mundane and dull – it wasn't. Just that it was so comfortable that I wondered why I had been so worried about it before. It might be like worrying about getting my nails done and then getting them done forty times in a row and realizing there was nothing to worry about.

George had fucked me over two hundred times since we started. I was a happy woman. Mostly. I wasn't unhappy. Devin gave me all I needed and I provided my boss what he needed.

~ ~ ~
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Jim grinned at me. "You look stunning today."

I smirked. "You said that yesterday." But secretly, I was pleased.

"Is that a new dress?"

I rolled my eyes. "You said that last week."

"No panties again?"

I smiled. "I think you know."

"I dunno, might need to take a peek."

I giggled. "Stop it. I'm married."

He mocked a serious face. "You said that yesterday."

I laughed.

"Drive to the beach?"

"Sure." He had driven us to the beach a couple times during our lunches. Today seemed like a nice day.

We drove in his truck. It was clean inside – not what you'd think a construction worker's truck would look like. I had ridden in it over the past two weeks on and off.

The Pacific coast was that special blue crystal color bordered by clean sand. The parks service kept things clean. And with Fukushima killing off much of the ocean life, very little coated the rocks anymore.

I frowned. "This is a different spot."

"The beach is closed. Some contamination out in the water."

"And you get access how?"

He smiled. "I know the superintendent."

He got out and unlocked the gate barring the way. He drove us through and then got out to lock it up again.

A couple of months ago, I might have worried about being with a strange man behind a locked gate where no one else was. But Jim was decent people.

He drove us into the empty parking lot. "There's a nice set of picnic benches down there." He pointed.

"Closed for contamination?"

"The water. I don't intend to go swimming, do you?"

I laughed. "Uh, no." My phone chimed. "Sec."

Devin: want to go to lunch?

I coughed. "My husband's asking about lunch." I had told Devin about Jim. My husband seemed infinitely more pleased I occasionally lunched with the construction worker rather than jacking my boss.

Melissa: already on lunch with Jim. another 15 minutes, maybe, then back to the office.

Devin: bah, ok. say hello

Devin: see you tonight. love you

Melissa: love you, too

I put my phone away and grabbed my lunch sack. "So, where to?"

He grinned. "Down there. Just over those borders."

The beach was separated from the parking lot by telephone poles laid out as borders. Sand was on one side and dusted over on the other.

We got out. The breeze was heavenly. A light coolness drifted across me and wandered up my short dress. I felt it caress my pussy.

I walked towards the border. The sand was treacherous and I stepped carefully. The beach dropped from the border poles and sloped down to a series of picnic tables that looked clean. I stepped over the border and my heels sank down into the sand.

He said, "Careful there."

I made it over the telephone pole. Maybe I should take off my—

My right heel hit something just under the sand and twisted suddenly sideways. I squawked and went over sideways. I tried to twist. I landed in the sand on my back, the breath knocked out of me. My legs were open just as they had been when I tripped in George's office when I had caught him. Fuck... that hurt. I gasped for breath.

Jim was down beside me in a flash. "Are you all right? Don't move." He looked up and down my body. His eyes lingered on my waist. His mouth dropped open.

Oh my god, is he looking at my pussy?

"Can you feel your feet? No! Don't move. If you're hurt, we don't want to make it worse."

I was starting to get my breath back. The sand had knocked it out of me, but not badly.

"Don't move!"

I froze from closing my legs.

His eyes grew large. He was staring.

I started to get up.

"No, wait, maybe we should be sure you're not hurt."

I laughed. "Uh, I think you've checked me out long enough." I felt embarrassed.

He blushed in the sun. "I'm sorry, Missy. It's just you have such a beautiful pussy."

"Oh come one." I let him pull me up by my hand. My legs were open and I knew he had a great view of my pussy the entire way. I rolled my eyes and adjusted my dress.

"You don't need to fix that." He held out a hand to stop me. His eyes were down around my hemline.

I giggled. "Would you stop that?"

He laughed. "Sorry. Just don't get to see a beautiful woman like that every day."

I gave him a suffering look. We walked to the picnic table.

I said, "Pussy is pussy. They're all the same."

He said, "The fuck they are. Some are gross. Some are gorgeous. Yours is phenomenal."

I giggled again. But his words made me feel good. "You think so?"

He coughed, sputtering, not knowing what to say.

I laughed. It was a good laugh, out in the sun and the wind. His words made me feel special. I motioned. "Sit."

He did and instead of sitting across from him, I sat next to him. But not just next to him. I didn't sit on the bench, I straddled it facing him. He had an excellent view of my exposed pussy.

His eyes bulged and he licked his lips.

The warmth that overcame me at that point was unlike anything I had felt with George. If Jim wanted to see my pussy, why shouldn't I show it to him? He was nice.

He was blinking and rubbing his eyes. He breathed slowly. "Wow."

I laughed again. "Oh, come on. It's just a normal, average-day pussy."

He shook his head. "No, it's far more than that. Such beautiful lips. Everything is trimmed and neat. Wow, that looks delicious."

I laughed, sort of embarrassed. "You'd say that about any pussy."

He was shaking his head slowly. "I'm not ashamed to say I've seen a lot of pussy. Maybe too much. Yours is the most beautiful, by far."

Heat flooded me in ways that reminded me of my husband and George combined. I stuttered, "Th-thank you."



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]











CHAPTER 12
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I finished my wrap and deposited the foil and sack in the park's trash receptacle. On the way back to the picnic table, I saw Jim checking me out. Does he like what he sees? I watched his face. Pure pleasure was etched all over his rough features.

I felt a fever in the heat of the sun.

"Beautiful," he said.

Deciding to sit in the same place, I sat, straddling the bench and exposing my pussy. If Devin liked me going without panties, then here I was.

I said, "Delicious? What's that supposed to mean?" Did I just say that?

"Like I could lick it for hours."

I gasped in the breeze. George had licked me only once. I had wondered if my pussy tasted bad. "Mine looks that good?"

He laughed in amazement. "Uh, yeah."

I lifted my skirt, looking down at my pussy. I didn't need to lift it, I was already exposed. "No kidding?"

It was bait. I felt good having him compliment me; it was a nice change of pace from the lustful fucking George and I shared.

Jim's gaze was feverish.

Poor guy.

He shook his head. "Oh, if you only knew."

"I don't know if it's all that great. I'm clean, but..."

"It looks juicy and delicious." He was almost panting. His jeans were bulging.

That made me feel more daring. "Maybe you should taste it?"

His eyes went even larger. "Me? Are you sure?"

I nodded. I wanted to know. Was this going to be the final test? Was my pussy bad or good?

His head moved down and pushed between my thighs. His stubble scratched at my inner thighs and then I felt the strange softness of his tongue on my lips. That wet softness rose up and over my clit.

I shuddered with pleasure.

He pulled away. "Aw, fuck, that's awesome. Can I lick some more?" He looked so hopeful that I was reminded of a little kid wanting some pie.

I giggled. "Sure."

His tongue assaulted me in ways that sent me spinning off the bench - or so I thought. I moaned as his tongue licked over my clit. The tip reached into my opening and left a wet trail of saliva to cool in the breeze.

I groaned with relief. I didn't know I needed so much attention – especially after taking George in me earlier.

His tongue dipped and stroked. His stubble stabbed my thighs. The contrast heightened my pleasure. A man's rough face was between my legs and making me feel the ecstasy of lust. But even more than George. This man cared.

He hummed with satisfaction.

I started laughing. Not only was his tongue causing me an amazing amount of pleasure, but I found the situation funny.

He really likes my pussy? No way.

He pulled back. "You okay?"

"Huh? Yeah. It felt good."

"May I lick some more?"

I lost it. I leaned my head back and laughed freely.

~ ~ ~
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I sat in his truck, feeling warm.

He grinned at me. "Thank you."

"Whuh?"

"For the lunch. And the... You know."

I knew. "No, what?" I was fishing. I wanted to hear it.

"For letting me lick you."

I smiled. "You didn't like it."

It was his turn to laugh. "Oh, Missy, you just don't know, do you?"

I wanted to hear it. "Know what?"

"Your pussy is fantastic."

"It's just a pussy."

"It's fantastic."

I lifted my skirt. "This?"

He chuckled, low with lust. "Yeah, that."

"Are you sure?"

He was grinning, a hungry light in his eyes. "Can I lick it again?"

That's what I wanted to hear. "Well.... If you must..." I shifted and leaned back against the door.

His face came down and I felt his tongue again. I would need to attack my husband tonight.

He hummed happily.

I squirmed, liking it. "You can take it out, you know. If you need to."

He looked up. "Huh?"

I motioned towards his lap. "You can take it out."

His smile broadened. "You want to see it?"

I pursed my lips and nodded. Would it be small? Big? Curved?

He shifted, raising his hips. He unfastened his jeans and slid them down. His cock flopped, semi-hard, in the air.

I smiled.

He had a nice size. Not as big as George. Maybe even not as big as my husband. It was nice and fat, half-engorged.

"That looks nice." I smiled.

He winked. "It won't hurt you if you want to touch it."

I laughed. I reached over and gripped it. It had a nice spongy feel that firmed as I gripped it.

He smiled wide. "Ah, I've been dreaming of this."

What? Get out. "No way."

He laughed. "Uh, yeah way."

I stroked him slowly. His cock felt good in my hand.

"Oh, Missy. I think I can die right now and be happy."

I chuckled. "Uh, don't die on me." His cock firmed and warmed in my hand. It felt nice.

He leaned his head over, looking at me. His smile was a happy one. "I've wanted this since the first day I laid eyes on you."

A tidal wave of warmth washed over me. "No way."

"Um, yeah." His look was euphoric. "I've dreamed of you."

I shuddered at his words. George had never said anything like that. With George, it was business. Only Devin had ever been as sincere and intimate. "Thank you?"

He never lost his smile. "No." He rejected my offering. He offered one of his own. "Thank you."

I was almost teary-eyed. I didn't want to cry. I leaned over and took his cock in my mouth. I sucked lovingly, licking up and down and sucking the helmet and as much of the shaft as I could. His taste was clean, if salty. It tasted good.

His hands touched me lightly and I heard him sigh with pleasure.

I sucked him for several minutes, listening to his gasps. I felt his hips moving. I felt him tensing. Then I felt him swelling in my mouth. I sucked harder.

The burst of his sperm in my mouth caught me by surprise, but I immediately began sucking and swallowing. I felt empowered. His entire body responded to my sucking. I felt as if I controlled him totally with my mouth alone. I sucked, he groaned.

I swallowed the last of his spurts and pulled off. I licked my lips and smiled at him.

I was shocked when he grasped my face and pulled me in. The kiss was a surprise. His tongue pushed into my mouth and I felt the tendrils of that contact radiating downward, tickling and teasing my pussy.

I moaned in surprise and happiness.

We kissed for a minute or more, exploring each other's mouth. His hands never left my head. I felt warm and happy – as if I was wrapped in a warm blanket in the sunlight.

When the kiss broke, I was dizzy.

He said, "Wow. Amazing."

Huh? "Amazing? What?"

"That was everything I dreamed of."

I looked into his eyes. "You've really dreamed of me?"

He nodded. "Many times."

I laughed nervously. "Is that good?"

"This is better."

Tingles spread through my body at his words.
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CHAPTER 13
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I moaned loudly under Devin. "Oh... fuck yes."

He thrust into me, driving his passion into me with panting pushes. "He took you to lunch?"

For whatever reason, Devin liked Jim taking me to lunch. But any talk of George shut him up real fast.

"Yes. To the beach."

"Was it nice?"

I gasped, remembering his tongue on me. I wasn't sure what Devin thought about it all. "I fell..."

"Fell? Were you hurt?" He had stopped thrusting.

"No, just had a little bit of wind knocked out of me. But..."

"You were okay?"

"Yes." I squirmed under him, enjoying the cock that loved me.

"But, what?"

"I landed funny. He saw everything."

He went still. "What do you mean?" His voice was a gasp.

"He saw I wasn't wearing panties."

He groaned and began thrusting again, harder. "He saw?"

"He stared." I gripped Devin, unsure how it would go over.

His cock flexed in me and he drove it in faster. "Are you sure he saw your pussy?"

"Yes. He was staring at it."

Devin groaned louder and fucked me harder.

I whimpered. "I'm sorry, but I fell."

He panted. "That's okay. Did he like it?"

"I think so; he said it was beautiful."

My husband growled heavily above me.

I think that was good, I'm not sure. "I can wear panties next time."

Devin froze. "No. No, that's okay."

I looked up at him. "You don’t want me to wear panties with him?"

He gasped. "No."

"Are you sure? I can be all covered up?"

"No, no panties."

"What if he sees my pussy again and wants to touch it?"

My husband groaned out, his body stiffening and I felt his hot spurts of cum splashing into me. Wow, he likes the idea? He wants Jim to see my pussy?

The wave that struck me at the thought caused hot eruptions in me that rocked me underneath my husband. I cried out in orgasm, content that my husband loved me.

~ ~ ~
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George pulled his spent cock out of me. He sighed with relief. "Thank you, Mrs. Thompson."

I giggled. "You're welcome."

"I'm glad I selected you for my secretary."

"Thank you."

"You've been a big help."

I smiled, blushing. "My pussy is right out there, any time you need it."

His finger reached out and traced my wedding ring. "Thank you."

I slid off the desk. "Of course."

He gave a nod and motioned to the door.

~ ~ ~
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Jim touched my shoulder. "Beach again?"

I smiled, feeling all the happiness from my husband's love last night and George's relief this morning. "Sure."

We drove to the same beach. He unlocked and let us in, then locked the gate after us.

I thrilled, wondering what was coming.

He reached in the back of his truck while I got out with my sack lunch. He lifted out a blanket.

I looked at him curiously. "You don't have a lunch?"

He looked unsure, but his smile was hopeful. "I was hoping you'd be my lunch."

A wave of sensation passed over me, feeling tingly and exciting. "You're kidding."

He shook his head.

My mouth dropped open, my lower lip curling back over my teeth. Wow, me? Really?

He took my hand and led me over the border and down to the tables. He spread the blanket over the top of the picnic table.

He said, "You want to eat first?"

I barely spared a glance at my sack lunch. "Um, no. Maybe you should eat first."

His smile competed with the sun. He motioned me over to the table. I was gently lifted and set down by powerful arms.

My pussy became wet.

He took hold of the hem of my dress. He paused. "May I?"

I giggled and nodded. He's so sweet.

He lifted my dress above my waistline. He climbed up onto the table with me and his head came down between my legs.

I moaned out in satisfaction as his tongue found my clit. I gripped his head and closed my eyes. Grinding twists of pleasure spiraled up my spine from my hips.

His fingers found my hole and pushed in. I gasped, raising my hips to the ache and invasion of his rough fingers. Oh yes, finger me.

His tongue moved up and down and around. I squirmed with need.

I said, "You can take it out again, if you want."

He chuckled against my clit. It felt out of this world. He climbed off.

I writhed on the table, my hand reaching down to rub my clit.

When he climbed back up, he laid beside me. He was naked from the waist down. His penis rested warm and hard against my hip. His mouth met mine and we kissed in the sun.

I moved my hand between us and gripped his cock. It felt as good as yesterday. I stroked him slowly.

He groaned into my mouth and humped his hips against my thigh. I felt his hard cock press against me. I surrendered to his mouth on mine. I surrendered to his hand stroking my body. My legs parted with need.

~ ~ ~
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I cried out as Jim heaved above me, sliding his cock into my desperate pussy. I clutched at him, pulling and needing. My legs lifted, allowing him to plant his cock deeper into me. I wanted more. I wanted him deep in me.

The sun shone down on us, warming our bodies. The ocean wind blew across us, taking away the heat that built too fast.

I raised my hips to his thrusts, loving the feel of his cock moving in and out of me. I gripped his muscular butt, pulling as he pumped me. I almost felt as if I controlled his movements by pulling on his butt. I pulled on him and his fullness sank deep – hitting that ache inside.

I needed more.

I pulled harder, groaning with lust.

Jim's thrusts were fast and deep. The picnic table creaked in warning. My pussy squeezed his pistoning cock.

His mouth came down on mine and our bodies moved as one. I took everything he had and wanted more. I broke the kiss. "Fuck me... yes. Harder."

His every thrust filled me with lust and satisfaction. His grunts above me were soft and straining.

I grasped his head. My wedding ring glinted blindingly in the sunshine. My whisper was filled with need. "Fuck me."

He gasped, "Do you like this?"

"Oh, fuck yes."

"Do you like my cock, Missy?"

I thrust my hips to his thrusts. "Yes! Yes!"

He gripped my left hand and placed my ring finger in his mouth. He sucked down and twirled his tongue around my wedding ring while his cock slid into me over and over.

My pussy tightened. I'm not sure what caused it. His thrusting? His licking my wedding ring Devin had slid onto my finger? The fact that my husband wanted me to go without panties around Jim even if Jim saw my pussy?

Maybe it was all of it.

I lifted my hips off the table, crying out with orgasm. The wind blew over me, sending thrills along my skin as my pussy sent electric chills up my spine.

My movements caused Jim to lose it. His thrusting increased. His hips slapped into mine. His cock slammed my pussy with lust. I was delirious.

I felt the hot flooding within me as I heard him grunt desperately above me. The spread of his hot seed in me caused me to wail with need. I pulled on him, wanting all of his lust. I wanted it in me. I wanted it deep in me.

My world spun around me as he collapsed on me and held tight. I luxuriated in his embrace and drifted on clouds of pleasure.
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EPILOGUE
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I was confused. I couldn’t tell Devin everything, but I told him I had done more with Jim than I thought I should. I admitted to oral play. I thought that would infuriate him. Instead, he fucked me every day after that for five days.

I didn't get it.

I love my husband. Couldn't he see that?

I broke it off with Jim. I had to.

With George, the sex was a mutual release and nothing more. There was no romance. There was no stolen anything. There was just stress-relief. It wasn't an affair because it couldn't be. I was fine with that.

But with Jim, I really liked him. I loved kissing him. I thrilled to the memory of his cock and his love-making even more than I obsessed over George. No, with Jim, it was vastly different. Jim cared. He cherished me.

That was bad.

You see, I am devoted to my husband. I always will be. There isn't room for another guy like Jim, even though my husband begged me to keep having lunch with him.

I don't get my husband. With George, he can't stand the idea of me giving him handjobs. There's no way I could tell him I let my boss fuck me almost every day. But with my boss, it's just business. It's impersonal, as it should be.

With Jim, it's personal and I wasn't going to let someone come between me and my husband. I knew as soon as Jim slid his cock into me that it would have to be the only time and the last time. I couldn't allow something like that, even as much as I liked it, to interfere with my marriage.

My husband was disappointed.

I just don't understand him.

He's all pissed off that I jack George – and all the fucking he doesn't know about – but he's mad that I won't see Jim again even after I admitted I had sucked him? What kind of crazy is that?

No. Jim was dangerous. There might have been real feelings there. Devin seemed to think that was great, but can't see past his goofiness to allow me to jack George? There's no danger with George.

Strangeness. I just don't understand men.

Yeah, Jim's gone. I won't revisit that. I belong to my husband. My pussy is his. That's it. And when I'm at the office, I work with George to relieve his stress – with my pussy in private.

I'm married and I'm a secretary. Every married secretary should offer her pussy if it's needed. It's only right.

It's the way it all should be.






Thank you for reading Honey, I Got Promoted. Reviews are always appreciated.
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