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It was a Friday morning like any other as Carey McCallister stepped off the train alongside a throng of fellow commuters. The nineteen-year-old was thoroughly caught up in his own thoughts as he walked to  the  high-rise  building  where  he  was  fulfilling  his  internship  at  a prestigious law firm.

Truth be told, Carey felt restless as of late.

It was if he was waiting for his life to finally, or suddenly, start.

He had so much going for him. His career was going great; the job was challenging, interesting, and paid well enough even at his entry level  position.  More  than  enough  for  his  own  apartment.  He  had  a loving family and great friends who he could always count on. And, most  recently,  he  was  finally  getting  some  definition  and  muscle mass from going to the gym, which he had recently decided was a priority.

Yet despite all this he felt like something was missing.

Carey  wasn’t  sure  what  that  something  was,  but  he  was  trying  to break  through  the  monotony  of  everyday  life.  He  had  started exercising, going out with friends more, and trying to come out of his timid shell. In fact, someday soon, he hoped, he could shed his thin, scrawny form and plump rear end for a thick and hearty masculine frame. For years he had been teased and ridiculed for his feminine appearance and girly, pear-shape. But that was all going to change soon.

Hopefully…

Nevertheless,  Carey  was  feeling  more  confident  in  his  physical appearance  than  ever.  Even  he  had  to  admit,  when  he  spotted  his reflection in a nearby window, that he looked pretty damn good in the button-down dress shirt and slacks he was wearing that day.

Where Carey's life wasn't living up to his expectations was sadly… in his love life. Or lack thereof. Fresh out of high school, he had never really had any kind of significant relationship. He had only kissed one girl and she had done that on a dare.

He had only ever been on one date, and that had been over a year ago. Turns out she only liked ‘tall guys’ so his barely five-foot stature was  a  dealbreaker.  So  it  was  after  that  he  began  his  journey  into more physical fitness, despite his self-consciousness. It was, to him, the only way he was going to get a girlfriend or lose his virginity.

As  Carey  walked  through  the  revolving  door  into  the  lobby  of  the office building that morning, he decided that he was going to create a dating profile when he got home that evening. And maybe he could finally summon up the courage to go to a bar that weekend.

It  was  time  to  get  serious  about  taking  some  new  risks,  he  told himself as he walked through the lobby.

Waiting by elevators alongside dozens of other people waiting to get to  their  floors,  Carey  suddenly  felt  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  He gasped, jumped, then spun his head around to see a tall, imposing woman standing behind him.

She  was  one  of  the  office  building's  security  guards,  wearing  the familiar beige uniform shirt and matching pants as if she was plucked right off the roster of the Highway Patrol. Quite astonishingly, Carey immediately  noticed  how  pretty  she  was,  in  an  intimidating  sort  of way,  with  dark,  smoky  features,  elegant  cheek  bones,  and  hazel eyes. She was probably in her early to early or mid-thirties, slender, and  had  long  black  hair  tied  back  into  a  tight  ponytail.  A  duty  belt around  her  waist  held  all  manner  of  pouches,  keyrings,  a  pair  of handcuffs, a flashlight, baton, taser and even a pistol. She towered over Carey at well over six feet tall and was solidly built, her chest nearly popping out of the tight uniform shirt. Finally, Carey noticed a gold  nameplate  pinned  above  a  pocket,  itself  teetering  above  her hefty left breast, which read ‘S. Blackburn, Security Officer.’

Carey thought he had seen all the security guards who worked in the building,  but  he  had  never  seen  this  woman  before.  In  the  several seconds it took to take in the striking sight of the trim amazon, hand still firmly planted on his shoulder, Carey felt a tinge of fear.

"Excuse  me,  young  man?"  The  woman  said  to  him.  Her  voice  was deep and husky, a growl or timbre that shook the air even after she spoke. "Could you come with me for a minute?"

Carey felt confused and anxious about the woman's request.

"What's this about?" he asked, pointing toward one of the elevators, whose doors had just opened. "I have to be upstairs at work in a few minutes."

"Don't  worry,  you're  not  in  any  trouble,"  Officer  Blackburn  told  him, hand still on his shoulder. She patted it reassuringly. "I just need to talk with you about something. If it runs long, I'll call up to your boss and let them know you were assisting me on a security matter."

Carey's eyes darted back toward the elevator as the doors closed to bring  workers  to  their  respective  floors.  He  knew  something  about this felt weird, but he was also intrigued by the woman's request and her beauty. Who wouldn’t want to help a pretty young officer?

Take a chance, Carey told himself, swallowing hard then nodding. "O-okay, but I really don't have a lot of time," he responded, looking up to meet the dark hazel eyes of Officer Blackburn. "I have a lot of work to do today."

“Hmph,  I  bet  you  do,”  Officer  Blackburn  grinned  a  wide  smile  of pristine  white  teeth  at  him.  Her  incisors  sparkled  above  the  rest, giving her an almost evil or wolfish guise.

"I  appreciate  your  help,  young  man,"  she  continued,  her  voice  still low.

She  pivoted,  turning  Carey  by  the  shoulder  and  away  from  the elevators. "Right this way."

As  the  boy  obediently  followed  behind  the  taller,  stoic  woman,  his eyes locked in on Officer Blackburn's round, firm bubble butt in her tight  beige uniform  pants.  It  was  like  her  clothes  were  just  a  few sizes too small, or had shrunk over time. Although, as he drank more of  her  in,  it  was  clear  her  robust  and  voluptuous  figure  was  not meant for just rigid attire.

Moving  now,  Officer  Blackburn’s  boots  made  heavy,  clapping THUDS against the tile. The jingling keys that dangling from her duty belt jangled with each step, heightened by the swing of  her hips.

She led Carey past the reception area in the front lobby and down a long,  quiet,  well  lit  hallway.  Afterwards,  Blackburn  led  the  way, passing walls of lockers, racks of uniforms, and security equipment. Eventually  they  made  a  right  turn  down  another  hallway,  finally arriving at a door marked ‘Surveillance Room’.

Carey  entered,  noticing  minimal  furniture  but  an  entire  wall  of monitors, each displaying video feeds of live footage that showcased different  parts  of  the  building.  Below  was  a  long  desk  with  several, large  computer  monitors.  On  each  screen  were  larger  images  of various  feeds,  allowing  whoever  was  sitting  at  the  station  a  larger, better  view.  A  single,  unoccupied  chair  sat  in  front  of  the  monitors, still moving slightly as if recently sat in.

Intrigued, Carey stepped forward into the room, his gaze fixated on the monitors. It was like something out of a spy movie.

As  he  stared,  he  saw  people  arriving  for  work,  chatting  in  the hallways,  maintenance  men  on  ladders  doing  needed  repair  work, and  cars  darting  around  the  parking  lot.  The  entire  building  was alive,  and  every  inch  of  it  could  be  seen  from  this  room.  Carey quickly  located  the  monitor  which  displayed  the  lobby  he  had  just come from. Workers continued to stream through the revolving door he had entered just a few minutes earlier. Another camera captured the activity at the row of elevators that he had just been waiting at to head upstairs.

For a moment it was almost fun, to watch everyone and track their movements.  But  then  an  uneasiness  crept  over  his  shoulders,  and Carey turned around to Officer Blackburn, who stood a couple of feet behind him with a sly grin on her face.

"This is what I do all day," she said, "Sit here and watch for anything, or anyone, that looks suspicious."

“Cool.  It  looks  um…  fun,”  Carey  said  with  a  chuckle,  his  cheeks beginning to flush.

He looked back at the monitors then at the clock on the wall. It was now  past  nine,  the  time  he  was  supposed  to  start  work.  If  there wasn’t an important reason he was here, he needed to get the hell upstairs.

“Not really,” Blackburn said, “although it does have its perks.”

Carey looked back at the tall, imposing woman, still holding attention by the door. God, she was remarkably attractive. But also scary in an authoritative  way,  as  if  she  knew  all  your  secrets  and  was  just waiting to unveil her power over you.

Carey, the responsible employee that he was, was getting anxious. In  almost  a  year,  he  had  never  once  been  late  for  work.  Not  even close.

"With all due respect, Officer Blackburn,” he asked “Why am I here?"

Blackburn  took  a  step  forward,  hands  on  her  hips,  her  fingers tapping  at  her  holster  and  her  baton.  "You're  here,"  she  replied, closing  the  gap,  "because  I've  been  watching  you.  For  a  very  long time."

Carey gasped, wide eyed.

“For the longest time I thought you were a girl,” Blackburn continued. “Some little slut those asshole lawyers hired, like they do, to ogle at.”

“Wha-wha? A girl?” Carey shrank, suddenly embarrassed about his shiny,  well  groomed  hair.  He  felt  his  cheeks  burn  and  tried  to  tuck some of his lofty curls behind an ear.

“But when I found out you were a boy. It made my fascination with you all the sweeter. And now…”

She took another step. “Now… I’m going to have you.”

Carey's eyes widened and he took a sharp intake of breath.

"H-have me?" he asked. He said it as if it was a question, but he was pretty sure he knew what she meant.

The Officer's beautiful face was only inches away from Carey's. She had to lean down and bend at the waist to meet his eyes, their noses practically touching.

"I've watched you for too long," she told Carey. "Almost every day for months. Arriving in the morning. Heading out for lunch. Taking your breaks. Leaving for the day. I noticed you since day one. The hottest little piece of ass in the building.”

She suddenly stood up straight, then began a slow strut around her mark.  “Sooo  young  and  sssooo  innocent,”  she  said  mockingly, trailing  a  finger  from  one  shoulder  to  the  next,  “but  so  effortlessly sexy. So deserving of my attention."

Behind him now, Blackburn slid a hand down Carey's chest.

When  she  brushed  a  finger  along  one  of  Carey's  nipples,  the  boy gasped.

Her other hand found the small of his back, then slowly moved lower to  firmly  grasp  his  butt,  squeezing  the  plump  orb  tight.  It  was embarrassing  and  so,  so  wrong,  but  Carey  held  his  breath, becoming increasingly aroused as the woman groped him.

"Mmm,  fuck.  I’ve  wanted  to  touch  this  ass  of  yours  for  so  long," Blackburn  hissed  into  Carey’s  ear.  "I  can't  tell  you  how  hard  you make me.”

Hard? Carey thought…

But  she  continued  without  skipping  a  beat,  “How  many  times  I’ve touched  myself  watching  you  every  day.  Wondering  what  you  feel like. How to smell. How you taste?”

Blackburn  moved  again,  around  him  completely,  until  she  was standing before him once more. “Today's my lucky day, hmm?”

She  pressed  her  forehead  against  Carey's,  their  eyes  and  lips  ‘oh-so-close’ together.

"There’s  only  one  thing  I  have  to  know,"  Officer  Blackburn  asked. "One  thing  that  a  person  can’t  see,  even  with  all  these  eyes.  That I’ve been dying to know."

“What… what is it?” Carey stammered.

Her breath was sweet and hot against the boy's face.

Carey was almost dizzy with lust.

“Are you a virgin?”

There  was  a  long,  heavy  bout  of  silence.  Carey  bit  his  lip  and blushed  hard.  He  was  shaking  near-uncontrollably.  She  was  so close…  she  smelled  so  good…  and  he  knew  she  would  be  able  to sniff out any lie he tried.

"Y-yes…" Carey muttered sheepishly, still unsure if this could really be happening.

Officer  Blackburn  lunged  forward,  locking  their  lips,  planting  a  hard kiss on little Carey.

Oh, yes, this was happening.

Carey  melted  into  the  savory  kiss.  His  first real kiss.  A  kiss  that would  live  on  in  his  memory  for  the  ages.  What  was  perhaps  even more enticing was how taboo it was. Even more so that it was being given to him by such a beautiful, powerful, sexy woman.

Blackburn  broke  the  kiss  and  her  eyes  looked  down  over  the  boy, longingly and searchingly. "I'm going to give you the fuck of your life in this very room, make you feel every single inch of me."

“Wha-what?” Carey whimpered.

But she leapt at the boy, lifting his tiny body effortlessly. He threw his arms around her out of reflex as their mouths crashed together and their tongues immediately intertwined in a frenzied dance. Carey felt Blackburn's  hands  move  to  his  hips  and  take  hold  of  him,  hoisting him upward by the ass.

Carey  wrapped  his  legs  around  Blackburn's  waist  and  the  pair feverishly made out as the amazon woman held the boy’s full weight in  her  strong  arms.  His  increasingly  hardening  groin  rubbed  at  her pelvis,  and  a  thrill  ran  down  Carey's  spine  as  he  felt  the  woman's sizable  baton  brush  his  genitals.  A  second  later  and  they  crashed into the desk, sending monitors askew.

In her fervor, Blackburn broke the make-out session to begin kissing and licking Carey's neck, grunting and groaning like an animal. Her tongue felt like it was charged with electricity, earning a satisfied sigh from the boy who squirmed and squealed. Then Blackburn pressed her  lips  against  Carey's  neck  and  began  sucking,  slavoring  at  his skin and painting him with saliva. 

"Why-why me?" he asked dreamily as Blackburn continued to suck on his pristine, nubile flesh. Carey had never gotten a hickey before, but he was pretty sure he was about to have one. "Out of everyone you see every day, why is it me that you want?"

Blackburn  lifted  her  mouth  off  the  boy  with  a  wet  POP,  and  locked eyes with him.

"Because  you’re  innocent.  You’re  mine  to  tarnish.  And  you  are deserving of all the pleasure I can bring. Are you ready, young man? Are you ready to be taken the way you deserve? Are you ready to be claimed?" 

Blackburn's  penetrating  glare  conveyed  that  this  wasn't  just  a rhetorical question, she expected a response.

"Yes," Carey quickly huffed, "yes!"

There was no longer any trace of anxiety or hesitation. The intensity and  sexual  tension  was  just  too  much.  Everything  around  him, including  his  responsible  and  cautious  nature,  had  melted  away. There  was  only  this  moment  and  this  woman.  Carey's  whole  body, his very soul, cried out for this creature who had noticed him to be special and worthy. The most beautiful woman in the building wanted him  and  him  alone,  and  longed  just  as  he  did  for  untold,  untapped pleasures.

"Yes,  I  want  it,"  Carey  affirmed,  unwillingly  consenting  fully  to  what was about to happen. "Please… give it to me. Give me what I need." There  was  fire  in  Blackburn's  eyes  as  she  sat  Carey  on  the  table, finally releasing the boy from her clutches. Hands free and in a swift, deft motion, she tore his dress shirt apart, exposing his flat chest and puffy  nipples.  He  squealed  as  the  buttons  flew,  and  Blackburn growled  a  low,  trembling,  guttural  grumble  at  the  sight,  salivating profusely.  At  the  same  time,  Carey  leaned  back  and  lifted  his  hips, unbuckling his belt to loosen his slacks. Blackburn handled the rest, tugging off the boy's pants with swift, powerful tugs that jerked him side-to-side.  When  finally  she  pulled  them  off  Carey’s  spindly, hairless legs, Blackburn stopped and smiled at the pale boy, spread-eagle  on  her  desk.  He  was  erect  fully,  but  with  a  penis  far  to  be proud  of.  Most  shocking  though  was  not  his  turgid,  three-inch boyhood and taut, hairless sack, but the sheer pink panties he was wearing.

Carey gasped when his secret was unveiled. He had totally forgotten he was wearing them today. He bit his lip and blushed, looking up at the  busty  amazon,  terrified  this  blissfully  euphoric  moment  was ruined.

She  was  silhouetted  in  darkness,  her  figure  blotting  out  the  lights from above. All he could see was her red, devilish eyes and dripping fangs. She was like a demon summoned from the sexiest regions of hell.

But then Officer Blackburn smiled, fangs gleaming. And she popped her  eyebrows  before  licking  her  teeth  like  a  lioness  ready  to consume her prey.

She  reached  down,  and  with  one  hand,  tore  the  tiny  panties  away like  his  shirt,  shredding  them  to  ribbons.  Carey  whimpered  as  he heard them tear. His favorite pair ruined, but gasped when Blackburn pressed down on either of his thighs, sending his feet into the air.

Carey wiggled, sending his tattered shirt off his shoulders, panting as Blackburn  slid  her  hands  up  the  underside  of  his  smooth  legs.  His cock  standing  stiffly  at  attention,  he  watched  as  she  craned  lower, bending at the waist, holding him down as she loomed.

Blackburn, still fully clothed save for her bulging cleavage, looked up at Carey, past his naked body, past his tiny cock, and into his wide, blue eyes, thrumming with approval.

"Better hold onto something, baby," she said.

As  Carey  scrambled  to  follow  her  command,  he  considered  how much trust he was placing in this woman he had just met, and how bad this could go if she turned out to be insane. After all, Blackburn has been watching and fantasizing about him for nearly a year.

Honestly, she seemed downright obsessed.

Yet as he laid back on the table with his legs in the air, looking up at the  hulking  figure  of  the  amazonian  security  officer,  a  surprising thought entered his mind…

That it was HOT AS FUCK that this woman was obsessed with him!

That all this time someone had been making it their mission to fuck him. After years alone without so much as a kiss, all those times that Carey  had  jerked  off  alone  in  his  apartment,  and  dreaming  every night that he might get laid, and now here he was about to be fucked in  the  the  building  where  he  worked,  by  a  security  guard  who  had been secretly obsessed with him!

He was on cloud nine!

But then an all new ‘thing’ entered him. Blackburn, having bent down nearly  ninety  degrees  at  the  waist,  pushing  her  ass  into  the  air behind her, planted her mouth on Carey’s virgin pucker and rammed her tongue inside.

“AHH! AYE!” The boy wailed, spurting precum onto his belly.

The woman’s tongue was wet and wild, a twisting, surging muscle on a mission to plunge as deep as it possibly could. The sensation was unreal.  Sure,  Carey  had  played  with  his  asshole  once  or  twice before, but that was with nothing more than the tip of a finger. Now, to his utter and complete shock, he was being rimmed by the hottest, thickest tongue he could ever imagine - and it felt fucking amazing!

Carey’s entire body trembled. He bucked and spasmed, futilely trying to  grip  the  pair  of  monitors  behind  his  head.  Plastic  clattered,  his moaned  crescendoed,  and  the  hot,  wet,  slurping  sounds  of  carnal tonguing  reverberated  through  the  room  like  some  sort  of  lewd sucking of a straw.

After  what  felt  like  an  airplane  taking  off,  and  entering  the atmosphere, Carey finally gasped for air. And just when the grueling sensation seemed to normalize, Blackburn plucked her tongue from his anus and stood.

“Lay back with your hands above your head,” Blackburn said, rising as she wiped her chin.

As Carey compiled, shakily lifting his dainty hands above his head, Blackburn  began  taking  off  her  clothes.  First  unbuttoning  and  then removing  her  uniform  shirt  to  unveil  a  massive  pair  of  breasts wrapped  in  a  silky  black  bra.  The  sight  was  awe-inspiring.  Literally Carey’s  first  sight  of  real,  tangible,  touchable  breasts.  They  jiggled slightly  as  she  shrugged  her  shirt  off.  Blackburn  cupped  them  in either hand when her hands were free, lifting the hefty melons before letting them drop and wiggle into place.

Then  she  moved  to  her  belt  and  began  unbuckling  her  pants.  Her muscular  body  took  Carey's  breath  away.  He  shivered  with excitement  and  anticipation  that  this  stunning  and  statuesque woman was disrobing for him and him alone. Her abs flexed, and he could clearly see the cut of muscle that drove down in a thick V to her groin. She was like an underwear model on steroids.

But  before  she  removed  her  bottoms,  Blackburn  reached  back  and retrieved  the  handcuffs  from  her  duty  belt.  They  flipped  open, dangling  by  the  chain,  making  Carey’s  body  jolt.  Then,  stepping close,  she  took  hold  of  Carey's  hands,  which  he  had  been compliantly holding above his head, and in one swift move, had them handcuffed  together.  The  constricting  metal  against  his  skin  sent  a chill down his bony arms and a thrill up his arched spine.

He  looked  up,  as  best  he  could  given  his  compromised  angle,  and saw they had been fastened to some sort of stabilization post for the desk.  It  was  a  thick  metal  pipe  that  ran  up  its  center,  seemingly holding the various cables needed for the computers.

Carey  wriggled  his  wrists,  feeling  the  uncomfortable  sting  of  the sharp metal on his delicate wrists, and whimpered.

“Don’t  worry  little  dove.  Just  don’t  want  you  trying  to  run  when  I show  you  the  goods.”  Blackburn  smirked,  unbuckling  her  belt  and letting it hit the floor in a loud, clattering THUD.

Her zipper came next, slowly drifting down by thumb and forefinger. Carey  watched,  unblinking  and  mouth  watering  as  more  and  more and more skin came into view.

But when Blackburn's pants and underwear fell to her ankles, Carey gasped  out  loud.  For  a  whole  other  reason  than  he  ever  thought possible…

What  sprung  forth  was  a  sight  quite  unexpected.  It  was  a  dick.  A shaved,  virile,  rock  hard  cock  that  was  ripe  with  veins  and  capped with a fat, purple tip. Words aside, it was absolutely massive, risen to its full glory, at least ten inches long and with the thickness of a beer can.

Hard as steel, it pointed out towards the boy like a magnet drawn to iron.

If  Carey  hadn't  been  so  aroused  and  excited,  he  might  have  had more  room  for  fear.  It  was  the  longest,  thickest  cock  he  had  ever seen  in  porn  or  elsewhere  and  was  far  bigger  than  any  he  ever imagined. But Carey’s brain did not have any space left for logic or rational thought. Instead his mind and body buzzed with an all new erotic anticipation.

Cock free, it took him a moment to realize Blackburn had not been wearing panties.

“Whad’ya think, baby? Like my ‘gun’?” Blackburn sniggered.

Carey’s  answer  was  not  in  tangible  words,  but  instead  blubbering vowels.  His  lips  were  moving  but  no  actual  language  came  forth. Blackburn smirked again, kicking out of her pants and taking the step forward  necessary  to  close  the  gap  between  her  cockhead  and Carey’s slathered hole. It was perfectly level. Magnet indeed.

But  instead  of  plunging  her  throbbing  fuckstick  inside,  Blackburn knelt,  placed  her  hands  on  Carey's  asscheeks  and  spread  them, taking  a  moment  instead  to  marvel  at  the  wet  hole  that  she  was about to ravage.

Producing her long, wet, wicked tongue once more, the officer began to  further  prepare  Carey's  virgin  hole,  paired  with  a  finger  to  begin probing  the  boy's  anus.  He  moaned  the  moment  her  finger  began circling.  The  girlish  moans  only  grew  in  volume  and  intensity  when the tendril slipped inside and began sawing in and out of him. They continued to escalate as that singular digit became two, both swiftly pushing to the knuckle.

Eventually  Blackburn  removed  her  fingers  and  Carey  groaned  his dissatisfaction at the disruption. But the ‘woman’ was already coating her huge, slick cock with her pre-cum.

She  looked  down  to  meet  Carey's  eyes  and  smiled  at  him  broadly. "You're about to have the time of your life, young man."

It  was  more  than  a  prediction.  It  was  a  promise.  And  she  lifted Carey's legs by the pits as she aligned her thick, pulsing weapon.

Carey was shaking in anticipation and excitement at what was about to happen.

"Oh my God," he sputtered breathlessly.

Blackburn positioned her mammoth, leaking dick at Carey's tiny exit and  pushed.  With  a  whimper,  the  head  sank  inside  him,  and  he closed  his  eyes  and  gasped  aloud.  It  was  a  tremendous  cock,  and Officer  Blackburn  forced  it  nonetheless,  reconstructing  the  boy’s boypussy no matter the cost.

Her victim closed his eyes and savored the sensation. Biting his lip so  hard  Carey  thought  he  might  draw  blood.  But  he  was  taking  his first cock like a champion, and relished the notion that he was in the midst of a mind-bending, life-altering experience.

“Mmmm, fuck that’s sooo good,” Blackburn hissed.

Soon, Carey was practically purring with satisfaction, and Blackburn took that as a cue to sink deeper, earning delighted little effeminate moans  from  the  boy.  Her  cock  sank  further  and  further,  boring  and re-shaping Carey’s once virgin chute. Blackburn groaned along with him,  grunting  and  gasping  as  she  reshaped  the  tiny  orifice.  When finally Carey felt her smooth, heavy balls on his ass, he opened his eyes  and  looked  up  at  his  queen,  whose  well-built  body  hovered above  him.  Her  eyes  locked  onto  the  mating  going  on  below, transfixed no doubt, at the sight of her hot pole thoroughly plunged inside her new fucktoy.

When  she  finally  glanced  up  and  their  eyes  met,  Carey  pleaded, "Please fuck me, Officer. I'm ready for it. I'm ready for the fuck of my life."

Blackburn's eyes remained fixed on his, peering into his soul.

Silently,  and  without  ever  breaking  the  piercing  eye  contact,  the woman  slowly  pulled  her  long,  thick  cock  out  of  Carey’s  trembling tunnel.  He  coo’d  as  she  reared  back,  feeling  every  bump  and  vein along  her  majestic  cock.  When  just  the  head  remained  inside  she paused, and once more looked over Carey’s panting, heaving body.

He  felt  empty.  He  felt  incomplete.  He  tried  to  speak  his  mind  and desires but all that sputtered off his lips were frantic whispers.

Then suddenly, swift and raw, Blackburn RAMMED her womanhood back inside.

"OH FUCK!" Carey screamed!

Blackburn carefully positioned her heavy body on top of the younger man  and  began  forcefully  plowing  into  him,  spearing  him  with  the fullness  of  her  massive  spear  again  and  again  and  again.  Sweat dripped  off  the  breasts  and  abs  onto  Carey’s  petite  form.  They swung  up  and  down,  even  while  still  contained  inside  her  bra.  But now  her  nipples  pierced  the  fabric,  jutting  out  before  her  powerful thrusts  knocked  them  free  from  their  confines.  For  long,  primal minutes,  the  sounds  of  loud,  satisfied  moans,  exclamations  and obscenities  amidst  the  palpitations  of  skin  striking  skin  filled  the room.

Carey's wrists struggled against the handcuffs. He wanted so badly to touch Officer Blackburn, or use his hands to tug on his own penis, which slapped repeatedly against his belly. But those things were not to be. Not today. Not this time.

She  just  kept  fucking  him,  shifting  the  table  and  wiping  his  mind blank with each powerful thrust.

"Oh,  fuck!  Oh,  fuck!  OH  FUCK!"  Carey  cried  with  a  rapturous expression  on  his  face.  He  had  reached  a  state  of  ecstasy  he  had never imagined in his wildest dreams.

"You  like  my  fat  cock,  slut?"  Blackburn  groaned  as  she  began  to slam  him  at  an  increasingly  faster  pace,  making  the  table’s  legs scrape along the tile.

"Oh my God, yes! Fuck me! Yes, yes, yes!" Carey continued to moan and scream in pleasure and gratitude.

When it seemed to Carey as if he was about to explode into orgasm, Blackburn  suddenly  reached  up  and  unfastened  the  handcuffs.  It was  a  quick  fumbling,  since  the  woman  kept  up  her  rampant pounding throughout, but in a few seconds Carey’s hands were freed and  he  clamped  down  on  the  desktop  to  keep  from  falling.  His stability  was  short  lived  however,  as  the  security  guard  effortlessly lifted him up, flipped him over and roughly slammed him back down onto the desk. Her cock flopped free as she turned him and Carey’s mind went blank. There were just too many sensations he could not fully comprehend or resist.

On all fours on the table, Carey looked up and noticed the clock on the wall. It was after 10:00 AM. He was over an hour late for work. A no-call,  no-show  employee.  That  level  of  irresponsibility  was completely unlike him. What was he going to do? What would he say to his boss? All these questions and more flooded Carey’s mind is a harsh and stark moment of realization.

However,  the  feel  of  Blackburn's  womanhood  stretching  him  open once  again  wiped  all  such  thoughts  from  his  mind.  She  re-entered him slowly, but after a hiss and her hilting, grabbed him by the hips and began her vicious rutting once again.

As he was fucked from behind while on his hands and knees, Carey fully surrendered to the delightful feeling of repeated fullness. It was heavenly  to  be  wanted  so  much.  To  be  taken  so  passionately  and deeply.  To  be  pleasured  so  fully.  Blackburn's  deep,  guttural  groans and  grunts  were  music  to  Carey's  ears  and  his  feminine  moaning, gasping,  and  shouting  did  the  same  to  her.  Each  little  huff  and mewling was a sign of approval. Approval for Blackburn's cock that continually probed the uncharted areas deep within his body.

The  lusty  security  officer  was  now  all  out  slamming  her  hips  into Carey's ass, plunging her cock harder and deeper than ever before. Carey  threw  his  head  back  and  made  noises  that  would  have embarrassed even the most prolific porn star.

“This is my pussy!” Blackburn growled, yanking his head back with a pull on his hair.

She slapped his ass with her free hand, sending a cry out of Carey’s quivering lips.

He was still being nailed from behind with full and deep strokes, but soon Blackburn's hands gripped Carey's plump, bubbly butt, pulling the boy into her to meet her hips as they continued their assault on his  backside.  The  woman's  massive  member  had  burrowed  so deeply within that Carey wasn’t sure if he would be able to carry on with his day, or his life, without it. It now felt like an essential part of his being.

Eventually Carey's glassy eyes refocused on the view in front of him. He  focused  on  the  monitors,  aglow  with  camera  feeds  across  the building.  The  workday  was  in  full  swing  for  most.  People  were coming  and  going,  chatting  in  the  halls,  getting  snacks  in  the cafeteria, riding in elevators. Meanwhile he was being fucked like a whore by S Blackburn, Security Officer.

Through the haze of sex that ensnared him, Carey felt a thrill at the realization  that  he  had  been  nothing  more  than  a  random  person passing by the camera's view until Blackburn had taken an interest in  him.  Until  she  had  decided  that  he  was  worthy  of  being  hers. Carey's  eyes  grew  moist  with  tears  as  he  watched  other  random people  moving  through  the  building  on  the  monitors.  None  of  them were as fortunate as he. None of them were experiencing the steely hard,  thick  womanhood  of  a  beautiful  amazon,  plunging  into  him repeatedly into the outer limits of human sexual pleasure.

As  his  thoughts  had  begun  to  swirl  while  he  was  held  in  such  a submissive  fuck  position,  Carey  became  aware  of  his  own  hard penis,  flopping  wildly  underneath  him.  He  looked  down,  watching  it flail, slinging precum across the desk between his legs.

The sight of his own, inferior dick flopping around sent him over the edge.  The  orgasm  that  had  been  building  up  inside  him  for  the duration of the passionate fuck finally erupted like a volcano. 

Carey moaned loudly once again as cum fired from his flopping dick, hitting him in the chin first, then the desk, before finally pittering out off the rim and onto the floor.

Blackburn  swatted  Carey’s  asscheek  and  took  hold  of  his  hips, giving one last flourish of pounds, ramming into the boy at full force.

Finally,  with  a  roar,  Blackburn  buried  her  cock  fully  inside  the  boy one final time, gripped him tightly and let loose her torrent of cum.

Carey felt the surge. Like a firehose she erupted, filling him instantly. He yelped as the deep, pulsing cock emptied inside him, gasping for air but finding mere traces.

Limits broken and capacity reached, Carey involuntarily ejected what he could. He heard the heavy splattering of semen on the tile behind him and shuddered.

Blackburn pulled out and the feeling of emptiness swept over Carey once more. Her exit prompted more lewd, wet, noises and Carey felt his  bowels  spill  the  mirth  of  her  essence  down  his  taint,  balls  and legs. 

The boy's body became a canvas of cum, and he collapsed onto the wet  desk,  ass  still  in  the  air.  After  several  gasping  breaths,  Carey closed his eyes and basked in the moment with contentment, before passing out.

His world went black.

The last thing he recalled was Officer Blackburn chuckling.

When he awoke, Carey was alone. He was still face down and ass up on a desk, but after picking his cheek off the tabletop and quickly looking around, confirmed there was no one else there.

He stood, stumbling off the desk and collapsing to the floor. His legs felt  like  jelly  and  his  ass  seared  with  pain.  Carey  yelped  as  he  fell, locating  and  scrambling  into  his  pants  that  had  been  haphazardly tossed to the floor.

“Miss,  er,  Officer  Black…burn?”  He  said  weakly,  his  voice  echoing around the room.

Slipping  into  his  pants,  Carey  suddenly  remembered  that  he  had  a job and gasped. He spun to look at the clock on the wall behind him. It was almost noon!

“Holy shit!”

He  hobbled  over  to  his  shirt.  Thankfully  a  surviving  button  at  its center allowed him to at least close the front. It looked off, with most of his chest exposed, but at least his nipples were covered. It would have to do.

Straightening  himself  up  as  best  he  could,  he  checked  the  door, found  it  unlocked,  and  limped  down  the  hallway  where  he  and Blackburn  had  come  from.  Exiting  out  into  the  lobby,  Carey  saw various  other  guards  and  co-workers  ambling  about.  Thankfully,  no one seemed to notice him, so he slipped into an elevator and took it upstairs.

“Carey! What the fuck?” A voice shouted just as he left the safety of the elevator doors and out onto the workfloor.

Carey  nearly  jumped  out  of  his  socks.  He  spun,  spotting  his  boss barrelling down the hall towards him. “Mister Thompson! I-uh…”

“Where  the  hell  have  you  been?  I  need  those  invoices  from  the Maryland  deal.  I  told  you  to  have  them  on  my  desk  first  thing  this morning!”

“I, uh…” Carey babbled, trying not to just break down and cry right then and there. “I was, um. There was a traffic jam…”

“I’ve  got  half  a  mind  to  term  your  internship.  I  can’t  have  any  half-assing around here!”

Before  he  could  sputter  out  another  futile  excuse,  a  heavy  hand slapped onto Carey’s shoulder, making him jump.

"There  you  are,"  he  heard  a  familiar,  husky  voice  say.  "I’ve  been looking all over for you, young man.”

Carey  spun.  Officer  Blackburn  oozed  into  view.  She  was  dressed immaculately, without so much as a hair out of place. No one would have  possibly  known  that  just  a  few  moments  ago  she  was  balls deep inside a teenage boy's ass.

“What’s going on here?” Thompson asked, growing less aggressive by the second.

“Apologies,  sir.  I  meant  to  notify  you  sooner.  Little  Carey  here  was assisting  us  with  a  security  matter  this  morning.  Hence  his tardiness.”

Thompson’s scowl faded.

“Is… everything alright?”

Officer  Blackburn  smiled,  “Yes,  yes.  Seems  an  employee  had  a purse stolen in the parking lot. Carey here saw the thief. Helped us retrieve it and get it returned to its owner."

Carey  stared  up  at  her  for  a  moment,  blinking  rapidly  as  the  lie worked its charms.

"Well…"  Thompson  began.  "That’s  good  news.  I  suppose  I  can’t write him up for helping you guys. Good job, Carey.”

Carey was still staring up at her when Blackburn quickly and playfully winked at him.

"Have  a  nice  day,  sir."  Blackburn  called  out  to  Thompson  as  he turned and shuffled away.

When his boss disappeared around a corner, Carey smiled and said, "T-thank you!"

His anxiety dissipated. "How did you know my name?"

Blackburn scrunched her nose, "Really?"

“Oh… yeah…”

Without another word, Blackburn turned and began strutting back to the elevators.

Carey  cleared  his  throat,  stopping  her,  and  said,  "I  uh,  never  got yours. Your first name anyway."

Blackburn  looked  over  her  shoulder.  With  a  sexy  fire  smoldering  in her eyes she smiled and said, “Officer Blackburn will do just fine.”

‘BONG’ She pressed the call button for the elevator.

"Will… Will I ever see you again?" Carey asked

Blackburn  finally  turned,  taking  the  long  step  needed  to  close  the gap between them. Then she reached out to cup Carey's face in her hand. She held him there a moment, staring back into his eyes with a devilish smile.

"Yeah, I'll be seeing you."

THE END
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