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  Chapter One


  


  Tyler leaned back in his chair and removed his glasses to rub his eyes. Despite having blue light anti-glare lenses he’d been staring at the screen for hours and fatigue was taking its toll.


  He reached for the mouse and clicked the browser open to his e-mails. He’d received three since his last check, one a phishing test the company periodically ran which told him his I-tunes account had been hacked.


  He didn’t even have an I-tunes account, who the hell fell for these things? He deleted it, which brought him to the next e-mail discussing the Thursday deadline for the new mock ups for Magnus Designs pitch to provide point of purchase displays for Ace audio.


  “I know, I know,” he mumbled.


  Not sure why he cared so much being he’d just given his two week notice after accepting a job at Designtech the largest display company in the state. Then again, the last e-mail left to click on was the reminder of why.


  It was from Tamara Wilcox, VP of Design of Magnus who also happened to be his best friend Jeff’s mother and the person who had gotten him a job here. First as an intern while he was in his first year at RISD, then hiring him full time when he graduated last year.


  Those were also the reasons he felt like an asshole for leaving Magnus, and why he was trying so hard on what would be his final project for the firm, to try to land them a new client on his way out the door.


  On paper, he was doing the right thing, Designtech started at 10k a year more than he was making at his entry level salary, and the medical cheaper by $20 a week which put another 2k a year in his pocket.


  Being a much bigger company there was more room for advancement and better job security. They even offered free gym memberships and a variety of physical and mental health programs.


  It was a “real job” in every sense, and unlike this one where he’d gotten a foot in the door because of Jeff and his mother, he’d earned this one all on his own and based on the merit of his grades at RISD and his portfolio from his work here.


  Yet he still felt like he was doing the company, and more so Tamara, dirty. Jeff not so much as he was also leaving, having taken a new job last month but with an agreement he’d stay until the end of the year.


  So if her own son could leave, why not him? But when he discussed it with his parents, they were also split. His mother felt he should reward Tamara’s getting him a job and place to gain experience by staying for at least a few years, after all he was only twenty two.


  His father, on the other hand, felt he needed to be his own man and go somewhere that he didn’t feel obligated to anyone. He then extolled all the financial benefits adding that if Tyler wanted to move out and have his own life, well, he needed to be able to afford to do so.


  Technically he could afford a small place on his current salary, but things would be kind of tight, and why make it harder on himself than it had to be? Mom seemed disappointed when he leaned dad’s way, but ended the talk by saying he was a man now and needed to do whatever he felt right for him.


  He’d put his notice in yesterday, an admittedly cheap move because Tamara had taken the day off and he went to Andrea in HR. He justified it by wanting to put in the full two weeks and not a day less.


  By giving notice now he’d get this Friday and upcoming Monday off for Christmas, get his bonus, and after two four day work weeks he’d start his new job right after the first of the year.


  That was why his stomach tightened when he opened the e-mail from Tamara which simply read. “Come see me when you have a few minutes.”


  Well, seeing he considered himself a man now, going in to face his boss and do right by her in the way of being able to have a direct conversation about his leaving, should be easy. The issue was that when it came to dealing with Jeff’s mom not only weren’t things easy for him…


  They were usually hard.


  Best friend’s mom or not, boss or not, fact remained Tamara was a hot as fuck milf who had unknowingly been the source of inspiration for close to a decade of nasty thoughts and even nastier dreams.


  Even though Tyler had been enamored with her since he’d met Jeff in middle school, his one sided crush on her had grown in intensity. He knew the reason, she’d divorced Jeff’s father two years ago and the idea she was now single had his fantasies in overdrive.


  Not that it mattered, he had no more chance with her now than when she was married. What was he going to do, walk up to her and ask her out? ‘Hey Miss Wilcox seeing I can legally drink now want to have one with me?’


  Yeah…no, that wasn’t going to happen. Tyler knew her being single did remove the barrier of desiring a married woman, but there was a lot more than that in his way. Pesky details like her being twice his age, the mother of his best friend, his boss, and totally out of his league.


  Tyler supposed him leaving would erase the boss taboo, but the other problems were going nowhere. Tamara didn’t strike him as being the cougar type and even if she was, she’d known him since he was a kid and because of that would always see him that way.


  He remembered the day she’d spoken to him about the opportunity at her company and how he’d be working under her. His mind had immediately been filled with visions of what being under her could entail. He’d lost focus and realized she’d asked him a question while he’d been staring off into space while imagining a whole new meaning to the phrase working hard.


  Tyler considered himself fairly confident, but whenever he was alone with Tamara he felt like a love-or lust-struck kid. He wasn’t like that with girls his age. Not that he’d had a lot of girlfriends, but he’d dated enough to not be worried about his looks, personality or anything else.


  Key there was Tamara wasn’t a girl, she was a woman. A beautiful, mature, sexually experienced woman who had probably forgotten more about life, let alone sex, than he knew now.


  So his fantasies about her would stay just that, and sometimes he was fine with it, even laughing at himself and making internal jokes about it. Other times he felt oddly frustrated, as if a part of him really thought something could happen.


  He’d lost track of how many times he’d played out asking her out, but as much as he’d give anything for a yes, in no scenario did he come out looking anything other than a fool.


  In some cases she’d be flattered and let him down easy, in others she refused to believe him and thought it was a joke. In the worst she laughed at him and asked what the hell he’d been smoking.


  Although he didn’t fully factor it into his decision to leave he knew that even though part of him would miss getting his daily Tamara fix it would be a good thing to not see her. Let her fade from his mind and get over his stupid obsession with a woman he had no chance in hell with.


  It had even affected his dating life. Since Hannah had broken up with him close to a year ago all he’d done is work, hang around the house, or with Jeff, and think about Tamara.


  He currently had no interest in any girls his age, then again, now that he was out of school, he’d have to get out to a club or other places to meet them, and he hadn’t been doing that.


  Instead of looking for a girl to have some actual fun with just about every night ended with him spanking it to Milf porn during which the actress inevitable became Tamara, or just his own never ending, and vivid, fantasies of her.


  Well, fantasies would be all he’d have soon, and hopefully they’d fade as time went on and he’d slip back into a social life with girls he had a chance with. In the meantime he wasn’t looking forward to discussing his departure with her.


  Leaning forward, he typed a quick reply of “Okay, will do.”, and sent it off. Slipping his glasses back on, Tyler picked up his now lukewarm Starbucks dark roast and took a sip while clicking back to his image search.


  His concept for the display was seeing the speakers for cars, why not have the side of the display resemble one? He’d started searching for images of the back ends of cars, and of course, no car had a cooler rear design than a corvette, both new and classic.


  Tyler also thought the over head of the display could be shaped as a spoiler to match the bottom, and add to the theme and his second monitor was open to an image search of those.


  “Bro, no wonder you’re single,” Jeff spoke from over his shoulder, making him flinch. “Those aren’t the kind of rear ends you should be staring at.”


  “Funny,” Tyler replied, turning in his chair to face his best friend. “What’s your deal? You’re leaving soon so you don’t have to work?”


  “I finished my last project two days ago, not going to start anything new” He shrugged, and didn’t say anything until two coworkers who had briefly stopped outside Tyler’s cube moved on.


  “You tell my mom yet or you still being a little bitch?”


  “Going to talk to her right after you’re done loafing here, as a matter of fact,” he gave a decisive nod. “What do you think about that?”


  “I think she probably sent you an e-mail telling you to get in her office.”


  “And because she sent me an e-mail.” He folded his arms over his chest, and raised his chin defiantly causing Jeff to laugh and smack him on the arm.


  “You’re really sticking it to her! Only speaking to her when she asked you to,” he shook his head. “My man.”


  Tyler nodded, wisely not voicing the thought he’d love to be sticking it to Jeff’s mother. But his friend’s next comment made it seem like a meaningless victory.


  “Speaking of rear ends,” he gestured to the screen. “How are you going to handle not being able to stare at hers anymore?”


  “Come on,” Tyler waved his hand. “I’m not that bad.”


  “Tyler, you’ve been perving on my mom since the first time you came over my house.” He leaned on the edge of his desk, and lowered his voice. “Bet you even remember what she was wearing.”


  “I do not,” he shook his head vigorously. “Nope, don’t remember those cut off shorts or bikini top at all.” He looked away. “Blue bikini top.”


  “Yeah, we were supposed to go to baseball practice first, but they cancelled, she didn’t expect us.”


  “I know, never got to see her in anything like that again,” he sighed dramatically.


  “Made a lasting impression, didn’t it, perv boy?” Jeff teased.


  “It did, but hey, what can I say. Your mom’s hot and I know I’m not the only kid who thought so.”


  “Truth.” Jeff rolled his eyes. “Think it’s easy having the milf mom? Sucks to know your friends,” he stared pointedly at him. “Your best friend jacks off to her while seeing her as some kind of horny cougar from pornhub?”


  “You mad at me or something? Tyler asked. “You usually don’t make a big deal over this.”


  “No, well…kind of mad at you, but not really about that.”


  “You’re mad I’m leaving.”


  Jeff nodded. “Yeah, I feel like you used my mother. She gets you in, you get all this training which got you ahead of the game in school. You work here for a year to have something solid on the resume, then you bail. Not cool.”


  “You’re leaving and you’re her damn son!” Tyler remarked defensively. “Glass houses and stones there, pal.”


  “I’m leaving because I’m her son,” he explained. “I do a good job here, but all that gets said behind my back is I have a job because of who I am. No matter what I do here, I’m the son of the boss.”


  “But you know you’re good at what you do, why does it matter what these idiots say?”


  “Because its not just about now, but down the line. I ever get a promotion it will be because of her. If I get chosen to work with a big client, and all down the line. I had a long talk with her about it, and she gets it.”


  “She says she does,” Tyler told him. “But I bet she doesn’t.”


  “No, she believes it, and right now we’re leaving it that I go somewhere else for four or five years, then maybe come back. I’ll always hear some shit, but if I proved myself somewhere else, then I’ll know its shit and so will anyone with a brain.”


  “Short list here,” Tyler joked. “But it’s kind of the same for me. People here know we went to school together, and your mom’s known me for a long time. I’m seen the same way you are.”


  “Not even close, you’re not her kid.” Jeff put his hand up to cut off any further protest. “Look, Tyler, this is a small company and there’s not a lot of young people here. Mom sees you and I as the future which is why I promised I’ll come back, but losing you too really hurts this place, and her.”


  “I have to do what’s best for me.” Tyler went with his father’s argument.


  “Key word there is me,” Jeff said with uncharacteristic seriousness. “I think you forget that three years ago Designtech offered me an internship. I could have already been working there. But my mom needed me here, got you in here too.”


  “And I appreciate it, but…”


  “Tell me something,” Jeff cut him off. “How many offers did you have for an internship before my mother took you in here?”


  “None,” Tyler said softly.


  “Think about that.” Jeff pushed away from the edge of the desk and left the cubicle without another word.


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Tyler looked at his reflection in the bathroom mirror while washing his hands. Right after Jeff walked away he figured it was time to bite the bullet and take his second beating right after the first and get it over with.


  He’d stopped by the bathroom on his way to Tamara’s office not only because his nerves created the need for a pit stop, but being the smitten idiot he was, he needed to check himself out first.


  Tyler wasn’t vain by nature, but always wanted to try and look his best when dealing with the object of his unattainable fantasies. He straightened the collar of his grey button down shirt then debated whether or not he should leave the top button open.


  It showed off a bit of the hair on his chest and was comfortable as opposed to the slightly tight fit around his neck if he buttoned it. Tyler no longer wrestled as he had in high school, but still enjoyed lifting weights and had the build to prove it.


  The only issue was he’d found himself in between shirt sizes, especially around the neck. Some, like this one, were on the tighter side. The positive was it showed off his wide shoulders and chest as well as hugging his thick upper arms.


  The downside was if he had to have it buttoned all the way it was tight around his neck, and if he wore a tie it was even worse. But if he went a size up the neck tended to be too big and the way the open collar looked to wide and moved drove him crazy.


  He decided to leave it open figuring he didn’t need any help turning red or feeling uncomfortable around his hot boss. Tyler finger combed his dirty blonde hair, pushing back a few strands that were falling across his forehead.


  The next major, yet meaningless, decision was the glasses. Leave them on for a more serious professional look? The glasses also made him look a bit older and weren’t the geeky type that were somehow now cool for some reason, but thin framed and stylish; the slight tint a nice touch.


  But they did cover up his eyes which were one of his best features. Tyler had his mother’s eyes. Not just blue but so bright they looked as if they were lit from within. Electric blue his mom joked while his father-also joking-referred to them as coke eyes because of their intense shade.


  Aside from his eyes, Tyler considered himself fairly average. He would never call himself pretty, but he also not unattractive. He had a solid jaw and as his mother said “good cheek bones”.


  His jaw was currently covered with a neatly trimmed beard and mustache slightly lighter than his hair. He grew and maintained the beard to try and hide the fact that despite being 22 he could pass for younger and even with it, constantly carded at the bars.


  In general he’d never struggled with girls. Not exactly a stud, but he did have a nice build and easy enough on the eyes to get some attention. The only reason he’d been single the last few months was mostly by choice, trying to focus on work and hone his craft to get the better job.


  Tamara was also part of it. Seeing her every day was distracting and kept his longtime fixation going to where he felt bad dating someone because at some point, they would become Jeff’s mom in his mind, especially during sex, and that wasn’t fair to them, in fact it was pretty shitty.


  The new job would end that. He’d only see Tamara when he swung by the house to see Jeff, and these days with them both working and at least Jeff with a steady girlfriend, they didn’t hang out as much as they used to.


  Once she was out of his everyday life, Tyler had no doubt he’d be able to give a girl his undivided attention, and not use her as a substitute for a longtime high school crush that had turned into an adult crush with no sign of going away unless he put some distance between them.


  After waffling a few more seconds, Tyler realized he was spending more time in the mirror than a girl would, and removing his glasses, tucked them into his pocket. He gave himself a thumbs up in the mirror and feeling as confident as he was going to get, he turned to leave the bathroom.


  “Hey, kid,” Peter from engineering greeted him as he entered the bathroom, then pointed. “Flying low.”


  Tyler looked down at his black Dockers and sure enough his zipper was all the way down. God, what an idiot he would have looked like. Only way his zipper should be down in front of Tamara is if she pulled it down.


  “Grow up,” he berated himself as he made his way down the stretch of carpet that ran between two rows of cubicles before heading into the main office. Tamara’s office was in the corner, and when he saw the door shut was going to turn away, but sucked it up and softly knocked, he needed to get this over with.


  “Come in,” Tamara called out from inside, and taking a deep breath, entered her office, closing the door behind him.


  When Tyler turned from the door, Tamara wasn’t behind her desk, but standing in front of the window overlooking the stand of woods behind the building. She briefly turned and gestured to the chairs in front of her desk, then faced away from him.


  “It’s over eighty in here, and I need you to fix the thermostat now.” There was a brief pause and her voice rose. “No, I am not going to go work in another office or the conference room. You’re maintenance, so how about you do your job?”


  Tyler cringed at her tone, one he’d heard for years before he’d started working here. She’d used it on Jeff when he didn’t listen to her, and unfortunately overheard it in arguments with her ex which towards the end happened more and more often and loud enough to be able to be heard in Jeff’s room.


  The thought she was going to be in a bad mood before the conversation started wasn’t a good one. He sank into one of the expensive leather chairs in front of her large desk, and braced himself for the worst.


  “That’s better, see you in a half hour,” she lowered her phone, but it immediately rang and she looked at it before glancing over at him. “Sorry, need to take this, but I’ll only be a minute. There’s water in the fridge if you want one.”


  Tyler nodded, but she’d already looked away. He glanced at the small fridge beneath a table that held a large plant along the wall to his right, but decided against it. Instead he turned his attention to Tamara and for a moment his mood brightened as while she looked out over the woods, he had a chance to look her over.


  She wasn’t exaggerating about the room, he’d been in there two minutes and could already feel sweat gathering on his forehead. But he wasn’t complaining because its why Tamara had her blouse off, and wore just a snug fitting black sleeveless shirt.


  Her long black hair was up, exposing the smooth skin of her elegant neck, the one he’d kissed countless times in his mind over the years. It also showed off the colorful butterfly tattoo on the back of her neck her hair usually covered.


  Likewise the shirt she normally only wore under a blouse or blazer didn’t quite make it to her waist and he could see a portion of the dream catcher tattoo across her lower back.


  Tyler had only seen the entire thing once and it had been the first time he’d met her that Jeff had just mentioned. They had come back to his house three hours earlier than expected and his first glimpse of Tamara had left an indelible impression on both his teenage mind and libido.


  Working in the garden, she had been squatting while watering some recently planted seeds. Her ass looked incredible in the shorts which were painted on to begin with stretched even tighter in that position. As amazing as her ass looked, Tyler couldn’t help notice how toned her thighs were as her legs were spread wide, and ever since that day he’d imagined her giving him head in that position.


  Wearing just the blue bikini top and with her hair up, the smooth and sun kissed skin of her back and shoulders were on display as well as the tattoo. The Dream Catcher itself featured bright blue and purple feathers hanging from the intricately shaped pattern within the circle.


  Stretching out on both sides was a tribal pattern of intertwined thick black lines that made their way across her back, ending just before her hip and curving slightly to trace the shape of the well-rounded ass beneath it.


  When Jeff called out to her, she’d risen and turned, showing off a pair of glorious breasts which were large and barely contained in the somewhat skimpy top. The visible inner halves of those luscious globes were as tanned as the rest of her and glistening with the tanning oil she’d applied to her chest and arms.


  Her stomach was perfectly flat and just as oiled up as her chest, but as good as it looked, what caught his attention was the black barbell piercing in her naval. As soon as she realized Jeff wasn’t alone, she crossed her arms over her chest, gave Tyler an awkward hello, and excused herself


  Tyler’s eyes were glued to her ass as she hurried across the yard and into the house. The way her cheeks moved beneath the shorts, the sway of her hips and the supple backs of her long shapely legs accompanied by her glistening back was like something out of a movie, but Tamara was all too real.


  In the years since he’d never seen her in anything even close to as revealing, but she did dress to impress so to speak. Nothing that could be construed as outright inappropriate, but Tamara’s slacks, jeans and shorts tended to be on the tighter side, and her skirts at work were often a few inches above her knees as well as form fitting enough to flatter her killer ass.


  Her sweaters in the winter, and t-shirts in the warm weather were snug enough to display her well-endowed chest and her blouses often featured an extra button undone, just enough to show a hint of cleavage and if she were leaning over, just a tease of whatever color bra she wore.


  Not slutty by any means, but far from frigid, Tamara had mastered the look of ‘business sexy’ and Tyler was sure he wasn’t the only guy at work who appreciated her for it.


  He was fully appreciating her style at this very moment. In addition to being down to her undershirt in the heat-he noticed her red blouse draped over the back of her chair-her black slacks hugged the sweet curve of her ass and as she stood with her legs spread apart, he couldn’t help but notice how well they outlined her firm thighs.


  They did the same for her lower legs and when his eyes reached the floor he noticed she had taken off the knee high black boots he’d seen her in when she came in this morning.


  Her feet were encased in sheer black stockings he imagined were knee highs, and when she turned to lean against the ledge along the window, Tyler could make out her toes which were alternately painted red and green for Christmas.


  The words “Follow your dreams” were inked along the curve of the arch of her foot. Not that he could see it from where he sat, but he knew it was there because every part of his absurdly hot boss was etched into his lust addled mind.


  Tyler would like to follow his dreams by starting at her feet, because even her damn feet were sexy, and work his way up and down her fine as fuck body. As he often did, he wondered how often someone got to live his dream and enjoy that body.


  As far as he knew from Jeff, Tamara hadn’t had anything in the way of a relationship since the divorce, but had also mentioned how every once in a while she’d tell him she wouldn’t be coming home and would be spending the night with a ‘friend”


  Jeff had alluded said friend was of the one night variety and although he hadn’t been happy about it, Tyler got a sick thrill out of imaging her out on the prowl, getting picked up and taking some lucky bastard for a wild ride.


  She’d chew him up and spit him out then go home with her hair and make up a mess and her thong in her pocketbook, or maybe still on the guy’s floor as a souvenir. Tyler had no doubt Tamara would be wild, and it wasn’t just because he wanted her to be, but when they were younger Jeff would tell him how he had to put in ear buds so he didn’t have to hear his parents fucking.


  Jeff had said it with a tone of disgust, but when Tyler would sleep over, he’d go to the bathroom during the night and linger by the bedroom door hoping to hear Tamara in action.


  He’d never heard her, maybe they toned it down when Jeff had company. Not for the first time he wondered what Jeff’s father had been thinking. Tamara was beautiful, sexy, had a great job and outside of work seemed easy going enough.


  Apparently that, along with Jeff’s claims of a good sex life, wasn’t enough because Tom, Jeff’s father, was caught having an affair with a fellow professor at URI. Tyler was smart enough not to ask questions, but his rightfully pissed off friend had commented the affair had been going on for two years before Tamara found out.


  How she found out was the other woman, tired of Tom stringing her along that he was going to leave his wife, showed up at their house and told Tamara herself so she’d force the divorce and she’d have Tom all to himself.


  As bad as it was it worked and Jeff was so angry at his father when he married the woman last year he wouldn’t go to the wedding and barely spoke to him. Tyler never understood cheating, if you wanted to screw around then just don’t get married.


  But to cheat on someone like Tamara who had so much to offer? Granted, Tyler’s fixation with her was mostly sexual and who knew what she’d be like to deal with every day, but he could imagine he’d be able to put up with her daily shit to be able to have her every night.


  “Sorry about that,” Tamara turned to face him, and before he could help himself his eyes went right to her chest.


  Her breasts were prominent in the slinky top and like the back he was able to see a couple inches of her still tight stomach including a brief flash of silver indicating whatever she currently had pierced through it.


  No woman in her forties who had, and could still rock, a naval piercing, could be anything but a good time. Not that he had proof of that theory, but he’d love to put it to the test.


  “No worries,” he told her as he pulled his eyes from her chest, but not before he saw how flushed her upper chest was from the heat.


  Although she caught a lot of sun in the summer and was always deeply tanned, Tamara’s natural complexion was fair to the point of white, and being he’d always been a sucker for that look he found it as exciting as everything else about her.


  Fair skin with piercing dark eyes that flashed and smoldered when she was angry and he felt would do the same in the bedroom. That intense gaze focused on him as she looked up at him while she…


  “I’m on your time,” he finished the sentence to keep his mind from going all the way with the image he was forming.


  “Not for much longer it seems,” she said.


  Her tone was neutral, as was the look on her face as she slid into her seat.


  “Yeah,” he nodded. “I…”


  “Before you say anything, Tyler, I want you to know that I’m hurt that I had to hear this from Andrea. I’m your supervisor.”


  “I know, but you were out and policy is you need to give two full weeks to qualify to get the vacation time I didn’t use this year.”


  “If you think I’d screw you out of a few day’s pay over one less day of notice I’m even more hurt.”


  Her gaze met his and he was unable to hold it.


  “You’re right,” he said softly. “I was afraid to tell you.”


  “Did you think you wouldn’t have to? That I’d just say, oh, okay, I’ll just say goodbye on his last day?”


  “I, well,” his shoulders slumped. “Guess I wasn’t thinking.”


  “No, you were thinking,” she sat back in her chair and folded her hands across her stomach. “Thinking about how you didn’t want to have to tell me to my face you’re doing me dirty.”


  Great, he was getting bitchy boss Tamara, but why wouldn’t he? That’s what she was at the moment, and she also had his motivation dead to rights.


  “I’m sorry,” even as he spoke his gaze had drifted to her hands, her long nails painted the same alternate red and green for Christmas. “Not very professional of me.”


  “Then let me be unprofessional and just call it the dick move it is.” Tamara’s eyes flashed and there was nothing sexy about it at the moment.


  “That’s kind of harsh, Miss Wilcox.” Tyler hadn’t expected well wished, but this was getting nasty.


  “Life is harsh, Tyler. At least for adults, but it’s obvious you’re not one of those yet.”


  “I’m twenty two years old,” he responded indignantly. “I know you’ve known me since I was a kid, but I’m a man now.”


  “I know forty year old’s who still act like boys. Being a man has nothing to do with age, and everything to do with owning your own shit.”


  “Tough crowd,” he tried to joke, but her lips turned down into a scowl and his forced smile quickly fell away.


  “Honestly, Tyler, I was going to let this go. I was going to be the bigger person, act like the VP of the company and a mature person and just wish you well.” She shrugged, and he couldn’t help notice the way her breasts lifted when she did.


  “That’s what I should be doing, but then I thought you didn’t do what you should have done, so why should I?” she grunted. “That whole being the bigger person thing isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”


  “Guess not.”


  “Thing is, this hurts, Tyler,” she’d lowered her voice and stared down at her hands. “It really does. We have a relationship outside of this company, and I never thought you’d do this to me.”


  “I’m not trying to do anything to you,” he told her. “I’m trying to do something for me.”


  “And what would that be?”


  “Better myself. Deigntech pays more, they have better benefits and there’s more room to move up there.”


  “Right for the first two, wrong on the third,” Tamara replied. “The fact it’s a big company means more competition. You’re good at what you do at this point in your career, but over there you’re a guppy swimming with the sharks.”


  “Maybe at first, but…”


  “You’re no one there, and you’re not good enough to stand out.”


  “Thanks.” He bristled. Hot or not, she was pissing him off.


  “Back to harsh reality,” she countered. “Because they’re the biggest around they tend to get a lot of the top talent. You’ll be competing with people who are older and have more experience than you and more time there. You’re starting rock bottom.”


  “But rock bottom there pays ten grand more than here.”


  “Five.”


  “No,” he shook his head. “Its…”


  “Five because I’m offering to give you a five thousand dollar a year raise in your salary if you stay.”


  He blinked in surprise and she sighed, and leaned forward, folding her forearms on her desk.


  “I want to keep you, Tyler. I need to keep you.”


  “You need me?” It wasn’t the way he wanted her to need him, but this was reality, not fantasy.


  “We don’t get a lot of young talent here that sticks around. Over the years I can’t tell you how often this has happened. We hire interns, we offer them jobs like we did with you, and then they leave and more often than not to Designtech.”


  “They are a good company.”


  “They are, and they’re the biggest and can pay the most. But sometimes money isn’t everything. Loyalty should count for something. Friendship should count for something. We’re a smaller company, but we treat people like people. You’re just a number there, Tyler.”


  “Maybe, but as long as I work hard I’ll get ahead there, and I’m already starting at more money, even with what you offered.”


  “Back to money again,” she muttered. “But I get it, you’re young and that’s all you see. I’d like to think meeting you halfway with salary would help you stay.”


  “It’s only half of what I could make.”


  “How much do you need? You live at home.”


  “I don’t want to live at home my whole life,” Tyler protested.


  “My god,” Tamara laughed, and it was a sincere one, a rich throaty laugh that was normally infectious, and a sound Tyler enjoyed hearing, but being she was laughing at him, he didn’t find it endearing.


  “What’s so funny?” he asked defensively.


  “You. You’re twenty two and making it sound like you’ll never leave the nest if you don’t take this job.”


  “Okay,” he conceded. “I was being dramatic, but I had this out with my parents, and my mother said I should show loyalty.”


  “Smart woman.”


  “My dad said to take care of me.”


  “Typical man,” Tamara rolled her eyes. “They name streets after a lot of you.”


  “My dad’s a good guy,” Tyler’s temper flared. “They’re not all assholes like Jeff’s dad.”


  “Wow,” Tamara whistled then slowly clapped her hands. “There is a man in there.”


  “You’re being kind of rude,” Tyler accused her. “I know I disappointed you, but you’re really making this personal.”


  “You’re right,” she nodded. “Because it is personal.”


  “No, it’s just a decision I have to make,” Tyler explained. “It’s nothing against you, Miss…”


  “Just call me Tamara,” she waved her hand. “You’re an adult and I’m not your boss much longer so we may as well not be formal.”


  “Its not about you, Tamara, promise.” As pathetic as it was he liked saying her name. In the ten years he’d known her she’d always been Miss Wilcox to him.


  “To you its not, but for me it is.” She pushed her chair back and rose to her feet.


  “That damn company pillages us and other companies like we’re their damn minor league farm team.” She walked towards the window as she spoke, and since she couldn’t see him, his gaze lingered on her ass.


  “We get kids from college, we invest time and effort into them. We train them and we either lose them right after graduation or like you they reach out to them after a year or so,” she turned back to him and he made sure to keep his eyes on her face.


  “They did, didn’t they? You didn’t apply, they sent you an e-mail and asked if you’d be interested in an interview, right?”


  “Right,” he nodded.


  “We do the work, they get the reward. Their owner is a goddamn multimillionaire who comes from generations of money. Entitled little shit’s never worked a day in his life and only know how to write and cash checks.


  “And everyone runs to them for more money and to say they work there.” Tamara was now pacing, taking a few steps to her left, then spinning on her stockinged heel and walking the other way.


  “So tired of it, Tyler. They’re a damn machine and all their employees are to them is cogs in that machine. They take people from other companies not just because they need people, but to stick it to us.


  “A few stay with us and long term we’ve made I worth it for them. Try to show loyalty and a place that feels like we’re a team and a family can be better than taking top dollar and working for a an asshole who you’ll never meet because you’re so far beneath him.


  “But I thought you’d be different, Tyler, I really did.” She stopped to face him.


  “I know this is work, but I’ve known you since you were a boy, you’re my son’s best friend, and when I got you the internship it was because of those things because fact is? You weren’t that good back then.”


  “Back to rude,” he sighed.


  “Its true and you know it. You weren’t a natural like Jeff and others and you had no offers. But I saw you had potential and just needed someone to work with you to bring it out.


  “I did that. Or did you forget how you’re first summer here I worked almost every day with you?”


  How could he forget, it was both the best, and most frustrating summer of his life. But she was right, and he knew it. Tyler had struggled his first year at RISD barely pulling a C which considering what his parents were paying even after financial aid, had his father telling him if he didn’t do better year two he was going to have to go to another school.


  “I took you under my wing that summer, then after that I put you with Bill Thomas and he worked with you for months. You listened and you learned and you went from lost at sea to being a damn good designer.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Good enough I was able to get Joe to agree to let me offer you the raise. But even as I talked you up I was upset you’d do this to me, just run for the money instead of repaying me for the opportunity I gave you.”


  Tyler looked away, she was making him feel like a bigger asshole than his mother and Jeff had.


  “We need you here, and if you stay you’ll be far more appreciated than you’ll ever be there. Here you can rise through the ranks just like I did. Other than when I bartended my way through school this is the only job I’ve had and I’m VP of design making great money doing what I love and for a great company that treats me like family.”


  She took a deep breath and wiped at her flushed face.


  “God its hot in here,” she reached up to tuck a few strands of black hair that had escaped the clip and fallen across her face.


  When she did her shirt rose, exposing a few more inches of her maddeningly smooth stomach and displayed the small silver chain dangling from her naval. The move also pushed her breasts out, and he shifted in his seat as his cock showed its appreciation for her soon to be former boss.


  “Excuse me for a second,” she removed the clip from her hair and shook it out.


  Tyler watched her long curly black hair cascade down her shoulders, some of it flowing over her breasts, and had to remind himself to breathe while his mind filled with thoughts of that hair on his hands as he fucked her doggy style, of it fanned out on the pillow as she looked up at him, moaning as he lowered himself into her.


  Across his chest and thighs as she blew him. The feeling of it on his body, how soft it would be, how sweet it would smell. Tamara lowered her head, then tossed it back, sending her hair flying behind her.


  She gathered it back on top of her head while holding the clip between her soft sensual red painted lips, and once she had it under control, put the clip back in.


  “I’m sorry I was so bitchy to you when you came in,” she leaned back against the ledge. “I was so hurt when Andrea told me when I called in to check on something yesterday. Then I come in here and the heat’s broken and I’m hot and sweaty and miserable, then I find out those bastards at Designtech are reaching out to Ace and trying to pitch them before we’ve even finished our presentation.”


  She folded her arms under her chest, lifting her breasts and he had to struggle to keep his eyes off them as well as the sweat glistening on her chest. How he wanted to be responsible for her being that red and sweaty.


  “Not to mention all but going to war with Joe to give you a large pay increase even though you’ve only been a full time employee for a year.”


  “I appreciate you doing that and everything you’ve done for me,” Tyler spoke slowly feeling like he needed a damn cigarette just from watching her mess with her hair and while fully dressed.


  “Enough to stay?” she asked pushing away from the window and coming back to the desk.


  He paused to think about it. She was meeting him halfway between what he made now and what he was being offered, and it was good to feel wanted. Tyler hadn’t considered how hard it might be to get ahead in a bigger company meaning the initial raise was great, but how long because he could earn a promotion or get another?


  Maybe she was right and in the long run he could do better here, and he did owe her, and the company for taking him when no one else would as an intern, and giving him the ability that had just landed him a job.


  One that he hadn’t been looking for, but they had offered and now he felt like they were just plundering a competitor more than they really wanted him.


  “Not a good sign you’re thinking this long,” she frowned. “What can I do, Tyler? What can I offer you to stay with us?” She wiped at her chest, and he thought of her slender fingers wrapped around his cock, those long bright nails sliding along his shaft.


  She had lowered her head and now looked at him through her long lashes. “I promise if I can make you happy here, I will. Just tell me what you want.”


  What he wanted more than anything was her to tell him to lock the door then come around and sit in her chair while she got on her knees for him. After that she could strip those jeans off, sit on her desk, spread her legs…


  “I see it,” she said softly, causing his heart to skip a beat. “There’s something you want. Name it and I’ll do what I can to make it happen.”


  “I…” he stopped. What the hell was he going to do, tell her what he wanted was her? Make my dreams come true and I’ll stay? This was real life, not porn. Never mind that being it was real life what kind of d-bag would he be to try and get a woman who had no interest in him to screw him to get him to stay.


  She’d already told him he’d made one dick move, and this would be far worse.


  “Don’t be shy,” she pressed. “I’m sorry I said you were a boy and not a man, but a man would tell me what he wanted. Especially a man who wants to better himself.” She leaned back in the chair and folded her arms behind her head, once again pushing her tits up to a saucier angle.


  “What can make it better for you here?”


  Her lips curled into a sly smile and her eyes found his.


  “Never know until you ask.” The smile widened. “I know I can be a bitch, but I can be very flexible when I need to be, and I pride myself on always going the extra mile to get what I want, and what I want is for you to stay.”


  Holy shit, was she offering what he was thinking? In the time he’d known her Tamara had never done or said anything to him he’d consider even remotely flirty, but that smile had not just a sultry, but an almost predatory air to it.


  Did she know he wanted her? He figured over the years she’d had to have caught him looking a few times, even while working here, but was he that obvious? Would she really do it?


  ‘Doing it’ meaning doing him? Her son’s best friend, an employee? No, he was reading into this. But the fact his mind was racing, and the way he’d reached a point where the woman couldn’t put her hair up without him getting worked up told him his obsession had reached an unhealthy point and only one thing was going to get him over it.


  “I’m really sorry, M…Tamara,” better savor saying her name while he still could. “But I’m sticking with my decision.”


  “Seriously? You’re not even going to ask for more?”


  “You can’t match the money, and I think I need a change. This is my only job so maybe I need to see what else is out there.”


  “Seems like there’s more to it by the look on your face. Talk to me, Tyler.” She spread her hands out to him. “If there’s some type of problem here that makes you want to leave we can discuss it.”


  “No, we really can’t.” His voice indicated his frustration, and he instantly regretted saying it, but that was case in point of why he couldn’t keep doing this to himself, and insulting her even though she had no idea how he felt about her, and all the nasty things she’d done, and had done to her, in his mind.


  “There is something!” she snapped her fingers. “I knew it. What is it?”


  “I think we talked enough,” he winced mentally at how rude that sounded as he rose to his feet. “Friday the 29th will be my last day.”


  “You’re not even going to give me a chance to rectify whatever your problem is here?” When he took the safe path and simply shook his head, she continued. “I thought this was just money and the allure of the bigger company, now it seems like its something more personal. Why haven’t you come to me to help make it right?”


  “Because it’s more about me and you can’t change how I feel and think so it’s best for me to just leave.”


  “You do know that you take you with you, right?” Tamara asked. “I’m saying this as a friend at this point, not your supervisor. You can’t leave behind personal baggage, that travels with you.”


  “No, I can leave this behind.” He felt as if he were talking to himself more than her at this point. “Out of sight out of mind.”


  “So its not a what, it’s a who.” Tamara frowned. “I suppose you won’t tell me what the issue is and who its with?”


  “Right,” he was saying way too much and needed to get the hell out of here. Tamara was an intelligent woman and he had no doubt she had to have caught him looking at her more than a few times over the years. “Better for everyone that way.”


  “Not for me, the company, or you if you’re only leaving over some drama.”


  “I’m doing what I feel is best for everyone, not just me.”


  “Have you spoken to this person about whatever the problem is?”


  “No,” he shook his head. “No point in it.”


  “That doesn’t make sense,” she frowned, then after a moment of thoughtful silence added. “Doesn’t seem fair either. Maybe this person doesn’t know there’s a problem and you’re not giving them a chance to fix it.”


  “I have to get back to work,” Tyler couldn’t keep this up. She was fishing and if the conversation continued he’d slip up and she’d know she was the problem, well more accurately, the cause of a problem that was all his. “I want to finish my concept so I can have it in time for you to present it to them as an option.”


  “Okay,” she rose as well. “But you’re here for two more weeks and if you change your mind and want to talk, my door is always open and as more than just your boss.”


  “Thank you.”


  “You’re still coming to the Christmas party Friday night I hope?”


  “I was never going,” he shrugged. “No fun when you don’t have a date.”


  “A lot of people are coming alone,” Tamara pointed out. “I’m one of them. It’s at the red room in the convention center and there’s a buffet, open bar, and live music. Joe is really opening up the wallet for Christmas.”


  “Yeah, well, I still think I’ll pass.”


  “Be a nice gesture to spend some time with the people you’ve worked with over the last four years.” She raised her eyebrows. “Or are you already the elitist the rest of the Designtech snots are?”


  “Ouch,” he grimaced. “That’s low.”


  “So is acting like it would be so bad to have some fun with us before you go.” When she saw his expression hadn’t changed, she exhaled loudly in disapproval and taking that as a sign to leave, he turned away from the desk and walked towards the door.


  “Tell you what, Tyler,” she said behind him. “You owe me.”


  Her words stopped him in his tracks, his shoulders tightening as he bristled at her remark, one he was getting tired of hearing from his mother, Jeff, and now Tamara herself.


  “You obviously don’t feel that way, at least not enough to stay, but I am going to ask something of you.”


  “What is it?” he reluctantly turned to face her.


  “You will come to the party. You will do this even if it’s just for me. You can consider it a favor to a friend.”


  “Why do you care if I go or not?”


  “Maybe I just want to have a drink with you for Christmas.”


  “Why?”


  “Because we’re friends and I hardly see you anymore around the house with Jeff being so busy.”


  “We’re friends?” He asked in surprise.


  “Of course we are.”


  “I just figured I was an employee here, and your son’s best friend. Just a kid to you.”


  “You’re not a kid, you’re a man remember?”


  “Yeah,” he felt a smile creep across her face at the way she’d turned his words around on him.


  “So how about this man,” she pointed to him. “Comes to a party and has a drink with this woman?” She tapped her chest just above her breasts inadvertently calling attention to them…as if he needed to be reminded of her amazing rack.


  “Celebrate a holiday, reminisce about your time here and have some fun.”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Come on,” she caused his eyes to widen when she pushed her lower lip out in a demure pout. “You really want to keep hurting my feelings?”


  “No,” he whispered taking in not only the pout but the way she’d widened her eyes and looked at him through her lashes. Demure was a look he’d never imagined she could pull off. “I wouldn’t want to make you feel bad.”


  “Too late as far as the job goes, but you can make me feel better as a friend and accept my invitation to have a drink,” she put her hand up, palm out. “Who knows, if I’ve already had a few maybe even a dance.”


  “That would be…” fucking incredible, but… “A little weird, especially if Jeff’s there.”


  “I didn’t say we’d be bumping and grinding,” she chided him, and he blushed, feeling like an idiot. “And he won’t be there. Cheryl’s family is having a big get together and he’s picking her over me,” he received the pout again, this time she managed to get her lower lip to tremble. “You going to do the same?”


  “I’ll be there,” Even as he said it, he felt like the fool he was, letting himself get played by her shift from cool bitch boss to pleading with him.


  “Thank you, it means a lot,” Tamara’s big smile made the decision worth it as her eyes lit up. “Trust me, you’ll have a great time, I’ll make sure of it.”


  “I’ll hold you to that,” he told her, trying to not let himself think of all the ways she could be his good time.


  “I hope you do,” she made a shooing gesture with her fingers. “Now get back to work, I want to see what you’re presenting as your final project here.”


  “I’m on it,” he turned around and this time had his hand on the door before she stopped him again.


  “Before I forget, this works out because we’re doing a secret Santa and we had an odd person. You need to get a gift for Sam in the prototype department.”


  “Easy enough, he’s into video games.” He cocked his head in thought. “Does that mean he’s mine because I wasn’t coming until now?”


  “No, you’re all set because I thought you were coming all along.”


  “Hopefully whoever has me knows what I like.”


  “I won’t give too much away, but seeing I drew the names I can assure you that you’ll get a great gift. Consider part of the reward for coming to the party.”


  “Standing around by myself while other people are there with their husbands, wives, or dates is rewarding?”


  “There’s more to life than worrying what people think and your secret Santa won’t let you down.”


  “I won’t let you down either,” he declared. “Wait until you see my mock ups.”


  “You already let me down, Tyler,” she told him quietly making him wish he’d just bolted a few minutes ago. “But the good news is I’m happy to let you make it up to me


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  “Shot sir?”


  Tyler smiled at the tall blonde in the short red skirt holding up a rack of tubes featuring green and red vials.


  “Absolutely,” he beamed picking a red one, seeing he’d tried the green earlier. Everything was on the house tonight but he slipped a couple of ones between the tubes, stuffing it in with the other bills already there.


  “Merry Christmas!” he saluted her with the tube, then did the shot, placing the tube back in the rack while trying to subtly eye hers, which was far more impressive.


  He waited until she walked away to grimace. The green tube had been a sour apple, this one a fire ball and he wasn’t one for anything hot. But first world problems as they say.


  Tyler leaned against one of the many marble pillars in the large room, and smiled as he observed the crowd. Tamara was right, he was glad he came. There were more people than he’d expected as Joe had also invited clients and vendors as well as their spouses or dates.


  The Red Room was by far the fanciest place he’d ever been in, even more upscale than the ballroom at the Omni where RISD held a post-graduation party. The marble columns, the plush red carpeting, the 100 foot long bar along the wall, and even a half dozen crystal chandeliers.


  Not so classy, but fun, was a large silver disco ball hanging from the ceiling that spun continuously, bathing the dance floor in an alternating pattern of red and green lights.


  The band on stage to his left were a lot better than he expected, playing not only up tempo versions of Christmas classics, but flat out rocking out on some of them. Tyler had arrived at 8:30, a half hour after the party started, and the first hour not too many people were dancing.


  But an hour and a half later, after people had taken advantage of the open bar and were now loose and in a far more festive mood, quite a few people had hit the floor. Tyler couldn’t dance worth a damn, and not like he had anyone to dance with anyway, but he was having a good time watching.


  As always, there were more women than men dancing, and Tyler was fine with that. Some of his co workers wives, as well as those of the clients and vendors were damn fine, and he was surprised at how short and tight some of their dresses were.


  Then again…at one point Andrew from accounts payable had come over to talk with him for a few minutes and commented on how he knew a few of the clients and they weren’t married and he had a feeling their dates were ‘paid company’.


  Once he’d mentioned it, Tyler did note there was a pretty noticeable age difference between some of the guys and their companions so Andrew was probably spot on. Either an escort or a sugar baby, but one way or another they were getting paid.


  Tyler thought it was kind of sleazy, but had to admit, he wouldn’t mind unwrapping the gifts these guys had treated themselves to for the holiday. All in all the party was nothing like he’d expected.


  He’d been ready for a boring party full of stiffs sipping at their fancy drinks and talking shop. Instead, even people that acted like they had a pole up their ass at work were laughing, dancing, drinking and carrying on.


  Tyler had found out Joe had booked out a block of rooms for people who were from out of town or those who knew in advance they planned on getting blitzed and figured they’d stay at the hotel and make a night of it.


  It wasn’t all a good time in the sense the party was beginning to make him feel worse about leaving. Since he’d arrived there, people had come up to him to wish him well and express how much they’d enjoyed working with him and would miss him.


  He’d never considered himself all that popular, but everyone seemed sincerely sorry to see him go. Joe himself had approached him with two shots of Jack Daniels to toast to his successful future.


  After they did the shots, Joe said it was a shame he was leaving because he’d felt Tyler would have stayed and grown with the company, working his way up and adding some new blood to the old crowd.


  Joe had finished off by telling Tyler if things didn’t work out for him at his new job the door was always open and they’d be happy to take him back. Tyler thanked him, as he’d had everyone else for the well wished, and swore each time he felt worse.


  Tamara was right, this was a small company compared to Designtech and because of that they were more than people who worked together, they were friends and for some who had been there for years, like her, a type of extended family.


  He’d never noticed it much before, but he could see it now. With no work to be done and the ties off and personas dropped everyone there seemed to really be enjoying each other’s company and having a blast.


  Except for the occasional pang of guilt and the creeping feeling of wondering if he was doing the right thing by leaving, Tyler’s enjoyment of the evening far exceeded his expectations.


  His initial plan was to stay an hour, just long enough for the silly Secret Santa gift exchange, then bail. They’d done the gifts an hour ago and he was still here, and happy to be.


  Tyler was pacing himself with drinking, in addition to the two tube shots and the shot with Joe, he’d had two Captain and Cokes and one nasty tasting shot of tequila he’d done with the other people in his department in a toast to his “New adventure”


  Having done more than his fair share of drinking in college, Tyler was feeling pretty good but far from drunk and would allow himself a couple more drinks before leaving when the party ended at midnight.


  The only true downers of the evening were he’d not gotten a gift at the Secret Santa swap. Well, he did, but Andrea from HR presented it to him right at the end and the fact it was a generic $25 Amazon card told him it was most likely an extra in case someone forgot to participate.


  That wasn’t really a big deal, he was drinking for free and the all you can eat buffet had featured Prime rib, crab legs and some of the best buffalo wings he’d ever had, so he wasn’t going to complain about someone dropping the ball on his gift; and not like he couldn’t spend $25 on Amazon.


  What bothered him is over two hours here and Tamara hadn’t approached him at all. Other than a quick wave when he first entered, she’d paid no attention to him. When she’d waved she’d been standing with two men and a woman he didn’t recognize, but understood it would be rude for her to walk away in mid conversation.


  But over the course of the night it seemed as if she’d made the rounds, speaking to everyone except him. More than that she hadn’t come within twenty feet of him. Tyler was a bit put off at first, then figured she had made it pretty clear she felt as if he’d betrayed her.


  He supposed he deserved it in a way, but the way everyone was being so friendly with each other, and going out of their way to talk to him about his leaving, it made her snubbing him downright rude and he was caught between feeling as if he couldn’t blame her and thinking she was being a flat out bitch.


  Bout goddamn she was a hot bitch.


  Had the night turned out to be as boring as he’d expected, just seeing Tamara would have made it a win. When he’d first spotted her with the other people around her, all he could see of her was her head between the shoulders of the two men in front of her.


  She wore a Santa cap at an angle and her long dark hair down, but other than that, and noting her face was flushed and her eyes bright, he had no idea what she was wearing.


  But once he got his first full look at her…As attractive as some of the women there were, even the younger, and most likely ‘working’ girls, Tamara, at least in his eyes, put them to shame.


  She wore a Santa coat that barely went to her mid-thigh and featured a plunging neckline that revealed not only a lot of her chest, but showed off some of the curve of the inner portion of her breasts.


  The jacket, which from a distance appeared to be a silky material, and not the typical heavy Santa coat, was belted tightly in the middle which served to not only enhance her prominent chest, but show off the swell of her hips.


  Below the hem of the coat, Tamara wore red and white striped tights making her legs look like the longest, tastiest, candy canes he’d ever seen. Those perfectly shaped legs ended in a pair of red heels that had his jaw dropping and his cock rising.


  To call them fuck me heels was an understatement. They weren’t thin stilettos but thick and squared off. He swore they had to be at least five inches judging by how she was the same height as Joe when she spoke to him, and he was right around six feet.


  The shoes were open toed, with two straps, one over the base of her toes, the other around her ankle, and both featured silver bells on the buckles. Tyler had no idea how she could walk in them, let alone dance, and goddamn could she dance.


  Tamara had spent a good deal of time on the floor, dancing with clients, co-workers, and several times with other women when there was no men available. With Joe and some of the older guys she danced more slowly, but with several of the younger guys she flashed some moves more suited to a club rather than a company party.


  Tyler watched her gyrate wildly and even do a few slow bump and grinds on not just a couple of the guys, but some of the women. At one point everyone broke out laughing when she danced with Bill, who was in his late sixties, and turning around placed her ass directly in his crotch and worked it into him.


  Bill turned as red as her dress and back away, leaving Tamara to bend over and twerk, receiving raucous applause from everyone watching, while Tyler had to struggle to keep his eyes in his head and his cock from exploding as he watched her lewdly thrusting her ass and hips.


  It was obvious she’d been drinking; her face flushed, and her eyes not just glossy, but wide. She was constantly smiling and laughing, and at times was on the floor dancing by herself. Tyler saw he wasn’t the only one appreciating their boss letting her hair down.


  At one point she went into a spin, letting her head fall back, and Tyler, feeling as if he were seeing her in slow motion, like he was in a cheesy movie, swore he’d never seen a more beautiful woman.


  She was laughing, her white teeth visible between her deep red lips, and her long black hair flowed out behind her. She had her arms out to her sides, but while continuing to spin, she grabbed the hem of her dress.


  For a brief instant that he knew would remain frozen in his mind, she lifted the white fur trimmed dress, and he caught a flash of white above the top red stripe of the stocking, showing off the fact they were thigh highs.


  When she staggered, then caught herself and while others around her laughed at her, she gave a quick curtsey, bending her knees and lifting the skirt. Directly behind her, Tyler was treated to a quick glimpse of red beneath the jacket.


  Zack Martin, who worked down the hall from him in engineering had been next to him and whistled. “Christ, man, she just about flashed us her ass!” he then laughed. “I always knew there was a party girl under that mean bitch act.”


  Tyler idly wondered what Zack would think if he knew about her tramp stamp and piercing. Meanwhile he was loving the fact other guys were seeing Tamara the way he always had; as the smoking hot woman she was rather than their boss or a mother in her forties.


  It was as if he was experiencing a voyeuristic thrill in other men seeing her the way he had from day one, like she was his girl and he was showing her off somehow. Just another sign of his unhealthy fixation, but the way she was dressed and behaving tonight, no one could blame him.


  The party would give him some vivid and lasting memories of Tamara to add to his long collection of them, but these would be some of the hottest. Most of his other thoughts were pure fantasy, but tonight she was showing the reality of what she was like with a few drinks in her and tossing aside her stuffy professional façade.


  Except with him.


  As much as Tyler was enjoying the show she was putting on, he still bristled he wasn’t part of it. He was pretty sure that by now she’d danced with just about every guy in the company, even if it were for a brief moment while she worked her away around the floor.


  Of course the fact he hadn’t set foot out there might be part of the problem, but he knew she’d seen him standing around and hadn’t come up to him, even to chat. Hard to think she wasn’t doing it on purpose.


  Even at the Secret Santa where Tamara, along with Joe and Andrea, were passing out the gifts she’d stayed on the opposite side of the crowd from him. Over the years Tyler had thought of her as a cock tease, but not a deliberate one as she had no idea how he felt and never went out of her way to be flirty.


  Tonight she really was teasing. Dressed hot, borderline drunk, dancing lewdly and flirting outrageously-so much so people were just laughing it off because it was so exaggerated, and ignoring only him.


  Or maybe because he was Jeff’s best friend she didn’t want to act that way around him, but she could have at least said hi at some point. Tyler pushed himself away from the column and made his way over to the bar.


  Several people were sitting along its length, but he went down to where he could sit alone. He figured a drink for the road and he’d be on his way. By the time he was done it would be just about eleven so he could say he’d stayed for most of it.


  Ironic considering the only reason he’d come was Tamara pushed him into it which was why her ignoring him pissed him off more than anything else. He slid onto a stool, and slipped his phone out, checking his e-mails while he waited for the bartender to make his way down to him.


  “Hey, blue eyes, you want to buy a girl a drink?”


  He looked up in surprise as Tamara slid onto the stool next to him.


  “They’re free,” he told her.


  “Nothing in life is free, babe, haven’t you learned that yet?” she cocked her head and gave him tipsy smile.


  One look in her dark eyes told him if she weren’t completely trashed she was pretty close. He had to admit, drunk or not, hearing her call him babe gave him more of a thrill than it should have.


  “Some things are,” he shrugged, trying to act disinterested in her finally approaching him.


  “Yeah?” She gestured with her hand, and he took in her red nails which were all tipped in green. “Like what?”


  “I don’t know, love?”


  She laughed loudly and clapped her hands.


  “Oh, honey, that’s so cheesy, and naïve!”


  “What can I get you folks?” The bartender asked while walking their way.


  “Two shots of Don Julio,” Tamara requested.


  “You want a chaser?”


  “Nah, I’ll only be here a minute,” she put her hand on Tyler’s arm. “Not sure about him though.”


  “The shots fine.” He hated tequila, but wasn’t going to say anything, a shot with Tamara was worth it.


  “Love has its costs,” she told him when the bartender went to get their shots. “Emotionally, financially, sometimes physically,” she sighed. “No, love is not free at all, but with the right person it’s worth the price.”


  “Good to know, I guess.”


  “Now lust?” Her lips curved into a smile that had a predatory look to it. “That’s free for the taking.”


  “Nope,” he pointed to the dance floor. “Its for sale, just look at some of the girls with those old farts.”


  “Good point!” Tamara’s hand had remained on his forearm and she gave him a squeeze. “Maybe not that naïve.”


  He nodded, admiring her bright nails on his black sweater. It wasn’t exactly Christmas, but he didn’t own anything red or green. If nothing else it made him stand out in the crowd.


  “But paying for it is lechery in my eyes. Good old fashioned lust is about animal magnetism between two people who then act on it.”


  “Wrong,” he corrected her. “Lust can be one sided, and that can really suck.”


  “True,” she nodded and even that was exaggerated. “But it depends.”


  “On what?”


  Tamara held her finger up as the bartender put down the two shots along with the salt shaker and a bowl with two slices of lime. While Tyler slowly salted his hand, eyeing the shot distastefully, Tamara quickly salted hers.


  She proceeded to slowly lick it teasing the tip of her tongue along her hand wagging side to side. Her eyes were on his face, and after flashing him a flirty smile, she knocked back the shot.


  Tyler licked his hand and did the shot, wincing at the taste, then plucked a lime from the cup and sucked on it. He dropped it into his glass and indicated hers.


  “You’re not going to use that?”


  “A lime is the last thing I’m in the mood to suck on,” she met his gaze while she continued. “Maybe I don’t mind the taste of something salty going down my throat.”


  “Wow,” he whispered, and immediately blushed, not just flustered at her comment, but for making a fool of himself. “I mean um…”


  “Wow,” she finished. “Don’t feel bad, I like making a man say wow.”


  “I…”


  “Especially one half my age.”


  Tyler’s mouth fell open, and he quickly closed it for fear of saying something stupid, or worse, just sitting there slack jawed. Did he mean that? No, she was buzzed and fucking with him the same way she’d been teasing and flirting all night with everyone else.


  “Hey, Tami, I have to get going,” A tall older man with grey streaked black hair wearing what had to be the winner of any ugliest sweater contest he’d ever entered, appeared behind Tamara.


  “Seriously? I figured you’d be leaving here to haunt the other bars in the hotel.” She spun in her stool to face him. “Your age finally catching up to you, Freddie?” she giggled. “Or you just can’t catch them at that age anymore?”


  “No need to chase, I just flash the money clip,” he laughed. “But I have an early flight to catch, heading to Cali to spend the holidays with my sister.”


  “Well, thank you for coming, and Merry Christmas,” Tamara hugged him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you for the new contract.”


  “Haven’t let me down yet.” Freddie stated, then went into some shop talk.


  Tyler lost interest in the conversation as he took the opportunity to recover from her last comment. But now that he was getting a look at her from the side, a new reason to be flustered arose.


  He now had a great view of her right breast where the top of the dress had loosened throughout the night while she’d been dancing, and he was seeing a lot of side boob as the saying went.


  His eyes traced the sweet curve of her large breast and he couldn’t help but think that for the amount of flesh exposed he still didn’t see the hint of any material. Was she braless?


  One thing was for sure, if her nipples had been protruding at any point during the night, he’d have seen them. Maybe the dress had a padding sewn into it? Or the bra was something super slinky and barely anything to it?


  In addition to the view the new angle provided, Tyler noticed how flushed her chest was and there was a light sheen of sweat that he imagined was a combination of a warm room, dancing and drinking.


  His eyes dropped to where her feet rested on the lower rung of the stool, her heels slid down behind it. His gazed wandered up her leg to where the already short dress had ridden up higher.


  He could make out the white of her thigh over the stocking and now more than ever, he longed to be between those thighs. To be the cause of her flushed skin, to feel those striped thigh highs around his waist as he fucked her.


  He thought about her with the dress on, but untied and opened to expose her amazing body. The stockings still on along with her heels…hell she could keep the damn Santa hat on!


  Her hands on his shoulders, her eyes closed, gorgeous lips parted, moaning his name, whimpering as he fucked her, imploring him to go harder and faster. Tyler felt as warm as she looked and was glad he’d decided the shot would be his last drink.


  It wasn’t as much that he was worried he couldn’t drive home but that he was sitting there two feet from Tamara while having a vivid sexual fantasy about her. Drinking lowered inhibitions and it wasn’t like he had many when it came to thinking of her to begin with.


  “So where were we about lust?”


  Tyler’s last thought about how far down the Tamara rabbit hole he’d gone, when her words jarred him out of his thoughts and he realized Freddie had walked away.


  “Right,” she answered her own question when he didn’t immediately speak up. “About it being bad if it’s one sided. What it depends on is it professed or unrequited?”


  “What’s the difference?” he asked.


  “Difference is if you never tell the person, then you only have yourself to blame for the frustration. If you tell them and they don’t feel the same way, well at least you gave it a chance.”


  “And looked like an idiot.”


  “Is it worse to look like an idiot than being a loser whacking off to someone that might be willing to do it for them?” she countered as she turned back to face him.


  Tamara lifted her right leg, and his breath caught when her foot slipped under the leg of his grey Dockers, her stocking toes briefly connecting with his bare skin just over his sock.


  Her foot then slipped out and continued to rise as she crossed her legs. Had that been on purpose to screw with him, or just an accident because they were sitting so close?


  Even if it were the former Tyler forced himself not to get excited. She was teetering on drunk and been borderline inappropriate with others the entire party.


  “Well?” she prodded while he struggled to take his eyes off the amount of thigh he could now see up her short dress with her leg draped over her knee.


  “I guess because maybe there’s a reason you can’t,” he shrugged. “Could get you in trouble depending on who the person is.”


  “What do you mean you guess?” Tamara lifted her hand to wave to the bartender. “Ready for another shot?”


  “’I’ll pass, I have to drive home,” he responded, his eyes now on her foot.


  The tip of her shoe, and her toes were resting against his leg and he could only imagine what they’d look, and feel, like over his shoulders or against his chest or arms.


  “You should be careful too,” he told her. “Seems like you’ve had a lot.”


  “I have a room for the night,” she explained. “I don’t cut loose often these days so when I do its go big, and not go home.” Her lips curled into a sly smile to drive home the innuendo.


  The bartender, assuming Tamara had signaled for another round, brought two more shots along with another bowl containing two slices of lime.


  “Looks like you’re having one more.” Tamara salted her hand, and after lasciviously licking it, knocked back the shot with an ease Tyler found both impressive and arousing. Wild on a the dance floor, dirty turn of mind and could drink like a frat boy, all leading him to believe she’d be the wildcat in bed he’d always thought she’d be.


  “Seriously?” she pointed to his. “You’re going to leave me hanging.”


  He glanced at his watch. “Only a half hour until we have to leave, not really enough time to clear my head and make sure I’m okay to drive.”


  “This party stops at midnight,” she gestured towards the double doors that led to the foyer. “There’s other parties here tonight, and the hotel and center bars are open until two. You have to leave here, but you don’t have to go home.”


  “You’re going to go crash other parties?” he asked.


  “You think there’s anyone who would mind if I did?” Another saucy smile. “I’m drunk and hot, no guy is turning me away.”


  “Modest,” he forced a laugh.


  “But not wrong,” she picked up his shot and handed it to him. “You’re a year out of college, don’t tell me you can’t handle one more.”


  “I can, but this isn’t really my drink. Kind of nasty,” he stared down at the glass.


  “Just hold your breath and swallow,” Tamara giggled. “That’s the advice my older sister, Liz gave me when it came to giving head back in high school.”


  Tyler picked up the salt shaker, dashed some on his hand, licked it and did the shot as quickly as she did in an effort to again avoid a reply as well as to try and find some liquid courage to handle her raunchy talk.


  “Ugh,” he winced as he put down the glass. “Don’t know how you drink this.”


  “If I can take a load down my throat, I can pretty much drink anything.” She laughed. “Porn stars can pretend they like it, but it tastes nasty,” she then shrugged, causing her breasts to bounce and enforcing his idea she might very well be braless. “But its all about the thrill and how dirty it is.”


  “I should get going,” he told her, starting to slide off the stool.


  “No,” she pushed her foot harder into his knee to emphasize her remark. “We never finished our conversation.”


  “About what?”


  “Don’t play dumb, we were talking about lust or if you prefer to call it a crush.”


  “What’s to talk about?” he tried to sound casual. “You think people should tell the person, and I said its not that easy,” he added a shrug. “Not like I’m talking about myself so there’s only so much I can say.”


  “I see,” her eyes sought his and he avoided her gaze. “Not you, huh?”


  “Nope,” he gave her a rueful smile. “My dating life has been so lame there’s no one to even think about.”


  “You don’t have to be involved with someone to want them,” Tamara tapped her cheek as if thinking. “You said there’s some cases its best not to say anything.”


  “There’s a lot of reasons why you couldn’t. Like, what if the person is married? Or maybe…”


  “They’re a lot older,” she interrupted him. “Or what if they were in a position of authority, like a teacher?”


  “Right,” he nodded.


  “Or your boss,” she paused just long enough for his stomach to tighten. “Another reason could be maybe they’re related to someone you know. That would be awkward, wouldn’t it?”


  “Yeah,” he said softly thinking she knew. How could she not? She’d never said anything before, but he’d also never seen her drunk before either.


  “All those things are taboos, things that there’s no actual law against, but something most people would frown over. You should see the looks I get from women my age when I’m flirting with guys your age at bars.”


  “My age,” he repeated.


  “Catty women who judge someone like me who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to go after it.” She sighed. “Jealousy is an ugly emotion.”


  “I can see that.”


  “I’m not supposed to look at guys my son’s age. Not supposed to just go out and get my brains fucked out for a night and never see them again. I’m a professional in her forties, I’m supposed to be looking for the same.”


  “Hey, you do you, right?” he laughed and even with the booze in him he could hear the nerves.


  “I do whoever I want, and who I want is much younger with no drama, no baggage, and no desire to do anything except take the hot milf for a long hard ride.”


  “Okay,” he nodded. “I really need to…”


  “Taboos make things more exciting,” she went on. “Don’t you think?”


  “I wouldn’t know.”


  “Thing is over time even that’s not enough, and you need to take it up a notch, do something even edgier.”


  “Like what?” As soon as the question came out, he knew he’d just took the bait.


  “I don’t know, I’ve never slept with an employee,” she pursed her red lips in thought.


  “Or one of my son’s friends.” This time her smile was of the cat that ate the canary variety. “How naughty would that be?”


  “That would be wrong,” he could barely hear his own reply.


  “Sometimes wrong can feel pretty damn right,” the smile remained. “It would be in play for me, but said employee or friend would have to be clear it’s what they wanted.”


  “Here you go!” The bartender returned with a foot long candy can wrapped in plastic with a red bow on it and handed it to Tamara. “All the ladies here get one.”


  “Thank you,” she dipped her hand into her red purse and produced a twenty. “Merry Christmas.”


  He took the money and gave her a practiced lady killer smile.


  “Be merrier if you started in on it here.”


  “I would, but I think people would be upset if I hiked up my skirt right here.”


  The look on the bartender’s face probably mirrored his own, his eyes wide and his mouth dropping open.


  “Um, well…damn.” The guy whistled. “I got nothing to say to that.”


  He walked away shaking his head, and Tyler watched Tamara eye the striped treat.


  “Not exactly the hard sticky thing I planned on having in my mouth tonight, but…” her dark eyes narrowed. “It could be a fun extra.”


  “TMI.” He tried to smile.


  “Where you going from here?” she asked abruptly.


  “Home, you going party crawling?”


  “Maybe,” she uncrossed her legs and zipped her purse making it seem like she was ready to leave, and leaving him with mixed feelings of relief and disappointment. “It depends on what happens in the next few minutes.”


  “What’s going to happen?”


  “Oh, I don’t know, something fun I hope, but if not? I’ll make the rounds and find some hot young guy to come up to my room, stuff my stocking and come down my slutty chimney.”


  “On that note,” he slipped off the stool. “I have to get going, happy hunting.”


  “Oblivious, scared, or no interest?” she muttered but loud enough for him to catch. “But before you go. I owe you something.”


  She plucked a red envelope from the pocket on the side of her purse and handed it to him.


  Tyler saw it had his name written on it and was adorned with several Santa Clause stickers.


  “What’s this?”


  “I’m your secret Santa.” She told him.


  “Why didn’t you give me this at the tree?”


  “Because I couldn’t have you opening it with other people around.”


  Tamara got off the stool, and slung her purse over her shoulder while gripping the candy cane in her other hand.


  “Give me a five minute head start.” She leaned over and kissed his cheek.


  “Merry Christmas,” he responded.


  “How Merry is up to you.” Tamara walked away and Tyler gave her part of the ‘head start’ she asked for by watching her walk across the room, taking in the backs of her long legs in the short skirt as well as the sway of her hips.


  She stopped along the way to hug several people before making her way out of the room. As soon as she was gone, Tyler opened the envelope. Inside was a Christmas card featuring Santa declaring he’d checked his naughty list and he was on it.


  Stuck to the lower portion of the card was a small post it with the number 212 written on it. Tyler opened the card and whispered, “Holy shit,” when he saw what was tucked inside it.


  A hotel room key.


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  Tyler reached Tamara’s room, and hesitated at the door. After staring at the key for a few minutes as if he didn’t believe it were real, he’d quickly made his way out of the party and to the elevator.


  His mind was racing with the possibility this could be some kind of weird game. That by showing up he was declaring the interest she seemed to be trying to get him to admit.


  In fact he was sure of that, the real question was whether or not this was a ‘gotcha’ or a case of it was Tamara that wanted to be gotten. The flirting, the dirty remarks, the talk of liking younger men and the ‘taboos’ she thought would be fun to cross couldn’t have all been just an act.


  Could it?


  There was only one way to find out and if it happened that she was just playing him and was going to bust his chops for showing up, it wouldn’t be that bad. After all, after a week he’d no longer have to see her anywhere if he didn’t choose to.


  But if this was for real, it could be everything he’d ever imagined. No way could he go home and then spend the rest of his life wondering if he could have tasted the forbidden fruit he’d longed for.


  He lifted his hand to knock, but stopped. She’d given him a key, didn’t that mean she just wanted him to come in? Would it be rude to just walk in? For fuck’s sake, he chided himself, he backed his decision to leave based on the fact he was his own man now, so wasn’t it time to act like one?


  He slipped the key in holding his breath when he heard the soft click, and the handle pushed down. Tyler entered the room large room to see it was dimly lit by a small lamp in the corner.


  The large king sized bed in the center of the room was where his attention immediately went, but it was empty. What was he expecting? For her to be naked on it, and waiting for him?


  He turned his head to see a small desk along the wall and beyond that was a plush armchair where Tamara sat.


  “Came in without knocking,” she nodded in approval. “I like the confidence.”


  Tyler slowly walked further into the room, passing the bed and trying not to get his hopes up that he’d soon be on top of it, and his boss.


  “Stop,” she put her hand up and he froze in his tracks. “I want to talk to you before anything happens.”


  Anything happens! His heart pounded and he could feel his cock rising. Merry Christmas to him! This was really going to happen.


  “Okay,” he said when it seemed she was expecting an answer.


  “I’m going to make this easy on you, take away any doubts so you’re hearing what I’m saying and not wondering.”


  She rose to her feet, her hands going to the black belt cinched around her waist.


  “I know you want me, Tyler. I’ve known for a long time.”


  “I do,” his words earned a slight nod from her as if she were pleased he wasn’t going to deny it.


  “Thought it was cute at first, a young boy crushing on me. But since you started working for me full time and I see you every day? Its not cute anymore.”


  “Oh, sorry.” Okay, maybe this wasn’t the lock he thought it was.


  “No, now it’s hot as fuck. This good looking young man looks at me like a hungry man eyes a steak. Half my age, my son’s best friend, an employee.” She slowly shook her head.


  “All three of those reasons on their own would be enough to tell myself it couldn’t happen, all three together should have made it so I’d never think about it. But I did. Every time I’d catch you looking, I’d think about letting you do more than look.”


  “I’m either drunk or dreaming,” he muttered.


  “Neither, but me? I’m just drunk enough to go through with it. I avoided you all night on purpose. I watched you watch me to work you up and I was so fucking wet that…” She put her finger up.


  “Hold on, I’ll show you.” She reached down to the floor, and opened her purse.


  Tamara straightened and tossed something red at him. He put his hands out, catching what he realized was a lace thong. A thong who’s crotch was slick and sticky beneath his touch.


  “Fuck,” losing control, he pressed it to his face, his blue eyes rolling back at the slightly spicy and completely intoxicating scent of his best friend’s mother’s pussy.


  “That’s right, the last hour I walked around that party with nothing beneath my dress. Sat and talked to you like that. If I wasn’t worried someone else would see, I’d have spread my legs on the stool and showed you my bare cunt.”


  His cock was fully hard and bent painfully in his boxers as even as she spoke, he couldn’t pull her thong from his face, just able to resist the urge to lick it in front of her.


  “Now here you are leaving soon and I figure what the hell? You won’t be working for me anymore and neither will Jeff so no guilt from seeing him. He’s so busy with work and his girlfriend he’s barely home so you hardly ever come over, so things would be a lot less awkward, right?”


  “Right.” He watched her hands which remained on the belt, idly twirling the ends of it around.


  “That’s why I pushed you to come tonight, I planned on doing this. A not so sweet little Christmas gift for the two of us, fun right?”


  “I bet you’re a lot of fun.” He managed to drop the thong onto the bed next to him, and feeling a surge of confidence at her all but saying come and get it, he stripped off his sweater.


  “Hmm, that’s right, baby, get nice and comfortable.” Tamara pointed to the white t-shirt he had on beneath the sweater. “Don’t stop now.”


  With a smile he removed the shirt and felt a surge of excitement, the way her eyes lit up and she sucked on her lower lip while taking in his powerfully built upper body.


  “Look at that, and all for me,” she licked her lips. “Bet you have something else big and hard for me, don’t you?”


  “Oh yeah,” he pushed his shoes off and bending over, quickly removed his socks, noticing how his hand trembled as he did so.


  “Then I got to thinking,” Tamara’s words stopped him as his hands went to his waist to undo the button to his Dockers. “Maybe I can use this to my advantage.”


  “Huh?”


  “Here’s the deal, Tyler. You and I are going to fuck. Not just once, but all night long and we can make each other breakfast in the morning.”


  “I like breakfast,” he wanted to smack himself as so far he’d managed not to sound like a moron.


  “Dessert is even better,” she replied with a smile. “But tell me, what would be better; me being a hot one night goodbye fuck, or being a regular thing?”


  “What?”


  “A fun memory, or your milf with benefits?”


  “Um, I think the more the better?”


  “I agree, and I’d be happy to settle down with one hot stud to relieve my stress instead of going on the prowl and hoping I get lucky. But,” she raised a red and green tipped finger. “I love to come, but I don’t come cheap.”


  “Nothing in life is free,” he whispered, recalling her words.


  “On the desk,” she pointed to his right. “Is a contract. If you sign it you agree to work for us for the next three years, and if for some reason you leave, there is a two year do not compete, stopping you from going to a competitor.”


  He tore his eyes from her to turn and look at the paper on the desk with a pen next to it.


  “It states that you are to receive the 5k raise in salary, a third week’s vacation two years before you’ve earned it and we’ll make you fully vested in your 401k rather than wait another two years for that.”


  “You…you’re bribing me with sex?” he asked incredulously. “If I don’t sign this, we don’t do anything?”


  “We’ll do plenty, but just for tonight.” She laughed. “Sorry if I couldn’t add sex with your boss on the side as an incentive. That has to be kept quiet for obvious reasons. Like I said, baby, you can have me once and go off to your new job, or I can be the best benefit for staying at your old job.


  “Notice I already signed it. Just sign over me, and you can be over me, under me, or behind me anytime you want.”


  Tyler picked up the pen, but frowned at the contract.


  “How do I know you’re not fucking with me?”


  “Because if I wasn’t planning on at least fucking you tonight, I wouldn’t do this.” Tamara pulled the belt, causing the dress to fall open.


  “Oh my god,” Tyler breathed.


  She was naked beneath it, her tits even bigger and more magnificent than he’d ever imagined. Her creamy white globes were still impressively high on her chest considering their size and her age and were tipped with rosy red nipples in the center of her small dark areola.


  Her flushed chest heaved with her heavy breathing and he watched her breasts rise and fall hypnotically. A silver pendent caught the dim light of the room where it dangled from her naval, calling attention to her smooth flat stomach.


  Tyler’s eyes dipped between her white thighs taking in the dark patch of pubic hair on her mound above the deep pink cleft of her pussy.


  “I know it’s your gift, but I wanted to see your face when I unwrapped it.” Tamara flipped the Santa hat off and gave her head a shake, sending her long raven hair flowing down over her shoulders. “Can be yours this once, or the gift that keeps on giving.”


  She slowly licked her red lips. “And trust me baby, this girl loves to give.”


  As he stood there with his heart pounding and his cock throbbing Tamara slipped the dress from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Standing before him in just the shoes and stockings, she raised her arms over her head and did a slow turn for him.


  “How’s the rear view?” she peered at him over her shoulder.


  “Perfect,” his eyes drank in how good her dark hair looked on her fair skin, the smooth skin of her back and the colorful tramp stamp that adorned her lower back, tracing the swell of her ass. “All of you is perfect.”


  Like her tits, her ass was well rounded, with a nice curve to her cheeks and firm enough to barely jiggle as she playfully shook it at him. Tamara bent over the chair, gripping the top of it and once again wiggling her ass, opened her legs to give him a glimpse of her plump pussy framed between her toned thighs and cheeks of her ass.


  “Glad you like it! I’d say batteries not included, but you can feel free to use a toy on me anytime you want, or just watch me.”


  Tamara turned, and dropping into the chair, lifted her legs and draped them over the arms. The pen fell from his hand as he stared at her now fully exposed pussy as she sat before him, her legs spread wantonly open.


  “No toys tonight, but I do have this.” From between the chair and cushion, she produced the now unwrapped candy cane. “I told you this could be fun later.”


  Her eyes on his, Tamara swirled her tongue over the tip as she held it by the curved handle. She eased her lips over it, and slowly worked them down. His eyes widened as she took it deeper and his cock jumped when she had most of the length down her throat and bobbed her head.


  She moaned softly as she sucked on it, and he felt so hard he was worried he was going to pop off in his pants. Tamara removed it from her lips and sliding the now sticky tip down her chest, rubbed it over her swollen right nipple.


  Cupping her breast, she lifted it, lowered her head and licked her nipple clean.


  “I want you to think about it,” she spoke in a low sultry purr while sliding the tip down her stomach. “Getting to fuck your boss, your friend’s mom whenever you want.”


  She eased the tip to the side and worked it along her inner left thigh.


  “Imagine staying late to work, and coming into my office.” She moved the candy over her slit and with her free hand spread herself open, exposing the pink folds of her slit and as well as her swollen clit protruding from beneath its hood.


  “You sitting in my expensive leather chair and your slutty boss on her knees, sucking that hard young cock.” She shuddered as she rubbed the tip into her clit. “Blowing you in my power suit, moaning and slobbering over your dick and slurping on your balls.”


  She pushed the tip down lower, straightened the candy cane and pushed it inside her.


  “Jesus,” Tyler’s voice trembled while he watched her slowly fuck herself with the striped stick.


  “Then hiking my shirt up and you fucking me over my desk, or me riding you in that chair. Us in the conference room, me completely naked on the table and you eating my cunt.”


  Her words came out in a breathy rush and ended in a soft whimper as she inserted the candy cane up to the handle and moved it gently side to side, working it inside her.


  “Jeff spends the weekends at Cheryl’s and that means you could spend the night. Fuck your hot boss in her bed, in her shower. On the goddamn kitchen counter, anywhere you want me.”


  She slid the candy cane from inside her and held it up, showing off the way it glistened. Tamara brought it to her lips and sucked on the tip, rolling her eyes and moaning softly.


  “Sweet, sticky and minty,” she flicked her tongue over it. “Want to taste?”


  “Hell yeah,” he took a step towards her, but stopped when she lowered the candy cane. “Before we play, I need to know if it’s just once.”


  “You want me to work for you that bad?”


  “I want you on my team, and in my cunt,” she told him. “Your choice, Tyler, is five grand a year worth more than making all your dirty dreams an even dirtier reality?”


  She plunged the candy cane back inside her, fucking herself more rapidly this time.


  “This is hard and thick, but I bet you’re harder, thicker and taste even better. Come on baby, let your Secret Santa be your dirty secret.”


  Tyler snatched up the pen and signed his name under hers. He tossed it down and reached the chair in two long strides. With a smile, Tamara removed the cane from inside her and offered it to him.


  He quickly took it in his mouth, moaning at the taste of her cunt mixed with peppermint. Tyler then pushed her hand aside, leaned over her in the chair and kissed her.


  His excitement easily overcame his nerves, infusing him with lust fueled confidence and his lips pressed hard to hers. Tamara whimpered deep in her throat as her soft luscious lips eagerly met his, working over them with a passion that matched his.


  Tyler braced his hands on top of the chair to maintain his balance as he kissed her harder. Like the candy, Tamara’s lips were sticky and tasted of mint and her the sweet nectar of her pussy.


  Her hands were all over him as they kissed, sliding over his arms and shoulders, over his thick chest and hard flat stomach, then around him, her nails scratching along his back as she gripped him tightly during their kiss.


  His lips parted, driving his tongue hard into her mouth, and she sighed in pleasure as it danced over hers. Her arms went around his neck, tugging him downward. He dropped to one knee, and sliding his hands down the chair and behind her, pulled her into his embrace.


  He groaned at the sensation of her soft breasts crushing into his chest, her hard nipples poking him. Tamara’s tongue slid over his, her mouth opening wider, lips sliding over his.


  She made him gasp when she caught his tongue gently between her teeth then sucked on it as her fingers raked through his hair. Tyler’s hands slid to her sides, moving from her hips and up to her breasts.


  He eased back enough to get his hands on them, and she moaned “Oh, yes!” into his mouth when he gave them a squeeze. Their kiss continued, Tamara breathing heavily into his mouth and squirming against him as he fondled her breasts, marveling at their weight as well as how soft, yet firm, her creamy flesh was.


  He slid his palms over her nipples, making her moan go up in pitch and her hands to tighten in his hair. He captured her nipples between his thick fingers, rolling them. Tamara lifted her lips from his and let her head fall back against the chair, sighing softly as he stroked her swollen flesh.


  Tyler buried his head in her neck kissing and sucking on her soft creamy skin, loving the way she moaned and how her hands left his hair to caress his back.


  “That feels sooo good,” she purred as his lips worked along her neck and then across her right shoulder.


  He trailed them down her arm, then across the top of her chest. Tamara’s breasts heaved in his hands with her heavy breathing and she arched her back, pushing away from the chair shoving her tits up at him.


  Tyler didn’t need any more coaxing and eagerly sucked her right nipple between his lips. No, sucking might not be the right word, he all but attacked her breast, opening wide enough to not just take in her nipple, but get as much of her soft flesh in his mouth as he could.


  “Fuck yeah, baby,” she groaned. “Suck that tit, the one you’ve been dreaming about for years! Show me how bad you want them.”


  Tyler did his best, switching to her other breast and giving that nipple a few hard sucks, before going back to the other. He held them up as he did, squeezing and fondling them, his fingers teasing one nipple while he licked the other.


  “There’s something I want too,” Tamara breathed, her hands coming around and going to his waist.


  She tore at his pants and he felt the button pop off as she didn’t bother trying to undo it. She yanked his zipper down and he swore he’d never heard a more pleasing sound.


  Not shy, Tamara’s hand was immediately in his boxers and pulling his cock out while using her other hand to shoved his underwear down. He moaned around her nipple as she gripped him in her hand, slowly pumping him.


  “Hmm, you are a big boy, aren’t you?” she pumped him faster and whispered the words he’d been longing to hear since the first time he’d met her.


  “I need you to fuck me. Right here, right now.”


  Tyler had planned on working his way down to her pussy and going down on her, but there was no way he was going to turn down that request. After all, she was his boss, wasn’t she?


  He shifted to his knees, shoving his pants down to them, then rose higher on them. Her ass was right to the edge of the chair and his cock perfectly aligned with it. Tamara grabbed home once more and caused them both to moan when she pressed the tip of his cock to her clit.


  She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing both of them as she worked his spongy purple head over her swollen button before pushing him down through her soft wet lips. When she reached her sweet spot, she thrust her hips, sliding his head inside her.


  Tyler, overwhelmed by his dreams becoming reality, couldn’t hold back and drove his hips forward, plunging his cock deep inside her.


  “Fuck,” Tamara yelped. “Damn, that’s a big a cock!”


  Her words not only did little to slow him down, they sent him over the edge. Grabbing her ankles, he went into high gear with his hips, fucking her as hard and fast as he could from his knees.


  Tamara yipped and moaned every time his full length plowed into her and Tyler relished every sexy sound he forced her to make. A wave of the surreal came over him. Was this really happened? Was he really consummating years of frustrating thoughts and wet dream?


  His hot boss, best friend’s mom, the sexy as fuck milf who had driven him wild was all but naked on a chair, her legs wide open over the arms of it, as he repeatedly buried his cock balls deep inside her.


  Tamara’s pussy was tight, hot and the wettest he’d ever experienced, his balls already sticky from the juices flowing from her after each thrust.


  “Just like that, baby!” Tamara encouraged him as she gripped her tits, her thumbs gliding over her nipples. “Stuff my cunt with that big fucking dick!”


  Moving without thought, just guided by primal need, Tyler surged to his feet and lifted her legs in the air. Shifting his grip from her ankles to the red heels, he pushed her legs back as he leaned over her.


  Tamara released a long squeal as she slid down further into the chair, her feet and legs now over her head as he now had her all but bent in half. His driving cock was now hammering straight down into her pussy, his weight and the full power of his hips not behind his thrusts.


  “Oh…oh…deep…oh…fuck!” Tamara managed each word in between yips and yelps as years of pent up desire powered Tyler’s assault on her helpless twat.


  Tamara’s hand left her right breast and went between her legs, her fingers rubbing her protruding clit over his thrusting and now slick shaft.


  “Going to come on that beautiful cock,” she moaned, working her clit side to side hard enough to make wet slapping sounds. “I want to feel…Oh!”


  She gasped when he draped her left foot over his shoulder and using his now free hand, pushed hers away. His fingers took her place, working her clit in hard fast circles as he continued to fuck her.


  “Look at you, impressing your boss!” she tried to laugh, but it turned into a long moan as he worked her clit with a force that matched his fucking. “Not just your boss,” she breathed, her fingers tugging on her nipples. “Your friend’s mom, your secret lover, your nasty little milf fuck doll! You’re…”


  Her eyes went wide and he groaned when her pussy contracted around his cock.


  “Oh…oh…” She pulled harder on her nipples, stretching them to the point it looked painful as her hips wiggled and her body squirmed beneath him. “Don’t stop, I…Fuck!”


  Tamara’s cry was followed by her pussy clutching at his thrusting cock, squeezing and releasing him as if she were milking him. She bucked on the chair as her eyes rolled back and she emitted a series of high pitched noises that resembled hiccups.


  Her legs kicked, her left inches from his face and her eyes were rolled back and her mouth open as her orgasm had its way with her pleasure wracked body. Tyler wasn’t far behind.


  His knees trembled and his breathing labored from the effort of the short, but frenzied fucking he’d been giving her. His cock twitched each time her hot cunt tightened around him, and he could feel his balls tightening.


  Unable to control himself, his thrusts switched from long and smooth to short and desperate as he struggled to last as long as he could. Beneath him, Tamara’s yelps turned into a deep guttural growl followed by a long sigh as her body slumped into the chair.


  Tyler gave her several more savage thrusts, his breaths ending in soft moans as he lost the battle and felt himself passing the point of no return.


  “Take it out,” Tamara demanded, “And lean back.”


  Tyler slipped his cock out of her sopping slit, groaning as he was so close his cock bobbed between his legs, struggling to erupt even though he’d stopped. Tamara’s legs fell to the floor, and sitting up, she grabbed his cock, opened wide and took him deep in her mouth.


  “Oh god,” Tyler moaned as she bobbed her head, her soft lips and tongue gliding over his throbbing cock.


  He’d been too close to last even a minute, but he cherished every second of watching Tamara suck his cock. As he’d so often envisioned, her brown eyes were upturned to stare into his as she sucked him while moaning around his cock.


  Tamara took him deeper with each suck until she was effortlessly taking his full length. Her sucking was loud and sloppy, gagging herself as she plunged him repeatedly down her throat, sticky drool leaking from the sides of her mouth.


  He gripped her long hair in his hands as his hips rocked, thrusting his cock into her descending and more than willing mouth. He groaned in frustration as he felt his cock grow even stiffer and the first sensation of cum racing through his cock.


  He didn’t warn her he was going to come seeing she’d made enough references to swallowing while talking to him. Turned out it wasn’t just talk as the moment his cock erupted in her mouth, her eyes closed and she moaned as she continued to suck on him.


  His fists tightened in her hair and he pushed his cock deep into her mouth he felt several hard spurts explode from his tip. Tamara gripped the base of his cock with two fingers and rapidly pumped him into her now still mouth.


  He moaned and jerked his hips as she jacked him off taking every drop of his huge load. Tyler squirmed as her mouth filled and his sensitive head was engulfed in his own cum, and her tongue swirled over around him.


  “Oh shit,” he gasped, pushing on her head and trying to remove his cock from her mouth. “Stop, please.”


  Tamara carefully eased him from her mouth, and reaching back, picked up the Candy Cane she’d placed next to her when they began kissing. Looking him in the eyes, she parted her lips and let his cum flow from her mouth and spill onto the candy.


  “Fuck me,” he breathed, his cock still hard and twitching as he watched cum slide down the stick and onto her hand.


  Tamara proceeded to open her mouth and take the peppermint stick deep into her mouth. She noisily slurped her way back up and presented him with the now clean candy.


  She then brought her hand up and slowly licked his cum from it, then smacked her lips.


  “Beginning to taste a lot like Christmas,” she giggled, then rose to her feet.


  “Great first round, baby.” She gave his cock a gentle squeeze. “Nice hard fuck to take the edge off.”


  She brushed past him and he turned to watch her climb onto the large bed. He admired her ass and rear view of her cunt as she crawled up the bed before rolling over onto her back.


  Tamara slowly spread her legs, then her pussy, tapping her clit with her fingertip.


  “I’m out of milk and cookies, but I heard my Secret Santa likes his dessert creamy and a lot stickier.”


  Tyler paused to remove his pants from around his knees, thankful he hadn’t stepped back to fast and fallen on his ass. He turned and crawled up onto the bed where Tamara beckoned him with her finger.


  “That’s it, honey, come on in,” she purred watching him come up between her legs. “Give your nasty boss a kiss.”


  Tyler stretched out on his stomach, his hands on her thighs just above the stockings, his eyes on her prize. His still mostly hard cock poked into the mattress at the thought he had just been inside her hot little box and was going to be again, and again.


  He blew lightly on her clit, then softly kissed each of her thighs before lightly flicking his tongue over her. Tamara released a low moan when he traced a slow circle around her swollen nub, then kissed it.


  “You look good between my thighs, baby,” she told him, as she slid another pillow under her head, getting comfortable. “Hope you plan on visiting often.”


  “Any chance I get,” he gave her clit a sudden hard suck, making her hips jerk and the breath to hiss between her teeth. “Anytime you want.”


  “Careful with that. This girl hasn’t had a regular thing in a long time and that includes the last couple of years with my ex.” She eased her hand from between her legs as he slid his hands higher and used his thumbs to spread her open. “Looking forward to getting fucked whenever I need it.”


  She giggled and added. “Which is pretty much any day that ends in Y”


  “Great reason to come to work every day,” he joked, then lowering his head turned her laugh into a squeal when he plunged his tongue inside her.


  Her pussy was a hot sloppy mess, and that made him even more eager to swirl his tongue inside her, then place his lips against hers and loudly slurp up some of her juices.


  Tyler’s cock twitched and at not just the taste of her, but the way his nostrils filled with her sent and how his face pressed into her hot sticky pussy. He closed his eyes as he moved his head, pushing his now rigid tongue in and out, fucking her with it.


  Her hips rocked softly into his tongue grinding her cunt into his uncomplaining face. He flinched when something poked him in the shoulder, and he opened his eyes to see her offering him the candy cane.


  She smiled wickedly at him, and returning it, he took it, gripped the handle and eased it inside her. He did it slowly, pushing each inch in and moving it slightly side to side.


  When it was in deep enough for his hand to touch her pussy he worked it a few inches out, then back in. He fucked her with it in a slow steady rhythm, one she matched with her hips.


  “After that fat cock that doesn’t feel as good, but it’s still a naughty little thrill, no?”


  “Everything about you is a thrill,” he responded, then went to work on her clit.


  Tamara sighed contentedly as he strived to impress her, taking his time, using slow unhurried licks and peppering her clit with soft kisses and gentle sucks in between.


  She lifted her right leg, bending it and unbuckling her heel slid it off and tossed it onto the floor. She repeated the move with her other leg, then placed her soft stocking feet over his shoulders.


  Tyler’s hips rocked as he continued to lick her, his cock once again hard and aching for round two. But he remained patient, still fucking her in the same slow manner with the candy cane and not speeding up his tongue.


  Tamara’s hips on the other hand moved faster and her fingers were no on her nipples, twisting them as she moaned and cooed in pleasure. Her soft feet slid along his back for a couple of minutes before settling them on his shoulders.


  “You’re really earning that raise,” she breathed. “Going to make you employee of the month,” she giggled, then gasped when he sucked her clit once more, but this time much harder.


  He gave her several quick sucks, each one ending in her hips thrusting into his face. Tyler resumed licking her clit, but this time with the eagerness he’d been holding back. His tongue danced rapidly over her swollen flesh, licking in all directions while fucking her faster and more forcefully with the candy cane.


  Tamara’s toes curled into his shoulders and her back arched, pressing her hot cunt into his flickering tongue. Her moans grew louder and her heels pushed against him, lifting her ass off the bed.


  Her thighs trembled against him and her fingers were now twisting her nipples as she stretched them.


  “Ohhh,” she released a high pitched whimper. “Oh, god, right there, honey, just like that! Make me cum in that pretty face! Make your hot boss a hot wet mess then give me more of that big fucking…”


  Her words trailed off into several short gasps, before she threw her head back and released a shrill howl that had him wondering if the people in the next room could hear her.


  Tamara’s hips bucked wildly, driving the cane deeper and harder, and Tyler struggled to keep his tongue on her sweet spot as in addition to her hips gyrating, her entire body squirmed and writhed from the power of her climax.


  His own hips were moving, grinding his fully erect cock into the soft sheet in anticipation of fucking her for a second time. Tamara’s yelps and cries were louder than the first time she came.


  Her cock inspiring sounds had him gripping her thighs hard to keep them still so he could keep licking her and keep her coming as long as possible. After a long low moan, her body went limp as if a switch had been thrown.


  “Oh, wow,” she breathed while staring up at the ceiling, her gorgeous tits heaving. “The damn room is spinning.”


  Tyler rose to his knees, and after sliding the cane from inside her and dropping it next to him, he grabbed her ankles and yanked her several inches until his ready cock was directly between her legs.


  “Fuck!’ she squealed when he entered her in one long thrust.


  Even though he’d already fucked her, Tyler found he still couldn’t hold back. The second his cock was engulfed in her sloppy and still twitching cunt. He hammered away as hard and fast as he did the first time and judging by her cries of delight, Tamara didn’t mind.


  Her breasts bounced wildly as he took her, and she managed to make it even better when she hooked her arms around her knees, and drew her legs back over her head. Jesus she was the milf porn star he’d always hoped she’d be!


  With her holding her legs, Tyler leaned over her and gripped the top of the head board, using it for leverage to pound her even more forcefully. Tamara’s mouth went wide in a soundless cry as he fucked her hard enough to cause her sopping slit to gush around his cock, splattering his balls and thighs.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she yipped after each savage thrust, before blurting out, “Stop!”


  Tyler instantly obeyed, hoping he hadn’t been going to hard for her.


  “Roll over,” she let her legs go and patted the bed next to her. “Time for me to give my favorite employee a little bonus.”


  He rolled onto his back so fast, she laughed, before rolling over to kneel between his legs. Tamara slid down on her stomach as he had, bending her legs and crossing her ankles in the perfect blow job position.


  She gripped his cock and sticking her tongue out slapped him against it. Pre cum and some of her juices splattered into her mouth and on her flushed cheeks. Tamara turned her head and nuzzled her cheek into his cock like a kitten.


  She rubbed him along her face before turning her head, pushing his spongy head into her other cheek. Tamara slid him to her lips, where after giving his head a playful kiss, she fluttered her tongue up and down his shaft.


  Tyler groaned when she pushed his cock back to his stomach and proceeded to suck his balls into her mouth. He lay back moaning softly as he watched the amazing sight of Jeff’s mother licking his balls, her pink tongue swirling around them.


  She gently sucked on each of them in turn while slowly pumping his cock, and he sighed in pleasure.


  “Best Christmas ever.”


  Tamara laughed, and shook her head. “Honey, I’m going to give a whole new meaning to Christmas bonus.”


  She ran her tongue up to his tip and taking him into her mouth bobbed her head slowly, letting him feel her soft lips and tongue slide down every inch of him.


  “MMM,” Tamara moaned, her eyes closing and a look of pure bliss on her face as she went down on him.


  Tyler was in sensory overload, the incredible sensation of being in her mouth, the way her dark hair looked and felt fanned across his thighs. The curve of her ass and the way her legs and feet looked in the stockings.


  Tamara placed her hands on his thighs and sucked him faster and harder, showing off her skills with a hands free blow job. Her ass was moving, grinding into the bed as she moaned and gurgled around his cock.


  She opened wider and he released a sharp breath when she took his full length down her throat. She paused then went to work, rapidly and effortlessly deep throating him.


  Her face flushed even more and her eyes began to water from the effort of repeatedly choking herself on his cock. The sloppy slurping and gagging sounds were straight out of porn, and nothing he’d ever experienced before with another girl.


  Tamara took him deep once more, but this time held him there and he groaned in surprise and pleasure when he felt her tongue slid out and tickled his balls. She released him in a spray of sticky drool, and slid up to her knees.


  She swung her legs over his hips, and gripping his cock guided it inside her. Like Tyler, she wasn’t going for slow and sensual, but immediately went to work, bracing her hands on his chest, she bounced on his cock, sliding him halfway out before impaling herself on his full length.


  She pushed harder on his chest as, one leg at a time, she slid her knees up so her feet were flat on the bed. Tyler groaned as Tamara resumed riding him, using her legs to drive up and down, pounding her cunt onto his prone cock.


  Tyler’s hands went to her now sweaty tits, squeezing them and sliding his thumbs over her hard nipples. Tamara’s eyes were bright and wild as she rode him mercilessly, bouncing so hard the bed rocked and the headboard banged against the wall.


  Her fingers dug hard into his chest, but the slight pain only seemed to enhance his pleasure.


  “When you’re tired after work you can tell your parents your boss was riding you real hard,” she told him in between her sharp yips and sighs. “God if I knew you had this big cock I’d have fucked you sooner!”


  “We can make up for lost time,” he suggested.


  “Damn straight,” she laughed. “Baby, you are going to be working a lot of overtime!”


  She stopped moving, then crawled off him getting on her hands and knees to his right. “Come on, baby. You know this is how you want me.”


  Tyler wasn’t going to argue, and rolling to his knees behind her, grabbed her hips and slammed into her.


  “Yeah, there you go!” Tamara peered over her shoulder at him. “Give it to me! Fuck your bitchy boss, claim that cunt and make me yours!”


  She reached up and grabbed the headboard pushing her ass down into him and causing him to fuck her at an upwards angle. He let her left hip go and grabbed her long hair, pulling on it as he pummeled her pussy with long hard thrusts.


  The headboard banged against the wall even with her gripping it and she laughed when someone banged on the wall from the other side. He faintly heard a man’s voice yell,


  “Some people are trying to sleep!”


  Tamara shouted back. “And some people are getting fucked!”


  Tyler let her hair go and moved his hands to her shoulders, gripping them hard as he continued his relentless assault on her pussy.


  Tamara yelped and squealed while using the headboard to push back into him, shoving her ass into his hips and pushing him even deeper.


  “Just the beginning,” she moaned. “Going to wake you up sucking your cock and go for a long hard ride. Going to fuck you in the morning then fuck you in the shower. I’ll get a late check out and fuck you again, fuck you until you blow dust and your damn balls hurt!”


  Her words took his hips to another gear and her words turned into sharp cries as be slammed into her hard enough to make his balls slap against her sticky cunt. His breathing grew heavier and his heart pounded as he took years of frustration out on her.


  His moaning turned into a gasp when his balls tightened and his cock twitched inside her.


  “Going to come for me, baby?”


  “Oh yeah,” he breathed.


  “Then let’s give you a nice target.”


  Tamara pulled forward sliding his cock from inside her, and turning on her knees, held her tits up to him. Tyler gripped his cock and within a few pumps sent a long thick spurt of cum onto her left breast.


  He angled his cock, spraying her right tit. He caught her chest with the next one and kept pumping, painting her tits and chest with an impressive load considering he’d already come.


  “Oh shit,” he moaned when he had nothing left and sat back on his knees. “As good as I thought it would be, it was even better.”


  “Haven’t seen anything yet, sweetie,” Tamara assured him. “Wait until we get comfortable together and start taking our time.”


  She slid her legs out so she was on her back and lay there with his cum all over her gorgeous tits. “So, tell me, baby, am I worth more than a bigger paycheck?”


  “Way more.” He leaned over and kissed her. “Damn, you’re beautiful.”


  “Bet you say that to all the girls who let you come on their tits.”


  “Just trying to butter up my boss,” he smiled down at her.


  “Lots of butter,” she indicated her tits.


  “Hold on,” he rose from the bed and went into the bathroom, smiling when she called out, “Great ass.”


  He brought back a towel and Tamara giggled as he wiped the sticky mess from her chest. “Ohh, such a gentlemen.”


  She slid up and using her heels pushed the sheets down and patted the bed next to her. Tyler slipped into the bed and after she pulled the sheet up to their chests, rolled onto her side and draped her arm over his waist.


  “This is nice,” she rested her head on his shoulder as she put her leg over his.


  “Yeah,” he agreed, reveling in the sensation of her breasts pressed into his side and the feeling of her wet pussy along his thigh. “Guess a little nice with the naughty works pretty good.”


  “That it does,” she kissed his cheek. “It wasn’t about the job you know.”


  “No?”


  “I wanted you to stay, and I’ve wanted you for a while now, ever since I saw you still looking at me even though you’re not a kid anymore. So I used you leaving as my reason to fuck you, even if it was just a parting gift.”


  “But just once,” he reminded her.


  “No, I’m full of shit, one way or another once we fucked we’d have kept fucking. But it’s a whole lot easier if I see you at work every day.”


  “You really would have wanted more if I left?”


  “I think I proved how much I wanted you,” she told him. “But what the hell, if I could have my cake and eat it too, why not? So I came up with the contract and offer.”


  “Which I would have gotten anyway,” he sighed dramatically. “You just used me.”


  “Poor you,” she chided him. “Think you made out okay.”


  “I did. Who says the secret Santa thing is lame?”


  “No one who ever got their boss as a present,” she laughed.


  “Only one problem though,” he said.


  “What’s that?”


  “From now on anytime I see a candy cane I’m going to get hard.”


  


  The End
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