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I've had run-ins with Anita several times before, and I didn't really care for her demeanor.  Most of the time she was a nice co-worker, but once in a while, she got really bossy.  I'm not quite sure what triggered her, but when she went off, she went off.  I tried to steer clear of her, but she insisted on constantly visiting my office.  I got the feeling she really didn't have many friends, so I was nice to her.  She always wanted me to hang out with her outside of the office, but being a manager, I didn't think it was appropriate.  But she was persistent.

She was a rather attractive woman, standing five feet seven inches tall with brown hair and blue eyes.  Her figure was probably a size eight and her tits were very large, probably a size 34G if I had to guess.  She always dressed sort of sexy, not leaving a whole lot to the imagination.  But I figured that was just her way.  I don't think she was a slut or anything, she just liked to show her body off.

One day she came into my office and sat down to talk to me.  I was sort of busy and really didn't have the time to talk.  But, being such a nice person, I let her ramble on.

"You know, we should have dinner one night, just the two of us," she said.  "Have some laughs and what not."

"I don't know," I replied.  "It's not good form for managers to socialize with employees."

"Oh, I know how to keep work separate from social," she replied.  "I think we would have a lot of fun together."

She kept on being persistent, so I finally gave in and said we could.  I was tired of her constantly badgering me and figured one night out wouldn't harm anything.  Besides, I just wanted her to leave my office so I could get my work done.

"How about Friday night?" she pressed me.

"Sure, why not?" I replied.

"Cool," she said.  "We can meet at Duggars Bar around eight, ok?"

"Ok, I'll be there," I said.

With that, she smiled and left my office.  Now to get back to work.  As I left the office that day, I started to think that maybe I should have stuck to my guns and not agreed to dinner with her.  But, too late now, so I resolved myself to a quick evening and getting home at a decent hour.  Making my way home, I kept thinking of this dinner.  Why the hell was she so bent on socializing with me?  Was it because I was nice to her, or what?  I wasn't sure why, but I just wanted Friday to come so we could get it over with.

Over the next couple of days, Anita would pop into my office for quick chats and to confirm Friday was still a go.  I confirmed it was and then she would leave my office smiling.  She was driving me crazy!  Friday finally arrived, and I could not wait to get our dinner over with so I could move on and finally be rid of her pestering.  

"See you later tonight," Anita said as she popped her head into my office on her way out.

"See you there," I replied.

I gathered my things and headed home to get changed for the evening.  I wasn't sure what she had planned after Duggars, so I tried to dress middle of the road.  Not business casual, and definitely not Saturday grunge either.  More of a dressy casual if you will.  I had a knit top on with a short skirt and black flats.  I wasn't really trying to get anyone's attention, but I didn't want to look messy either.  Sucking in a deep breath, I left my house and headed to the bar.

# # # #

Anita was there waiting when I arrived, and she motioned me over to the table she had secured for us in the back.

"What's your poison?" she asked me.

"Red wine," I replied.

She bought me a glass and settled into her chair, toasting the evening.

"You know," she started.  "I think we have more in common than you may think."

"Oh?  How so?" I asked.

"Well, for starters we are very similar in our appearance, with the exception of my large tits," she replied.  "We also dress in a similar manner for work."

"I think you’re reading too much into that," I replied.  "I think our personalities are where we differ."

"Oh, I don't think so," she replied.  "You just have to be more subdued because of your position."

"Well, that is true," I replied.  "But I don't think outside of work we have very much in common."

"I think we do," she replied being a bit more serious.

"Give me an example," I said.

"Ok, I would wager that you keep looking for that one person who understands your needs and can please you the way you expect to be pleased," she said.

"That could be said of anyone," I replied.

"True, but you are looking for something far more interesting than just anyone," she replied.  "Am I right?"

"Yes, you are right," I replied.

I wondered where she was going with this but just chalked it up to her trying to prove we were a good match to be friends.  We had a couple more drinks, then she said we should go get some dinner.

"So, what did you have in mind?" I asked.

"I decided to cook dinner for you," she replied.  "Nothing better than a meal someone has prepared just for you."

I wasn't too sure about going to her house for dinner, but I also didn't want to be rude.  After all, I had agreed to it.  

"How far is your house from here?" I asked.

"Just a couple of blocks," she replied.  "I actually walked here, but we can drive back in your car."

We paid the bill and headed out to her house.  I have to admit that at this point, I was actually starting to like her.  She wasn't a ditz like I had thought.  She was really very intelligent and compassionate.  I just wished she was like this at work.  I'm sure she would have a lot more friends if she was.  We pulled into her driveway, and she unlocked the door, letting me inside.  It was a nice house, very clean and well kept.  The kitchen was spacious and had an island.  She offered me a seat at the bar as well as a drink.

"I don't have any wine," she said.  "I can offer you a screwdriver or rum and coke."

"I'll have a rum and coke, please," I replied.

I should have known better than to have that drink.  Rum has a tendency to make me horny, and I lose all inhibitions.  But that thought never crossed my mind sitting here talking to her.

"This bra is killing me," she said as she handed me my drink.  "I'll be right back."

I watched her disappear into her bedroom and watched as she took off her shirt and bra.  She never even bothered to close the door, so I could see it all.  Her tits were just as round and firm as they were in her bra.  Something inside of me began to stir a bit as I watched her sexy body getting comfortable.  I wasn't sure why the sight of her naked body was turning me on, but it was.  Or was it the rum?  Either way, I knew I was in for a night of masturbation after I left here tonight.

Anita came back into the kitchen and started making dinner, talking the whole time.  She bounced from subject to subject, keeping my drink refreshed as she cooked.  The more I drank, the more attractive she became to me.  She got the plates from the cupboard and asked me to set the table.  As she handed me the plates, she looked down at my chest and smiled.

I looked down and saw my nipples poking out from my knit top.  Apparently, she knew from their perkiness what she was doing to me.  Once the table was set, she had me sit down while she brought over the food.  She had cooked poached salmon, broccoli with melted cheese and boiled potatoes.  As she made my plate, her tit kept pressing against my arm, turning me on even more.  I just wanted to reach out and grab it to see if that thing was real or not.

# # # #

We ate our dinner, and I admitted she was a damned good cook.  Everything was delicious.  Once we finished eating, she took me into the living room and turned on some music.  We sat on the couch talking and listening to eighties hair metal.  I felt so welcome and comfortable sitting there with her.  It was as if an old friend was rekindling a friendship from long ago.

"I'll be right back," she said as she got up from the couch and went back to her bedroom.

When she returned, she had on a medium length silk shirt.  I could see every single bump on her areola as the material hugged her tits.  As she sat down, I caught a glimpse of her crotch and noted she was wearing no panties.  I saw flesh, but no hair so I knew she was bald.  As we continued to talk, she shifted her legs and gave me a much better view of her pussy.  I could see her juices glistening under her shirt.  I had never been with a woman before, but I was now hell-bent on having her.  I wanted to touch her, to taste her, to have her sit on my face and grind her cunt into my face.

"Would you like to touch them?" she asked.

"Huh?" I replied not realizing I was looking at her tits.

"My tits, do you want to feel them?" she asked again.

I licked my lips and slid over next to her.  I moved my hands to her tits and started to squeeze and rub them.  They were so firm and yet soft.  These babies were the real deal, not fake implants.

"You need a better feel," she said.

She grabbed the bottom of her shirt, and in one swift move removed it from her body, leaving her sitting there naked in front of me.

I grabbed her tits again and began to massage them as she moaned lightly, heaving her chest at me.

"Please lick my nipples," she asked.

I bent over and sucked her nipple into my mouth, tasting another woman's tits for the first time.  Anita put her hands behind my head and pressed me to her chest.  I moved from one tit to the other, sucking and biting her nipples as she moaned louder and louder.  I felt her hand moving up my knit top as she reached for my tits.  I felt tingles going down my body as her warm hand landed on my cleavage.  I knew I needed to feel her hands on my bare breasts.

I lifted my top off and removed my bra giving her full access to my tits.  I groaned as her warm hands began to rub and twist my sensitive nubs, making me even wetter.  She tugged at my skirt, wanting me to strip down.  I removed my skirt and panties and was now just as naked as she was.

"I want to taste you," she whispered in my ear.  "I want to fuck your pussy with my tongue."

I shivered when she said that, wanting to feel her tongue inside of me.  I lay back on the sofa, as she moved down between my legs.  She kissed all around my pussy, licking and sucking on my outer lips.

"You are dripping wet," she said.  "Here, have a taste."

She dipped her finger into my hole, then offered it to my mouth.  I greedily sucked her fingers, tasting my own juices.  Her hands slid under my ass, and her tongue slowly slid up and down my folds but did not go in.  I was grinding my hips longing to feel her tongue fully on me as she teased me endlessly.  Finally, I could take it no more.

"Fuck me with your tongue," I moaned.  "I want you to eat me out."

With that, she plunged her tongue right into my cunt and started fucking me with it.  I yelled with pleasure as her warm tongue going inside of me sent chills down to my toes.  My hands were wrapped in her hair as I tried to keep her tongue inside of me, not wanting the feeling to end.  But she had other ideas.  She sat up and moved off the sofa, coming to my side.  She lifted one leg and swung it over my body as she straddled my face.  She lowered her pussy down to my mouth as I eagerly awaited her taste.

"Lick my pussy, slut," she commanded.  "Yeah, that's it, lap up my juices."

Her hands went behind her as she started to squeeze, tug and twist my nipples sending shocks down to my cunt.  I was squeezing my legs together trying to rub my clit against my thighs, wanting to make myself cum.  Her juices were sticky and sort of salty, but very pleasant to taste.  I could feel it running down my chin as I tried to get as much of it in my mouth as I could.

All at once she got off me and tugged at my arm as I whimpered at losing her pussy.  She guided me to the bedroom, then pulled me to her kissing me deeply.  Her hands caressed my body as I quivered with arousal.  Her hand went down to my cunt as she massaged my lips and squeezed them in her grasp.  My hands were rubbing her pussy and I slid two fingers into her cunt, fucking her with them.  I pounded her pussy hard with my palm hitting her clit with great force.  The sound of my hand slapping her pussy reverberated throughout the bedroom as she whimpered.

She pulled back and pushed me onto the bed, lifting my feet to my ass.  I was now fully exposed and waiting for her to eat my pussy.  She went to her closet as I lay there wanting to be finished off, then returned with a long dildo.  She lay beside me and started sucking the end of it, offering it to me as well.  I joined her and lubricated the dildo, imagining it was a fat cock in my mouth.  She sat up and slid the dildo down to my pussy and pressed it inside of me, stretching me wide.

I moaned loudly as she started to fuck me with it, my legs spread as wide as I could get them.  Anita got on top of me and bent down to kiss me.  As she did, she slid the other end of the dildo into her cunt and pressed it into herself.  She started fucking the dildo as she made it fuck me with her thrusting.  Our tongues were flitting in and out of each other's mouths as we worked to fuck each other.

"Oh, god, fuck me!" I wailed wanting more.  "Yes, yes, yes!"

I could feel an orgasm building, and I was trying to hold out as long as I could.  Anita sensed I was about to cum and stopped cold.

"You are not allowed to cum unless I tell you to, understand?" she barked at me.

"Yes," I replied timidly.

"Good girl," she replied.  "From this point on, you are my personal slut and you will do whatever I want, understood?"

"Yes," I replied.

I was getting even more turned on by her taking control and barking commands.  I had never had anyone take control of me like that before, and it excited me.  Anita got off me and removed the dildo, leaving me gasping and wanting more.  She stood up and bent forward onto the bed with her legs spread wide.

"Time for my whore to fuck me," she said firmly.  "Put that cock into my ass and fuck me hard with it, slut"

I got behind her and began to press the large dildo into her asshole.  She lifted herself onto her tiptoes and moaned as the dildo slid further and further into her ass.  I started fucking her with it, slowly at first, but then at her command, I increased my speed.

"Put the other end into my cunt and double fuck me," she barked.

Now I was fucking both of her holes with the dildo as I longed to feel something inside of me.  I was envious of her having been filled so full.  I wanted a turn!

"Fuck you’re going to make me cum!" she screamed.  "Fuck me harder, bitch!"

I could see her legs trembling and knew she wasn't far from her orgasm.

"Take it out and suck my clit, slut!" she screamed at me.

I did as she commanded, taking her clit into my mouth and sucking it like I would a cock.  Her legs stiffened and I felt her hips tensing up as she exploded into her orgasm.

"Fuck!!" she screamed.  "I'm cumming, fuck I'm cumming!"

I could feel her juices squirting down my chin as her waves of ecstasy swept over her body releasing her juices.  Once her orgasm was over, she pushed me onto the bed and firmly spread my legs.

"You want to cum, cunt?" she asked me.

"God, yes, please make me cum!" I begged.

She slapped my pussy hard causing me to yelp.

"You like that, slut?" she asked.

"Yes," I replied.

The pain of her strike sent chills down my back and a slight shock to my pussy.  For some reason, the pain she inflicted on my cunt turned me on.  She slapped it again two or three more times before rubbing it with her hands, taking the sting away.  She got between my legs with her face, then pressed my knees back to my shoulders as she began to lick up and down my slit.  I jumped each time she licked my hole, wanting something to fill me.

"Maybe I should fuck you like you fucked me," she said.  "Would my slut like that?"

"Fuck yeah!" I screamed.

She rolled me onto my knees, then shoved the fat dildo into my pussy and started to fuck me with it.  Once I was panting, she took the other end and slowly slid it into my ass.  I had never done anal before, but God did this feel good having both holes fucked at the same time.  It was no wonder she wanted me to do this to her!

She fucked me hard with the dildo, then slid beneath me and started to lick my clit.  My body bucked at the sensations she was giving me.  I wanted to cum and she was getting me there quickly.

"Do you want to cum?" she asked.

"God yes, please let me cum," I begged.

"Beg some more, slut," she replied.

"Please, please let me cum," I screamed.  "I want you to fuck me, lick me and please me!"

"You may cum, whore" she said.

With that, she started giving me a female blowjob bringing my passion to a level I had never felt before.  With a huge scream, my body gave in and my orgasm swept over me with a level of ecstasy I could have never even imagined.  My body was rocked with spasms as I came hard, juices actually squirting out of me.  I could hear Anita drinking my cum as she moaned and licked me into a frenzy.

As my intense orgasm subsided, she removed the dildo and gently kissed my pussy one last time before she slid out from under me.  I dropped to the bed, trying to catch my breath.  If I had known years ago how having another woman was, I would not have waited so long.  But then again, if I had not waited, I would have never had Anita.

We lay there for a while holding each other and not saying a word.  I was lost for words, and I imagined she was waiting to hear from me.  At last, I found the strength to speak.

"That was fucking awesome," I said.  "I had no idea how wonderful this was going to be."

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," she replied.  "I do have to admit that I am a little dominate when it comes to sex.  I like to bark orders and be in control."

"Oh, I enjoyed it," I replied.  "I rather liked not being in control."

"I would have never guessed that," she replied.  "You know, this is what I was hoping for every single time I tried to get you out for dinner.  I just knew we were going to be good together."

"I'm glad you persisted," I replied.

We fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms, two lovers spent and exhausted.  In the morning, we made passionate love.  It was very gentle and loving, both of us wanting to please the other.  We spent the better part of the day pleasing each other, neither one of us getting enough of the other.  I don't think I've ever had that much sex in one day.

Our relationship continued to blossom and despite what I had originally thought of her, we became very close.  In time, we would move in together and enjoy long nights of lovemaking.  Once in a while, we would pick up a guy so we could both get fucked by a real cock, but we did not want anything permanent.  We were the item and our relationship remained our focus.  We have both talked about adding a third woman to the mix, but for now, it is just our little fantasy.

# # # #

Here is an excerpt from Forcing Jenna

Ashley reached down and grabbed Jenna’s pussy, pulling her lips down.  Jenna wanted to moan as the actions of Ashley were somehow turning her on, but she wasn’t ready to give her the satisfaction of knowing she had that power.

“I guess I don’t have a choice, do I?” she replied.

“No, you don’t,” Ashley said.

With that, Ashley walked to the locker room door and flipped the lock.  She walked back over to Jenna and placed one foot on the bench, her pussy now wide open.

“I want you on your knees, bitch,” she told Jenna.

Reluctantly, Jenna put a towel on the floor and got down on her knees in front of Ashely.  Ashley grabbed her by the back of the head and shoved her face into her pussy.

“Lick my pussy, you whore,” she commanded.
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