
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE FUTA PUT A BABY IN HER BOSS'S BELLY!


By Olivia O'Malley


CHAPTER 1


"Elle, do you have a minute for a chat?" I half-shouted across the empty store. I had been keeping an eye on my new salesperson for the past week. I was waiting to see her shatter that wall of shyness and intimidation that was crippling her sales. But I decided her numbers were too low. I couldn't wait any longer. Today was the day for that conversation.


"Yes, ma'am," Elle said, meeting my gaze on her approach, but breaking eye contact almost immediately.


Lack of eye-contact was Elle's biggest problem. It was bad enough when she couldn't hold it with me, but it was impossible to be a great salesperson if you couldn't do it with the customers. It was like trying to drive with your eyes closed.


While I understood that a young woman working the lingerie section of a store would naturally feel a little awkward, she was a professional and needed to act like one. I'd heard nothing but good things about Elle from the manager downstairs in another department, but had yet to see it myself on the our floor.


"I'm going to need you to stay late tonight," I said. Elle was immediately nervous, her hand was on her throat and her fingers were rubbing her skin. "You haven't done anything wrong. But we do need to talk."


"Sure thing, ma'am," Elle said. She nodded, half-smiling, as she turned back to the mannequin and pile of clothing she had been neatly folding a minute before.


I shook my head, hoping I wouldn't have to fire her. She was adorable, and would be great for business, if she could get her act together. Most women would kill to be in a position like Elle's. She worked in a woman's store, spending her days watching women of all types, many gorgeous, running their delicate fingers along row after row of naughty, lacy lingerie while trying to decide what they should buy. Yet Elle was shy at best and otherwise completely distracted at worst when it came to dealing directly with the women. There seemed to be something getting in the way of her interacting with half-naked, attractive women...


Even when she was simply ringing up purchases, she always looked away, which was completely unacceptable. I was sure Elle had made plenty of eye contact downstairs in other departments, and I needed her to do the same up here in Intimates.


When the store finally closed and the floor was clear like the rest of the building, I called Elle into my office. She was still nervous, but I hoped that sitting in my office with comfortable chairs and no one around to hear whatever we talked about would put her at ease.


"Alright Elle," I said, "there's something we need to discuss."


I smiled and Elle nodded. She said, "Yes, ma'am." I walked from my side of the desk to a chair beside Elle, sat and crossed my legs. "How do you like working here?" I asked.


"Here? It's great!" she said, a giant smile lighting her face. "Everyone is so easy to work with, and the pay is pretty good, too."


"That's great," I nodded. "I'm happy to hear that. You're a bright young woman, and your old boss Jennifer had nothing but great things to say about your performance."


I smiled at Elle's melting tension.


"But there are a few problems we must solve."


Elle looked at the carpet. I said, "How do you like working in a department like this?"


Elle was still staring at the carpet. "Mmm well," she stammered, "it's a little... unh- uncomfortable."


"I've noticed that you seem a little uncomfortable," I said, trying to ease Elle's nerves. "What makes you feel that way?"


"Uh...," she said. Her eyes rose from the carpet, darted about the office as if the answer might be hanging on one of the walls. She opened her mouth and closed it. She kept it shut for most of a minute before opening it again. "I feel like some of the women look at me strange."


"How?"


"Like I'm a perv or something," she said.


I chewed my lower lip. I had expected mild embarrassment, but I hadn't really thought Elle's embarrassment would come from the customers so much as herself.


"Because you are a woman?"


Elle nodded as though ashamed. She had to get over this tonight or there was no reason for her to come in tomorrow.


"Do you have a boyfriend?" I asked. I figured she wasn't married since I had never seen her wear a ring.


"No..."


"Girlfriend?"


I watched her shift uncomfortably before answering. "No..."


"How about a friend? Maybe a roommate?"


"Yes, ma'am. A roommate." she nodded.


"And does your roommate wear lingerie?" I thought it was almost adorable, the way Elle's face kept finding deeper shades of red. I wasn't trying to embarrass her at all, and hoped she realized I was trying to help.


Elle nodded sheepishly, admitted she bought lingerie for her roommate, Laura, regularly since she started working in my area. Lingerie wasn't the problem. Elle was afraid she'd start thinking about how the woman looked dressed in their purchases. She was a woman. A young, healthy woman.


I explained that it was natural to wonder. Women enjoyed the attention and had their own fantasies as they bought sexy lingerie from a woman. They appreciated her attention and her thinking of them as beautiful women. Neither of us was going to do anything wrong if she let me have a little fun. Even I often imagined how the women I was helping would look in the lingerie they were buying. I picked the way the panties my customer was holding would get pulled aside as a big cock slid into her.


I stood, led Elle back to the sales floor, determined to fix her once and for all. If I couldn't fix what was broken, I'd have to let her go.


CHAPTER 2


"Alright, Elle," I said as we walked the rows of sexy, suggestive apparel. "Pretend you're out shopping for Laura. Let's see some stuff you'd like me to be in."


Elle was reluctant, but did as she was told. I noticed she was more relaxed when she was focused on shopping, rather than answering questions in the boss's office. We browsed through both the nice and naughty sets, finally settling on a white corset with a clasp in front and a matching girdle with panties and stockings. It was a set to die for.


"This is an amazing set," I said. Elle smiled and nodded. "Do you like the fact that it opens in the front for... easier access?" I asked. Elle smiled wider and nodded again. Just like flicking a light switch, she suddenly acted antsy as if she had somewhere to be.


"Are you alright, dear?"


She shifted uncomfortably again. "Yeah, uh... it's nothing..." Her hands moved to the edges of her skirt and she began to adjust her clothing suddenly.


I thought she had an excellent taste in slutty fashion, but the random nervous behavior made me wonder what was going on. Was she having a problem controlling herself around such a sexual environment? She seemed even hotter after closing with the lights being dimmer during after-hours. If she could bring that to the customers, her numbers would go up immediately. "How about any accessories?"


I explained to Elle how women loved accessories to go with their naughty purchases, and that the right additions could take simple underwear from nice to breathtaking. "See these?" I asked, holding up the girdle and stockings. "Can you see your roommate wearing these?"


"Yeah," she nodded, then smiled excitedly. "Anyone would look hot in that!"


"I'm sure even I would," I replied. "What do you think?"


"Excuse me?"


"Do you think I would look hot in these?"


Elle blushed again, even harder. She started to fidget with her skirt again.


Elle's problem was that her mind was closed, and too professional. She needed to loosen a little, and let her imagination wander. Her lack of enthusiasm was multiplied by the fact that slutty clothing was like trying to sell sex. We were selling a fantasy. People didn't want to buy it from someone who was boring.


"I don't know..." she replied hesitantly.


I smiled. "You'll have to do better than that, dear." I held up the bra over my large chest and then the panties across my waist. I turned around and gave my ass a little wiggle. "What do you think now?"


"Uhh..." Elle started to reply.


"If you imagined what our customers would look like wearing this stuff, you would sell more and feel better. Doesn't that sound great?"


Before Elle could argue, I took her by the hand and led her to the dressing room. I told her to wait for a minute while I disappeared into one of the rooms.


I smiled at myself in the mirror as I undressed. I still looked damn good as I was only a few years older than Elle.


I admired myself for another second as I thought about what I was about to do, then pulled the fresh panties over my long legs and up over my nice ass. My pussy was shaved and the soft satin made it throb with a subtle delight. I felt suddenly guilty, knowing I had moved past trying to make my employee be a better seller the moment I stepped into the dressing room. I was horny and needed attention.


But I couldn't help how I felt, and couldn't help that I loved naughty underwear or that it always moistened my gash. I turned around and looked at myself once more in the large mirror, admiring my hips that were just round enough for someone to grab onto like when I was fucked hard from behind with my ex's strap-on. She used to do all the time but rarely did anymore. My tits looked amazing, the push-up bra accentuated my natural figure, and if that didn't get Elle aroused, something inside her was broken.


But nothing about Elle was broken. As soon as I stepped from the dressing room I had to laugh out loud at her open mouth. A wicked lusty heat flooded my cunt, as my mind flashed back to my ex's eyes and how they once looked like Elle's did now.


I smiled, slowly dancing seductively in a circle, imagining Elle's eyes as she thought about groping my ass where the thong disappeared between my round milky cheeks.


I chuckled as I led Elle through the store, throwing more naughty outfits over my arm as we went. I modeled each one for her, hoping to get a more primal reaction out of her with each new pair of panties, and further staining the pair pressed against my overheated pussy.


I couldn't ignore the inferno building in my pussy... Then I noticed the thick, large bulge pushing against the thin fabric of Elle's skirt. I was taken aback. I stopped dancing as my hands moved to cover my mouth.


The expression on Elle's face changed as she realized how lost she had been in my little show for her. She looked down. The change in her posture said it all. Whatever it was that she had been hiding from me, that secret was on full display now.


"Oh shit..." she said as her hands quickly moved to cover her bulge. "Y- you weren't s-supposed to s-see that..." she stuttered as the shock set in.


"Elle... What is that?"


"Don't worry about it, OK? I have to go..." She began to stand up while still covering her bulge.


"Sweetie, don't go. I didn't mean to put you on the spot. I just wasn't expecting... that."


"I'm a freak! I have a huge cock!"


"Huge cock?"


"Yeah, see?!" Elle pulled skirt up to reveal a bulge that was stretching her panties out. Whatever was being barely contained by her panties looked angry. Her finger hooked around the edge of her panties and pulled them down. A massive penis flopped out and slapped her thigh.


"Holy shit..." I mumbled as my eyes watched her python. "That's incredible. I've never seen anything like it."


I knew what it meant when someone had a hard-on while I danced in lingerie. I loved that it meant she wanted me. I couldn't help but be in awe the size and shape of her big cock.


I took the final outfit from Elle's hands, then disappeared into fitting room, closing the door behind me and putting my palm on my pulsing pussy, now completely slick with my glistening, tangy juice.


If there were any questions about how far I was about to go with Elle, or her desires, they all disappeared when I put on the bra she picked out. The lace of the bra accentuated my porcelain skin and readied my aching, hard nipples for a good tonguing.


I moistened my fingertip with my tongue, traced it around my left nipple, moaning softly as I imagined Elle circling the tip of my tiny pink nub with the wet of her tongue.


My pussy and I were both craving the cock on the other side of the door. I placed my palm against my pussy, fully exposed through the center of my revealing panties. I brought my dripping hand to my nose and inhaled my tangy scent. I gave myself one final smile in the mirror and stepped from the fitting room as the cool air outside of my cubby hit my gash and made my moistened mound quiver.


"Is this what you wanted?" I asked, turning in a circle.


CHAPTER 3


Elle could only nod.


I smiled like a slut about to give it up, ran my hands up and along my arms, slowly across my shoulders, and finally to my neck. I arched my head back, pinching my eyes shut in silence. My tongue licked my lips as I moved my slender hands slowly down my perfumed neck, grazing my fingers through my cleavage.


Elle was massaging her meat through her skirt.


I brushed my hands across my breasts. My nipples tingled as they dragged against my palms. My head fell back as the excitement forced a moan from my lips. I closed my eyes to finish my show, confident Elle was still watching. I continued to tease myself, before opening my eyes to see Elle's wide smile. Her skirt was up and her dick was outside of her panties. Her fingers were curled around her massive cock, as she slowly stroked herself up and down.


"Do you want to fuck me?" I teased.


Elle didn't answer, but I knew that any girl rubbing her cock right next to me meant yes. Given the size of the dick I was looking at, that meant a happy twat for me. I walked up to Elle, dropped to my knees, then put my slick lips on her fat cockhead, already glistened with sticky, salty pre-cum.


"Ooo," I moaned, rubbing the tip of her long dick all over my face. A sudden wave of slutty energy soared through my horny body, and I slapped my face with her cock, then reached between my thighs and rubbed two of my fingers against my hard, sensitive clit.


Elle watched me, her breath several times faster than normal. We locked eyes. I took her cock several inches into my mouth, massaging it with my tongue as she quivered in delight.


I pulled her glistening shaft from my mouth, rubbed it all over my face, reveling in the hot, hard smoothness caressing my cheeks, nuzzling my nose along her shaft and covering her skin with tiny kisses as I worked my way towards her base.


My tongue curled around her shaft as Elle continued to moan. I couldn't wait to have her cock deep inside my hungry cunt, but I needed to tease her first. It wasn't enough to be banged by a dickgirl. I wanted to be lusted after. I wanted Elle to crave me more than anything else.


I slowly jacked her shaft and gently sucked her pussy lips beneath. Her breathing continued to deepen, quickly growing ragged as I ran my tongue from the base of her cock and up to her thick head where I circled it slowly.


"Do you like that?" I asked.


"Yes," she moaned.


"Does your roommate suck your cock?"


Elle nodded yes.


"Ms. Elle! You are a naughty girl. Does she swallow your cum?"


Elle shook her head yes.


"You know... all employees deserve to have their big cocks sucked once in a while and all their hot cum swallowed, right?" I purred. I stuffed Elle's full length into my mouth and into my throat. I held her cock with my face buried against her crotch, sucking gently at first, then sliding my lips up and down her stiff cock at a frenzied pace.


I rubbed my clit harder as I sucked, in tight circles as my head bobbed faster. Elle filled my mouth perfectly, better than my husband, and seemed to enjoy it much more.


Strings of sticky saliva dripped from my lips and chin, coating my chest as I greedily slurped, moving my hand from my aching pussy and squeezed my nipples, alternating between tugging and twisting my pink nubs.


I wanted to fuck. And badly. Soon I'd let her penetrate me and make her forget all about her roommate's mouth.


I felt Elle's cock pulse in my mouth and I knew she was seconds from unloading. But I wasn't ready for her to blow her load just yet. I had other plans for her cock.


"Oh yeah..." I moaned as I pulled my mouth from her throbbing cock, then stood and took her by the hand, leading her to a chair.


"You don't get to cum yet, sugar," I whispered into her ear, sucking on her lobe before turning away, as my pussy throbbed once again at the sight of her big, veiny desire.


I pushed a bench toward Elle. I laid back on it so that my head hung past the edge. My hands roamed my aroused body slowly. My deep aching hunger was fueled by my exhilaration of seeing a woman with a massive cock.


I lifted my legs into the air, ran my hands along the back of my thighs and over my ass and hips. I caressed my body like an intimate lover, a hot fuck... Knowing exactly how to work myself into a frenzy. My eyes shut as I imagined my fingers were Elle's, lost in my fantasy while my young employee stared at my display, slowly stroking her shaft.


"Have you ever watched a woman touch herself?" I whimpered.


"Yes," Elle whispered, her eyes fixed on my body.


"Awesome," I moaned, rolling onto my stomach. "Let's play a little game. I'll play with myself for you and you have to stop jacking off until we fuck. What do you think?"


Elle's hand stopped moving immediately.


The fire inside me was a raging blaze only Elle's cock could put out. I lifted my ass and turned my head to see her. Her eyes scanned over my body, from my toes to my head then back down, taking in every inch of my hot skin. My hand slid between my thighs and around to my plump ass.


I caressed my thick cheeks, slid a slim finger deep into my slick pussy, and arched my back, moaning as I bucked against my fingers. Everything started slow then became furious. My ass pumped against my hand as I moved my fingers in and out of my sloppy hole. I kept my eyes on Elle. The look on her face said she was having a hard time restraining herself.


I fucked myself harder for Elle, adding a third finger to my finger-fucking. My jaw clenched tightly as my hips spun wildly. The current of pleasure was coursing through my body.


I couldn't take much more stimulation. I had to have her inside me.


I was wildly shaking and loudly shrieking, slamming my hips into the bench as I ground my fingers into my dripping snatch, climaxing one, then two times as Elle watched with attentive eyes.


I figured she had never seen anything like this before, and my show was certainly a first for me. "I'm ready," I whimpered, bending my finger in a come-hither and beckoning her over. "Fuck me... now."


Elle shed her skirt and straddled the bench. I lifted my hips a few inches, offering Elle my nice ass. She pierced my juicy twat and buried her cock to the hilt in one smooth motion. I bent my legs and curled my toes as her massive cock slid past my entrance. She was much thicker and longer than anyone I had ever been with. The intensity of her penetration set the stage for what it was like to get fucked by a dickgirl.


Elle fucked me with an enthusiasm that I hadn't felt before, and it felt more amazing than I imagined. I lifted my ass into her hips, matching her thrusts to meet her in the middle. My eyes were closed and my fingers squeezed tightly around the legs of the bench, loving every thrust on my way to ecstasy.


"Oh my God!" I screamed between heavy breaths. Elle had me pinned to the bench as her dick disappeared over and over into the depths of my dripping pussy. I felt her hands on my shoulders, squeezing and massaging my skin as she pumped against me.


With a perfectly timed move that even surprised me, I turned slightly and pushed Elle from my body, took her to the floor, and crawled on top of her like a porn star. I lifted my hips and sank onto her cock until it filled me completely. I gyrated my hips in tight circles as Elle's eyes rolled back in her head with pleasure.


I leaned back onto my hands and got my feet under me slightly, moving my body into a crouch above her. Slowly, I swiveled my hips up and down, giving Elle an excellent view of my glistening shaved pussy sliding up and down her massive pussy piston.


I slid up and down on that immense cock with all of my strength as waves of unrestrained pleasure washed through my body with each move up or down.


Elle started bucking her hips harder, forcing her dick deeper inside. We gasped heavily as we continued to fuck, eager to make the other cum before we each lost it. I felt the pulse of her dick and knew she was about to blow her lady-load. Then an idea hit me. "Elle..."


"Yeah?" she replied between pumps.


"Can you put a baby in me?"


"I've never tried."


"I want you to knock me up."


"Sounds good to me. One lovechild on the way, boss."


I worked her like I knew she wanted to be worked, slightly lifting my body until only the tip of her thick, engorged tip was inside, then slamming my pussy down and taking her fully to the hilt.


It was too much for Elle. She arched her back and groaned. "Take that cum!"


I grabbed the base of her shaft with my hand and held her in me, letting her blast her hot load all over my walls inside and milking her to the last drop. I looked down at my pussy and smiled. Not a drop was wasted.


As I stood up off of her, globs of her thick seed oozed and dripped in long stings from my well-fucked hole onto Elle's softening meat.


I would never fire Elle. She needed this job to support us when our baby arrived.


The End.
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