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1. The Habit of Running: Rough Anal Sex at The Office by Ellie North

When you have a fear of getting hurt, you develop a habit of running away from things you can’t control. But what happens when the thing with the highest risk is the one that can give you the most pleasure? Ali is a secretary in a small law firm, responsible, serious and beautiful, but very reserved and insecure of herself. She spends her days burdening herself with work to keep her mind off of the unhappiness of her life, because even when you have everything lined up just right, life without some excitement is still not a life you want. The safe, plain colored and boring life Ali created for herself is going to change when a splash of excitement refuses to go away without a fight, and the only thing she has to do is stop running away…

If people’s personalities could be described with a single word, mine would be “boring!” That’s what a tattoo all over my forehead, written in bold black would say. That is, if I would ever be brave enough to even get a tattoo.

Looking at my work materials on the desk in front of me, it would probably be just a faded sticker or a stamp, like the one I had in my hand just now, trying to position it correctly on the envelope.  It would not even be in black, not to mention bold. It would probably be more like an understated beige or a light shade of brown, down to earth and boring. Yup, that’s me, brown all the way. I sighed with acceptance as I looked at the crumpled fabric of my skirt on my lap.

When I had finally finished school, I got a job as a secretary in a small law firm. I rented my own apartment and bought a cactus I’ve named Jerry. Adding that to working 9 to 5, and you get a really dandy life on paper. But in reality, I stay at work late, sometimes even until 11 at night. Not that Mr. Sheffield, my boss, ever demanded, but I just don’t have anything better to do at home.

I have a few friends and sometimes I even go out occasionally, but other than that, my social calendar is pretty much empty. Ever since my ex-fiance broke up with me 2 years ago and moved to Europe with a stripper named Sunny, Honey or something like that, I just locked myself away from the world. Jerry—the ex, not the cactus—was decent-looking, reliable and brown in spirit just like me. So even though I wasn’t head over heels in love with him and the sex was as rare as it was brown, I always thought of him as my white picket fence that will naturally come with time. As it turned out, I was very wrong about that, and my world got crushed. We were almost at the altar, going together for just over five years, most of my adult life. Now I’m 26 and bored with my life and myself.

While I was absently rummaging through my life description, it took three calls of my name from Mr. Sheffield for me to acknowledge his presence next to the desk. I snapped out of my brown and beige daydreaming and apologetically looked at the old man. Mr. Sheffield assessed me with a kind smile behind his grey beard and extended his hand.

“My post, Miss Stevens?” he asked, looking at my desk.

“Oh! Right! I’m so sorry, Mr. Sheffield, my thoughts wandered off. There you go, sir,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

“You OK, Ali?” he asked with concern in his eyes.

“Sure Mr. Sheffield, don’t worry about me,” I said with a blown out smile, like he couldn’t always tell my moods.

Martin Sheffield was like a father figure in my life. He was more than just a boss, very endearing and smart. I’ve worked for him for almost 5 years now, and in that time, I’ve come to have a lot of respect for the man. That’s probably why I prefer staying at work than being home all alone, if you don’t count Jerry the cactus as good company.

“Would you need anything else, sir?” I added.

“Not right now. I will be going out for lunch, but if you don’t mind staying in, Charlie said he would come by today” he said, while gathering his things to leave the office.

I internally sighed. Not because of lunch, I don’t go out anyway and it was actually nice of Mr. Sheffield to ask even though he knows that, but because HE is coming.

Charlie is Mr. Sheffield’s nephew and a very irritating, not to mention handsome and sexy man. When I first met him 2 years ago, I had stuttered a “hello” at my utter embarrassment and his profound pleasure and inspiration. He liked making fun of me every chance he got, and he was here often, so he had a good practice at making me feel like a clumsy teen with a crush.

And I was very right in my crush, the guy is gorgeous, tall, about 6’2”, and fit, but not too muscular, with broad shoulders and an aura of sexy cockiness. His face is almost boyish, with expressive eyes and a thick mane of hair sitting in an unruly mess on the top of his head. It had me just begging to run my fingers through it and down to the ever-present little stubble of his beard. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to him, but he was my coworker and my boss’s family—and not to mention, incredibly rude and cocky to me. So I learned to get over it, most of the time.

I was never very good at reading people. I never had quite perfected that ability, but with Charlie, every time he made a joke about me or added a little lewd comment, it was like his eyes sparkled with a secret. That’s what had me fluttering inside with a need I couldn’t quite control, so in trying to ignore it, I usually did something clumsy and gave him even more ammunition to ridicule me with. Every time he was supposed to come here, I felt slightly anxious and apprehensive.

After Mr. Sheffield left for lunch, I found myself nervously looking around and examining my reflection on the shiny side of the stapler, instead of finishing my work papers. I always do that to myself whenever HE is going to come. Knowing myself well, I gave up on the work and rummaged through my bag for an emergency “feel better” kit. With a resigned sigh, I pulled out my cosmetics case and a mirror and started assessing the dark circles under my eyes, while muttering insults to the notion of the bad hair day under my breath.

Not that I was ugly by any means. I appreciated my fair complexion even though it wasn’t always flawless, and I could usually manage my long, wavy hair by putting it in a bun like I do most days for work. I had eyes too big for my face that had a habit of changing their shades, and high cheekbones that accented my small, but full, plump lips. I have always kept my lip gloss in neutral tones of brown or pale pink. All in all, I thought of myself as pretty, some might have even said beautiful, but I found it a stretch as I was just too plain.

Although makeup helped, it could do nothing for my height of nearly 6 feet, nor the fullness of my curves that were somewhere between model and a bombshell, but never fully defining me in either of those categories. Getting up to return my stuff, I stretched my numb legs and felt a pull on my tights, clearly imagining a thin threadlike gap going from my heel to the knee and over to the thigh. I swore profoundly under my breath and cursed my new pumps with their rough edges. Feeling exhausted, I leaned forward and grabbed the hem of my long, flowy skirt and gathered it almost to my panties, searching for the end of the thread.

“Wow! I had no idea you were hiding those under all that ruffle and tension!” a voice said from directly behind me, as I was fumbling with my skirt.

I snapped my head towards the voice by the door and found Charlie leaning against the doorway in all his sexy, masculine glory, staring at my uncovered legs with a well-known smirk playing on his lips.

“If you have a habit of welcoming your clients like that, I’m going to have to do a crime just to get on that list” he said with a smirk, still scanning my legs like they were an intricate work of beauty.

Blushing deeply, I threw my hands down, letting the dress fall to the floor again, and turned to my desk, trying to put something material between us.

“I…um…didn’t hear you come in…” I said lamely, looking anywhere but at him.

“Well you were quite focused on your beautiful legs, so I assumed you didn’t. But don’t get me wrong, I see the appeal for the attention you give them. I would like to do the same, maybe even more…” he said casually, as if commenting the weather, while coming to stand near my desk.

At those words, I snapped my eyes to his mischievous ones, clearly imagining the attention I would like to receive from him. Catching myself before my eyes gave out my yearning, I lowered them to the desk again, shifting papers around while still not responding to his bold, frank statement.

He came over right next to me and almost whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know if you knew this about me, but I have a respect for works of art and those beautiful legs of yours would be a masterpiece wrapped around my waist…or my neck.”

I pulled away from him instantly, giving my fluttering heart some breathing space and put on my most professional voice.

“OK, that’s enough Charlie. You’ve had your laugh, now please leave me alone.”

He chuckled, with a well-known gleam in his eyes, keeping his distance now.

“I’m just being honest, you can’t blame a guy for appreciating art and this art I would truly appreciate in any form” he said, giving me the once over and focusing his eyes on my face. Then, with a smirk he added:

“Besides, you look so cute all flustered and blushing.”

I sighed again, not finding his humor funny, and with all seriousness in my voice, I asked, "Don't you have work to do?”

He gave me a wink and headed for Mr. Sheffield’s office, where he usually works when the boss is out.
Returning to my seat, I tried to calm myself and ignore my heated body and the squeeze in my lower stomach that his flirtacious words had created.

After that incident, the day went quietly. We were both working on our own jobs, with a few consultations and fetching of papers on my behalf, but other than that, we had no contact. 
Mr. Sheffield called sometime after lunch and informed me he wasn’t coming back today. It wasn’t unusual though, his wife was ill and he worked from home often in past few months. That’s also why Charlie was here more and more, and I was guessing he was supposed to take over the firm, eventually.

Mr. Sheffield hasn’t said anything about that yet. That was one more reason why I tried to keep it strictly professional between us. I really like working here, even though it’s a small law firm and has just 3 employees: me, Charlie and Brielle. Brielle just had a baby and was on maternity leave. There were people who worked specific cases, but they came only in when needed. So, it was more like a small family, professional, but not strict and impersonal as it usually was in big companies.

I worked as a secretary/receptionist and I looked after Mr. Sheffield’s personal documents. So I don’t exactly know if and how things would work if Charlie actually became my new boss.

Pushing that frightening possibility aside, I stood up behind my desk near the tall counter of the reception area and went to the small kitchenette to make some coffee. I felt, more than I heard, Charlie’s presence near me.  The man just has some kind of pull over me and I can’t explain it. Plus, his intoxicating cologne didn’t help the butterflies in my stomach that seemed to instantly come to life whenever he was around. As if feeling my thoughts, even though I hadn’t acknowledged him entering the small room, he came up behind me and peered over my shoulder, looking down at my now slightly trembling hands steering the coffee in the mug.

“Can I get some?” he asked, his breath sending shivers down my neck and making the butterflies in my belly do a breathtaking flip.

Still holding my coffee mug, I turned around, trying to escape the sweet torture of his breath on my neck and move away from him. With the quick movement of his body, I found myself trapped between him and the kitchen counter, with his strong hands propped on the edge of the countertop as unmovable barriers. Quickly inhaling my surprised breath from being so close to him, I tried to calm my nerves and ignore the desire for the little remaining space between us to disappear.

“L-Let go of me, Charlie” I stammered, as he smiled his cocky smile and leaned his face a little bit closer. Reaching with his hand under my chin, he lifted my almost hidden face to force my eyes to look at him. With our eyes locked in a silent gaze, he closed the distance, leaning into my lips. I believe I was in a sort of haze, because several things happened in that last second to that kiss. Somehow, the mug of coffee slipped from my hands towards the floor, sprinkling him and drenching my skirt in the black liquid. He jumped backward on impulse and thankful that I take my coffee warm and not boiling hot, I bolted out of the small room, feeling absolutely mortified.

I ran to the restroom, hearing him cursing behind me and calling my name, but thankfully not following me. Closing the door, I walked shakily to the mirrored wall and leaned my hands on the sink top, trying to calm down my ragged breathing and collect my thoughts. Lifting my head, I looked at the flustered image of myself and cursed internally for my cowardice. When I remembered my soaked skirt, I pulled myself from the sink cabinet and grimaced at the fresh coffee stain on the fabric, looking as if I had peed myself. Sighing, I unzipped the skirt, letting it fall to the ground and stepping out of it, careful that I didn’t ruin it further with my heels. Then I leaned down to pick it up off the floor.

“Ali, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” the voice came through the door. I whipped my head around, startled that I saw Charlie entering the room and stopping in place when he saw me bent over, half naked, facing a mirror, with my butt in the air and in his full view. Thank God I have an obsession with lacy underwear! I think I would have died if he’d seen me like that in granny panties.

He literally stopped in mid-sentence and mid-step at the door, gaping at me. I quickly straightened and faced him, holding my skirt in front of me with both hands to cover my almost see through panties and my naked legs.

“I-I…um…you should have knocked…” was my lame attempt to snap him out of his frozen stare.

Not able to tear my eyes from his, I saw a slight change, as his surprise subsided and his eyes grew darker in the shade. A sexy smirk stretched across his lips and he made a few determined steps forward until he was right in front of me. I just looked at him, still startled and not able to move.

“You have no fucking idea what you’re doing to me, Ali…” he said in a quiet, almost tortured voice, as he held my eyes with his own passion-filled ones.

He slowly slid his hands down the sides of my body, until he gripped my hips and pressed our bodies together. My hands fell weakly to my sides, and my cover fell to the floor. I had a very good idea now, I could feel him hard against my lower belly, and I instantly became wet.

“You can run away again if you’d like...” he whispered seriously, with the struggle to let me go evident on his face as he kept looking at me.

I don’t know when I decided, or if I even had, but in the next moment we were wrapped together, lips locked, our tongues intertwined, and my hands going through his hair. He gripped my hips tightly and I felt freed from my own denial that I didn’t desire this man desperately.

Our passion had just been released and it seemed we couldn’t get close enough, fast enough. He lowered his hands to my ass, under it, slowly imprinting his fingers in my flesh as he went, and earning a moan from my lips. He hooked his hands under my butt and lifted me up on the sink top, pressing himself between my legs, and I could feel my insides burning with desire. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and desperate for some friction and release from the fire I was in, I pulled him even closer and propped my hands on the surface below me, giving me support to move in against him. He groaned into my lips at the movement of my hips, and trailed his kisses to my neck, licking and biting the sensitive skin as he went, making me throw my head back, barely containing my loud moans of pleasure.

“S-someone might come in” I voiced my concern, as he trailed his hands from my hips, under my shirt, pulling it over my stomach and ribs to my breasts.

“I locked the doors, had a feeling you might run away before you gave me time to apologize” he said huskily, between the wet kisses he placed on my neck, making me crane my head in pleasure.

“N-no, not this time…” I said, desperate for more of him.

He groaned at my words and pulled my hands up and off the marble top, then he took my shirt and bra off. Setting me back down on the countertop, in only my panties and heels , he locked eyes with mine and lowered his face down on to my breasts, exciting my skin with his stubble as he went between them, kissing and licking. My nipples were swollen and desperate for his attention, as he extended his tongue and licked all around my left nipple, until he put it in his mouth and sucked hard, earning a desperate moan from my lips. Propped on my right hand, I dived my left into his hair, my fingers pulling at the strands and keeping him there while his hands massaged my boobs, as his tongue licked my nipples. He lowered his right hand to my panties and started pressing on my core, making me spread my legs further, as he played with my clit, my moans no longer controllable.

“Oh baby, you’re so wet for me.” he said in a sexy voice, his cocky smirk forming on his lips, as he pulled up to kiss me desperately.

My response came as I straightened my body and pulled the buckle of his belt with my hands, wanting him inside me right away. He helped me unlock it and raised his hands to pull off his shirt. Stopping in the middle of unbuttoning his pants, I stared at the planes of his muscular chest, speckled lightly with hair and instantly raised my fingers up to pull at them and run my nails across his skin, earning a moan from his lips.

In a minute, he finished the work I left on his pants and stood between my legs in all his naked glory. His cock was resting on my thigh, warm and hard. I bit my lip when I saw how big he was. Supported by my arms, I raised my butt for him to slide off my panties and he spread my legs and positioned himself at my entrance, teasing me with slight movements over my pussy.

“You want this?” he asked with an intense look in his eyes, suffering from desire as I was.

I bit my lip and nodded my head, not having a voice to answer anymore. That was enough for him as he slammed his dick into my wet pussy, with just a second of discomfort at the intrusion.

My body tensed, and my head fell back on my shoulders. He pressed himself against me and asked in a breathy whisper:

“You ok, baby?”

I nodded my head, still adjusting to the almost forgotten feeling of fullness, and urged him in a desperate voice:

“Fuck me! Please!”

He considered this proposition with a low chuckle and started thrusting into me, hard, pulling almost all the way out, just to push himself back into me, holding me tight. The feeling was so strong, so intense I thought I was going to explode on the spot. This is what was lacking in my life and I had no desire to deny myself anymore, as my breathing got quicker and my moans louder and more desperate with his every move.

His hand was on the lowest of my back, gripping strongly, pulling me towards him whenever he slammed his cock into me. The other was on my neck, holding me near him as our ragged breaths intertwined in front of us. I never felt so strong and so weak at the same time as my chest rapidly moved with shallow breaths. I couldn’t get enough, as he kept his powerful pace, thrusting into me and getting me closer to the edge of my pleasure.

He moved his body at an angle, and with his right hand he gripped my left leg, pulling it over his shoulder, my heels hooked behind his neck.

“I told you they would look lovely around my neck", he said with a smirk, turning his head to lick at the skin of my ankle before biting it hard.

I yelped in surprise, the initial pain turning into pleasure as his tongue continued to lick the place of his bite.

“I-I believe you used the words “work of art,” I said with a shaky breath, enjoying the feel of his cock deep inside me as he slightly changed his position, still keeping his hard movements and giving me ecstatic pleasure. I was so close.

“They are and I’m the only one that can collect them,” he answered with passion, as he grabbed both of my legs under the knees and lifted my ass up from the marble top of the counter, spreading my cheeks wide and plunging his cock deep into me.

I screamed with the pleasure, barely keeping myself on the surface of the sink, as he quickened his pace with even stronger thrusts, bringing me over the edge. I yelled his name in the power of my orgasm.

Recovering from the haze of pleasure, with my body still trembling slightly, Charlie scooped me in his arms as my numb limbs were barely holding onto him. He kissed me passionately, before lowering me to my feet. He took in my naked form in front of him, with sweaty, glistening skin and the still evident desire on the top of my thighs. He placed his hands on my hips and turned me around, pushing on my back to lean over the sink, and his other hand trailed from my legs over to my ass, where it went away for a second, only to come back with a loud slap that echoed through the tiled room. My head snapped upwards and my eyes locked with his in the mirror. I was startled by the slap and even more by the reaction of my twitching pussy and the juices pouring down my thighs.

He read my expression well, as he continued to caress the delightfully tender skin of my ass, and still locking our eyes in the mirror, he leaned over me and whispered slowly in my ear.

“Mmm, what I would do to this perfectly, round ass…” he said while placing his cock between my cheeks, sliding it in slowly. “Mmm, my dick is twitching from the thought of that tight little asshole of yours.”

His words made me blush and burn with desire. It was one of my fantasies to try anal, but I had never had a willing partner. Remembering the way my fingers had felt there, I moaned in pleasure of his touch and the thought of his cock instead.

Looking directly into his eyes in the mirror I taunted him.

“Then take it!”

His eyes widened for a second, surprised by my answer, then his lips stretched into a sexy smirk and he grabbed me around the waist. With his right hand, he placed his dick at the opening of my pussy, his fingers massaging my throbbing clit. Sliding his length along the folds of my dripping pussy, he coated his dick in my slick juices. His fingers moved to my ass, circling around my anus and transferring the liquid, around, in and out, around, in and out. I thought I was going to go mad from the need, squirming around for more friction, more everything.

He pulled his hard cock, glistening with my juices, and positioned it between my cheeks and I stilled, closing my eyes and anticipating the pain, but desperately wanting the pleasure.

“Just relax babe, you’ll like it” he said with a smirk, as he pushed his dick slowly into my asshole.

He hissed from the tightness, barely able to fit half of his cock inside, and I bit my lip, holding back a whimper at how big I felt him there, stretching me, and pushing on my walls. Even though the feeling was strange and I felt the pressure and the strain on my muscles, there was no concrete pain and I relaxed even more. When my body completely relaxed he pushed further into me, until he was all the way in, filling me up and making me frustrated with a need to move, becoming strangely desperate. He entered into me slowly a couple of times and then quickened the pace, making my breathing instantly shallow and my blood boil as he pushed and pulled in and out of me. I lifted my ass in the air as much as I could, thankful for the additional height of my heels and laid my chest on the counter, holding tight as he began to thrust stronger and stronger, while my insides were already quivering and my legs were getting numb.

“Fuck! So tight! Even tighter than your sweet pussy.” he said huskily in my ear as he leaned over me, pulling my torso towards him with one hand so he could get access to my breasts, while slipping the other in-between my legs, playing with my clit and making me moan loudly.

I could feel he was close, but I was still desperately on the edge needing something, anything to get me off, yet again. I moved my hips in the rhythm of his thrusts, needing him to go deeper, faster, into my asshole, but he pressed against me and twisting his hand around my loose hair, he pulled my head backward with a beautiful pain that made me whimper in pleasure, and moan his name in whispers.

“Keep still, Ali” he warned me with a whisper into my ear, holding me in against his body and moving at a steady pace.

“I need…I need more…” I said begging desperately, feeling my legs trembling with soreness.

In the next moment, he grabbed my legs, pushing my body further onto the marble surface, as he hooked his arms under them and held my legs wide in the air. He slammed into my ass with force. I barely kept my grip on the surface as he moved hard and fast, making me moan and scream for him. The pleasure was amazing with him buried deep inside my anus. Letting go of my left leg, he craned his body and kept thrusting into me with everything he had, both of us at our peak.

He locked his eyes on mine in the mirror and said:

“Come for me, now.”

He slapped my ass hard with his free hand, the noise ringing off the tiled walls, muffled only by my screams, as I fell apart.

The intensity of my orgasm took me under, trembling my body, the clear sting on my butt prolonging the feeling. I thought it would never stop and I would dissolve from the pure pleasure. He came right after me, calling my name and gripping my flesh hard, probably leaving marks, but I didn’t care. I wouldn’t mind even if he branded me with a hot rod, that’s how good I felt.

After a few moments, he straightened and pulled himself out of me, making me wince from the move and instantly miss the feeling of his fullness.

We gathered our clothes in quiet and I was already dreading the talk that was coming, thinking this could never work.

As if feeling my eyes on him, Charlie turned around and looked at me.

“I know what you’re thinking and I’m not allowing it, Ali, no fucking way.”

I looked at him, not expecting that kind of statement, as he continued.

“I know it’s not ideal how things happened and we are a bit messy, but I like you, Ali, and I have for some time…”

“Charlie, I…” he interrupted me before I even started and added:

“The work is not a problem Ali, my uncle is coming back full-time next week. My aunt is much better now. Besides, we could be adults and just try regardless. You owe us to at least try.”

Before he could interrupt me again with another monologue I said loudly:

“Yes!”

“Yes?”

I sighed, trying to calm my nerves and look at him intently.

“Yes, I want to try. I don’t…I don’t want to run away anymore,” I confessed.

He thought about my words for a second until that cocky smile I like so much appeared on his lips again. He pulled me against his body, wrapping his arms around me and placing his lips on mine for a passionate kiss. I was looking forward to our next frolic and I couldn’t wait to feel his cock in my ass again!


2. Rachel's New Boss: First Time Anal Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

Few things in life can be more unnerving than working for a temp agency when next week or next month's job and paycheck are never a certainty. One or two things in my life have gone right lately but the rest haven't exactly followed the script which leaves me in the uncertain situation of being a temp worker. It's not all bad because I get to meet new people and try different things now and then. When I started my latest temp job a few weeks ago, I had no idea just how many exciting new things I would be doing. It really is quite the amazing story.

It's been quite a crazy few months for me. A long-standing position doing tech and computer work for an engineering company fell apart in a creative fit of downsizing. Luckily I had some savings but it was the type of savings meant to assist in the case of car trouble, not the type meant to be able to live off of while looking for work. So, I reached out to the most well known temporary employment agency in town and my wild ride began.

Having been raised in the country on a farm by one parent who knew everything about farming and another who was ahead of her time in tech-savvy knowledge, I am capable of many skills. Because of that and the simultaneous fact that I needed work quickly, I told them I was able to do many different things while preferring tech and computer things. After working for the first week shoveling trash and other messes for a company that did something I didn't try to figure out with cows, I saw my mistake clearly.

Luckily they had something more clean for me the next couple of weeks but it wasn't much better than the shoveling. It seemed for the first couple of weeks that the jobs I enjoyed or could at least put up with lasted for a couple of days while those I found reprehensible had to be stopped by a phone call from me to the service.

Needless to say, after a month plus of that stuff, I began to wonder if my luck would pick up before I lost my mind or sold my soul. About that time I received a call from a gal pal of mine. She knew someone who worked at a local legal office and told me they were looking for a temp worker to help out with computer problems and other tech work. She thought it would be just what I was looking for so I agreed to give it a shot. I asked the agency I was working through about the job and they hadn't heard of it so the only question was whether or not I could go to the office and somehow get the position without having to go through a temp agency.

Luckily I was able to get an audience with the people easily enough because of the employee there who sort of knew something about me. It wasn't like a normal interview obviously because this wouldn't be a full-time or a permanent job but I was still a bit nervous as I sat in the uncomfortable chair and waited for someone to ask to speak to me.

The office was amazing. I guess lawyers offices often are well furnished but I felt a little bit intimidated by the decor alone, not to mention the people walking by. It took some effort for me to remind myself that I was probably overreacting and that the few people who had noticed me had been plenty nice enough.

Glancing down, I took stock of my clothing choices for about the tenth time. My long legs were framed pretty well by the black slacks and high-heel dress boots I wore. The pink blouse was perfect for the meeting and my blonde hair was down and curled nicely around my shoulders. The thought of the outfit's I could have worn, based on what I had in my closet forced a smile to my face. At least I wasn't showing my butterfly shoulder tattoo or any cleavage whatsoever. That by itself is a change for me but a girl has to eat.

Finally the attractive secretary put down a short phone conversation and nodded for me to go back to the conference room. I stood and grabbed my cute little leather purse and walked back in the direction she had pointed. Before I could stress over what door or hallway I needed to walk down, I was flagged down by a tall and handsome man in front of a large room.

“You must be Rachel?” he said in a deep voice and when I nodded motioned into the open doorway, “Right this way.”

I nodded and smiled as I walked passed him and placed my purse in a chair on one side of the long table. Turning around, I offered my hand to the dreamy man, “Yes, I am Rachel. It's nice to meet you.”

“John,” he said as he shook my hand, “Call me John and It's nice to meet you as well.”

“So,” I shrugged, “I just sit here until the meeting with your boss, I guess.”

He smiled, “That's about how it will work.” Then he walked around to the other side of the long table and sat down across from me with a knowing smile.

“Oh,” I said with a tiny bit of embarrassment, “Of course. You are him.”

“It's fine,” he said, “I try to look like anything other than the owner of this place so you're not knowing only makes my day that much better. Try to relax though. We're just going to go over a few questions and see if you meet the qualifications we are looking for regarding this temporary position and then we'll be finished. Okay?”

From there the interview went about as easily as you could imagine. I told him the kinds of things I could do around the office and he was extremely excited to complete the temporary contract and have me get to work the following week. I called my friend on the way back home to thank her for the tip and to let her know that I was excited about getting things going the next week. The best part wasn't even the fact that I was going to have work for a few weeks but rather the fact that John had suggested that he might know of a few places where I could find full-time work if I showed myself capable. I didn't bother telling my friend that however because I didn't want to jinx it.

Before she allowed me to end the conversation, my good friend who had just gotten on my good side in the best way, had the nerve to try and convince me to get to know her friend who worked at the place. I basically ignored her. I hope to make good money for a few weeks as well as hopefully make some contacts regarding full-time work. One thing I did not plan on doing was looking for a date of any kind. She let it go and I let her go as I planned for a restful weekend heading into the new work week.

All in all, I couldn't have felt better as the week started with a new job. First impressions don't always mean much with temp jobs but at least it was going well I figured. Everyone around the office was pretty busy and I stayed steadily busy doing some long overdue work on a few old computers. About midway through the Wednesday, John caught my eye on the way to lunch and thanked me for working so well and so quickly. Apparently the simple fixes that had been keeping me busy had needed to be done for quite a long time.

The office didn't have a specific IT guy, only one of their younger lawyers who knew a little something about that type of thing. All was pretty relaxed until Friday, when the first big problem showed up and boy was it ever a good one. Where I had been working on the simplest of computer issues, Friday the company had a major problem with a virus that quickly worked Its way through the secretary's computer. It not only caused trouble with something she needed to get finished by the end of the day but also did some damage on at least one other computer in the building before they told me about it.

Their stand-in IT guy came to me along with John late in the afternoon with extremely worried looks on their faces. After they explained the situation I instantly went to work trying to figure out how deep the problem went so that I could tell them my first estimate on how long it would take to fix. To make a long story shorter, let's just say that it was good that I didn't have any plans for the weekend.

I assured them that I could both get the main problem fixed over the weekend and find a way to get the document out by the end of the day that needed to be finished and sent. The lawyer and stand-in IT guy nodded and walked off but John reacted differently. He grabbed my shoulders lightly and stared intensely into my eyes for long enough that for a moment I thought he was actually going to kiss me. Finally he just quietly said that he was very thankful I was there and that he would find a way to make my weekend up to me.

Of course I told him not to worry about it, that this was the kind of thing that I knew how to do and it was no big deal but my mind was elsewhere.  Since starting with the company that week, I had spent the entire time thinking about nothing but work. I needed to do a great job so that I could get those contacts for a full-time position sometime soon and no amount of flirting or fixing up would get in the way. Then John thanked me in that intense way and my mind shifted a little bit.

He was a hot hunky guy. That much was clear. It was something I noticed but shoved to the back of my mind the other day when we met for the first time. When he looked at me so intent on thanking me, everything changed. With a shake of my head I tried to sift through those feelings and get focused on the task at hand. He wouldn't want to thank me like that again if I was daydreaming instead of fixing the company's problem and I certainly wouldn't get those much needed full-time references.

The rest of the afternoon went by pretty well with the high powered lawyers hovering around me like I was some type of super woman with the magical mutant ability to fix all of their evil computer problems. It could have gotten on my nerves here and there but I have become accustomed to attention in such situations, so I used humor to offset the uneasiness that being watched brought me. Once I pretended that I deleted everything on their server, an always reliable classic, and one other time asked if someone had seen my cape.

It served for a good laugh and also seemed to work to get them away from my shoulders so that I could focus more on work and not so much on entertaining worrisome lawyers. As usually happens, I got into the zone and didn't even realize everyone was gone by the time I finished what I was doing. The problem was far from completely fixed but at least I had helped the secretary get her work finished and had things set up well for the weekends work, well enough in fact that I figured on needing only part of Saturday to get it all safely working again.

I rose from the chair and gathered my things on the way out the door but it swung open while I was still quite a long way down the hall. A tall man in running clothes walked inside and locked the door behind him. It was John. He wasn't looking in my direction and certainly wouldn't have heard me speak to him with music playing through his headphones so I took a moment to appreciate his strong body. He was more of a stud than I even thought he was, with a toned and powerful body to match his handsome face. I was staring at his arms when he spoke to me.

“Hi, Rachel, I didn't see you there. I always try to get a good jog in after work a few days each week. Rachel?”

Finally I glared up at his face and forced an awkward smile onto my face, “Oh, hi John. Sorry I was out of it there for a second.”

“How's it going?” he asked.

Back in my normal relaxed mood, I sighed, “Pretty good. I figure I'll finish sometime tomorrow and you'll all be good to go by Monday morning. I'm going to put in some more secure software for you as well that I can get from a friend of mine which should help to ensure this kind of thing doesn't happen again.”

“Whew!” he clapped, “I am so glad I found you. Excuse my sweating. I've got to hit the showers over here real fast but I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow. I'll bring you food or a book or flowers or something to make sure you know I appreciate you. See you then.”

Hit the showers? I watched him go into a door I hadn't even noticed was there and saw that it certainly was a large shower area, large for being in the middle of a law office anyway. Maybe that was standard for such places but it was new to me. I couldn't escape the pull I felt to follow him inside with some lame excuse to see the rest of his impressive frame but somehow I forced myself to walk outside and leave. I didn't do so without a plan however. If he was going to come up to the office the next day, I decided that I would make myself look a little less professional and a little more sexy. It could be fun to flirt back and forth with him on a non-standard work day if indeed I could get his attention in that way.

I arrived early Saturday morning so that I could make sure and get everything done as early as I could. It wasn't until I arrived that I realized how big of a deal it was that John slipped me a key earlier in the week. How embarrassing would it have been if I had to sit there and wait for him to arrive to thank me only to find me sitting there doing nothing.

All in all the work part of the day went pretty well. Everything was set up fairly well by my work late on Friday so that it was time consuming but fairly easy. By the time noon rolled around I had the system on a self-check process but other than that was completely finished. The door opened shortly after noon as the self-check was still running. When John rounded the corner I was propped against the counter wearing basically jogging clothes with a twist. A red sports bra was all I wore on top since I had taken off my loose tank top hours earlier. Black spandex shorts clung to my butt and thighs tightly and my hair was up in a cute little ponytail.

His eyes quickly took in my frame, “You out for a jog? And here I thought you were fixing my computer system.”

“Well,” I smirked, “I couldn't very well be asked to wear normal work clothes on a Saturday now could I? So you came here to critique my clothing choice? And here I thought you were coming here today to somehow make it worth my while to be here slaving away.”

“Ah yes, I almost forgot.” He pulled a box of donuts up and placed it on the counter, “Happy Saturday!” I looked at him in a bit of a disappointing way before he pulled out a little three flower bundle of roses, “Happy Saturday?”

“Mmm,” I stalked around the edge of the counter, “Donuts and roses. Damn, John, are you trying to get my attention?” I reached into the box of donuts and took a bite of one, “Donuts always seem to turn me on for some reason.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, still in control but obviously being affected by what I was doing.

“Yeah,” I eyed him as I grabbed the roses and took a big whiff, “Same is true about the smell of roses. Drives me crazy.” My hand snaked down my chest and stomach as I looked for a sign that he wanted what I wanted. He watched my hand's progress and then slowly looked back up to my eyes with a different expression. There it was. I had him.

He put the flowers down and walked a step closer to me, “Sexy women always seem to do that for me.”

I pulled him closer by grabbing his belt, “Really? Seen any lately?”

“You bet your ass,” he said and then grabbed me in a passionate kiss that took me off-guard even though I was expecting one. I certainly wasn't expecting it to be that impassioned of a kiss and it sent me over the edge of desire for real. What began as a little bit of a game of desire and flirtation, at least in my mind, was now something much more. We kissed for a long while as we stepped through the office and I was uncertain of exactly where we were going but I didn't care. When at last we came to a stop against a wall, it was in the shower area.

John was still kissing me deeply, his hands traveling all over me with reckless abandon but I had a better idea. I turned him towards the wall and backed away, then pushed him back when he came out after me. Instead of following again he took his shirt off and started unbuckling his belt. I smiled at his intensity and at the need rising inside of me as I removed my sports bra and then slowly peeled down my tight pants. By the time John removed his shoes, socks and pants and looked back up, I was wearing only my tiny panties.

I backed towards the shower and turned it on behind me, “I've never taken a shower at an office before.”

He walked towards me as I felt of the water and adjusted it a little bit and said, “There's a first time for everything.”

I tugged my panties down and then kicked them off towards my other clothes and backed into the shower's steamy water completely naked. John glared at me as I let my hair down and ran my hands through it. He bent down and took his underwear off as well and it was my turn to glare at him as he revealed himself to me from a foot away, just outside the shower.

“Well,” I shrugged and ran my hands down the front of my body, “Come and get me boss.”

He wasted no time in doing just that, coming into the shower with me and wrapping his arms around me as he planted a kiss on my lips. My eyes were closed as the water washed over us. The warm feeling of the water only heightened the sensations as we explored all of each other's bodies.

I slowly worked my way down his body then, kissing him and running my hands along his chest and stomach. His manhood was swollen and hungry as I ran one hand over the length with the fingers of my other hand cupping his balls. Easily I slipped my lips over the tip and John's knees buckled from the sensations running through him. It only served to turn me on that much more and I ran my mouth along his shaft, sucking back off and repeating. My pace increased as did his groaning, my eyes glaring up at his as I continued.

He suddenly jerked and bent slightly at the waist and I pulled away with my hand still wrapped around his shaft. Instead of stopping and standing, I waited a slight few moments for him to regain composure, to where he wasn't about to blow his load, and then went back down onto his shaft. My lips once again ran along his shaft, more slowly this time. His moans and groans still came but in a more controlled way this time. I continued like that for a long few more moments and then stopped as John pulled me from the shower floor.

There was a small place in the corner of the shower and John encouraged me to sit on it by pushing me slowly downward. The moment my bottom rested on the surface, I spread my thighs apart and it was John's turn to kneel onto the shower floor. He wasted little time in running his hands and lips along the insides of my legs, drawing pleasureful tones from me. His tongue reached my nether lips and I nearly slipped off of the little pedestal. His strong arms supported me and held me in place as he continued pleasuring me masterfully.

It was as if he had known me for ages, as if we had been lovers for decades and never had I felt such incredible things. It all washed over me and I lost track of time. His fingers working over my nipples perfectly, lips and tongue doing the most wonderful things to my pussy; it was all too much for my already pleasured body and an orgasm slammed over me.

John came up and lifted me into his arms so that his swollen manhood rested against the opening to my dripping wet lips. I moaned yes for him to go ahead and he did just exactly what I asked in another series of perfectly timed movements. His lips wrapped around and sucked on my nipples and my arms wrapped around his neck even as he plunged into me. It was good that there was nobody around to hear us because I couldn't have been quiet if I wanted to.

Louder and louder both of us moaned in pleasure as John did wonders to me and my body returned the favor to him. I had almost forgotten the water washing over me thanks to the other amazing sensations but all of it worked together and another orgasm washed over me. He kept on plunging into me wonderfully until I thought for sure he was going to have his own climax but instead he stopped and sat me down.

His eyes met mine and I looked at him knowingly. He wasn't finished. He wanted to do something else, maybe something daring. What exactly it might be became clear when he reached around and cupped my butt with his hands, his thumb working between my cheeks. A little anxiety ran through me. I'd never done anal before, never even considered it honestly. Something about the time and the place, not to mention the man himself, was just right though and my anxiety slowly shifted into excitement. I nodded towards him and turned around.

At first he slowly worked his fingers between my cheeks and rubbed them against my hole. The feelings were different but not negative at all. If anything, the sensations washing over me at that moment were increasing my desire. Slowly he inserted a finger into the edge of my anus and I groaned quietly as he stretched the hole. The way the shower wall felt as my breasts pressed against it somehow made me feel more secure along with the careful movements John was making. It was clear he knew what he was doing and it made me want it all the more.

“Do it,” I said breathlessly, “Take me.”

With one hand on each butt cheek he slowly positioned his swollen shaft between and pushed inside. My head lolled back as I breathed in pants towards the ceiling. It wasn't like anything I had ever felt before but it was so great at the same time. Little by little he moved inside of me and with every movement I moaned louder and liked what I was feeling that much more.

With his shaft inches deep, he pulled back and began pumping in and out at a steady pace as my hands crawled up the shower wall trying to grab anything I could. I wasn't trying to pull away from him, it was so good that my body almost didn't know how to react. Eventually I relaxed downward onto his shaft and the movement inside and out became quicker and more easy. God it felt amazing. His hands were able to reach around in front of me and pay attention to my swollen nipples once again as I yelped in pleasure.

I lost all track of time as he showed me what great sex was supposed to feel like. It's not like I was inexperienced or anything but apparently I just hadn't found the right kind of partner. Another orgasm built quickly and slammed across my spent frame as I relaxed back against him. John continued to pump into me from behind for another couple of minutes before his breathing reached a fevered pace as well and I knew he was close.

Quickly I pulled off of him and knelt down, allowing him to cum all over my face. When he was finished I stood up and allowed the shower to wash me before the two of us embraced there under the water.

I have had many jobs and a few sexual partners in my life but as I was dressing there in the shower of that office I had high hopes that had nothing to do with the place of business or how much I might make while working there. One night or one day stands were never really my thing and luckily they weren't for John either. We talked for a while there at the office and I even had the chance to show him what I had done to fix his computer problems.

They could have used me there on a full-time basis he said but I shook my head. I had been looking for a good job for a long time and with his contacts would have a great chance to find one somewhere else. What I wanted from him was not a job but dinner and a movie the following weekend. He smiled as I offered and said he would want nothing more.

It's been a few weeks since then and I have two promising interviews set up for full-time positions and a hot boyfriend who just happens to have enough money and more than enough chivalry to take care of me the way I always wanted to be taken care of by my man. I of course know all too well how to take care of him in return. I guess that little part time temp job has turned out far better than I could have hoped when I first walked into the office. Life is crazy sometimes but sometimes It's crazy good as well.


3. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

In college, Lexi had majored in journalism despite all the warnings that she would never find a job.  And when she lands her first job as a junior editor, she is beyond excited!  When she meets her boss, Mr. Cole Greyson, excited doesn’t begin to cover her reaction.  While the job doesn’t pay very much, she soon learns that experience and exposure more than make up for anything else.

My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.


4. My Backdoor Exam in Room 4: Patient Anal Sex with a Nurse by Sofia Miller

My name is Lila and I am a small-town girl who has just graduated nursing school at a private Catholic hospital. I have always been a very shy and conservative type of girl, and I have only ever slept with one guy. He was my high-school sweetheart, and I gave him my virginity as a “going-away-to-college present” thinking it would keep him faithful to me. Well—it didn’t. He broke my heart and stopped calling me within 6 months of going away to college. Anyway, I have finally been offered my first job at a prestigious doctor’s office in the city. I never thought my first nursing job would lead to my first anal sex experience—right there in the doctor’s office…

I had always wanted to become a nurse ever since I was very young. Even as a child, I used to like going to the doctor. I always felt safer there for some reason. And, the nurses at my pediatrician’s office were always very kind. When I graduated from my small private Catholic high school, I immediately enrolled into a nursing program at the Catholic hospital near my hometown.

Back in high school, I had a boyfriend. He was my first love. Growing up in a conservative and very religious family, he and I actually courted for three years before I finally gave up my virginity. I knew that he was planning on going away to college and I was hoping that if I gave him my virginity, it would be enough to keep him faithful to me while he was away for four years.

He was first and only man I had ever slept with and he had promised to come back home with a college degree and marry me. Well, about 6 months after he left, he stopped calling, texting and emailing me. I still lived at home and my mother knew I was heartbroken. It took me months to get over him. I even took a brief sabbatical from nursing school to mourn my lost love. My mother told me that one day, God would send me a good man and that I shouldn’t go looking for love, I should let love find me.

Well, about 2 years later, I finally graduated nursing school and for the first time in my life, I felt like a grown woman. I had just turned 21 and I was proud of my accomplishment. I got hired on at a highly prestigious doctor’s office in the city. My parents had bought me nice little sedan as a graduation present and I used it to make the half-hour commute to my new job.

It felt really good being in the city and having a new outlook on life. I wanted to be the best nurse I could be and help as many people as possible. My first day on my new nursing job, I noticed a very handsome young man with beautiful bedroom eyes sitting out in the waiting room.

“Who is that young man out in the waiting room?” I asked my co-worker, Rachel, a fellow nurse who had been working at the doctor’s office for a few years. She was the one giving me my on-the-job training.

“Oh that’s Jake. He’s somewhat of a hypochondriac. He comes in here with some of the weirdest complaints I’ve ever heard of,” Rachel replied.

I couldn’t help but stare at the handsome young man. It was the first man I had ever felt any attraction to since my ex-boyfriend, over 2 years ago. He was looking down at the cell phone he was holding in his large, masculine hands. I don’t know why, but I felt a slight twinge between my thighs as I watched the gorgeous young guy swiping away on his cell phone. Suddenly, he looked up at me and caught me staring at him. Try as I may, I couldn’t turn away from his gaze. He flashed me a sexy smile, revealing the most perfect set of pearly white teeth I had ever seen in my entire life.

I instantly felt just a tad bit moist between my legs when he smiled at me. Without even thinking about it, I immediately smiled back at him.

“Lila?” a deep, throaty male voice interrupted the brief moment I was sharing with the handsome stranger in the waiting room. I was instantly snapped out of my trance, momentarily, as I turned toward the sound of the voice. I recognized that it was Dr. Burton right away.

“Yes, Dr. Burton,” I replied.

“Will you take Mr. Harrison back to Room 4, please?” he asked. He handed me a manila folder with the name “Jacob Harrison” written at the top of it.

“Yes, right away, Doctor,” I replied and headed down the short, narrow hall of the back office toward the waiting room door.

I opened the door to the waiting room and called out to Mr. Harrison.

“Mr. Harrison, you can come on back, now,” I said, looking around, trying hard to avoid looking directly at the hot young guy who had just smiled at me.

Just then, the hunky guy with the pearly white teeth stood up and faced me. And, just like that, it hit me. “Jake” was “Jacob Harrison.” My heart skipped a beat when I saw him stand up and smile at me again. As he walked over to where I was standing, holding the waiting room door open for him, I felt like the world was suddenly moving in slow motion.

I have no idea why, but I felt an instant, overwhelming attraction to Jacob. It may have been a combination of his tall stature, broad shoulders and perfectly –chiseled facial features, or it maybe it had something to do with the confidence in his smile and the swagger in his mannish walk. Whatever it was, I was instantly smitten with him, and I couldn’t wait to take him back to Room 4.

“Please follow me, Mr. Harrison,” I said, looking directly into his gorgeous eyes. His gaze met mine and for just a moment, I felt sparks fly. I had never felt anything like it before in my life. It was both exciting and tantalizing.

“I’d follow you anywhere, beautiful,” Jacob said, bluntly. I didn’t even stop to wonder if he said that to every woman he found attractive. Honestly, I didn’t even care. In that moment, he had called me beautiful, and I actually felt beautiful for the first time in years. I smiled to myself as he followed me down the short, narrow hallway as I led him to Room 4. I could feel his eyes on me, giving me a good once-over as we walked, and checking out my ass and hips as I purposely put a sexy switch into my walk for him.

I opened the door to Room 4 and held it open for him.

“In here, Mr. Harrison, Room 4,” I stated, making sure to sound as sexy and alluring as I possibly could. I closed the door behind him as he entered, stealing a glimpse at his toned buttocks through his blue jeans as he passed by me. He walked over the examination table and sat down.

“4 must be my lucky number,” he said with a grin. His eyes moved over my body as he blatantly checked me out. A little voice deep down inside of me told me that I should have been offended by his bluntness, but in reality, I had never felt more turned on in my life. The shy, catholic girl in me wanted to feel guilty about being so turned on, but honestly, I just couldn’t help myself.

“And, why is 4 your lucky number, Mr. Harrison?” I asked gingerly, cocking my head to the side slightly, attempting to look more inquisitive. I flashed him another flirtatious smile. He smiled right back at me, showing me those beautiful pearly whites of his, yet again.

“Because it landed me here in this room, alone with a gorgeous woman,” he replied, looking directly into my eyes.

I could feel an arousal building inside of me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Just the sound of his voice, the way he looked at me, and knowing that he was attracted to me, all of it turned me on to no end. I fought the urge to laugh out loud at his comment, trying to maintain my professionalism and looked own at his chart in my hand.

“Well, thank you for the compliment, Mr. Harrison,” I said. “So what has brought you in here, today, sir?”

“Please, don’t call me ‘sir.’ Call me Jake. Ms…?” He glanced up at my name tag. “Lila. Wow, what a lovely name for a lovely young woman.”

I could feel the heat rushing to my cheeks and I knew that I was blushing. I allowed yet another smile to spread across my lips.

“Now, Mr. Harrison, it wouldn’t be professional of me to call you Jake, now would it?” I looked directly into his eyes and found myself becoming lost in them.

“You must be new here,” he said, sweetly, and then suddenly stood up and began to walk slowly toward me. I was standing in the middle of the small examination room, still holding his medical chart in my right hand.

“Yes, I just started working here, actually. Rachel has been training me and she-“ My words were abruptly cut off as he closed the small distance between us and wrapped on of his muscular, toned arms around my slender waist. I was taken completely by surprise.

“Um, Mr. Burton, I don’t think this is appropriate patient behavior, sir,” I said, weakly. I had to admit that feeling his hands on me sent a rush of electricity shooting through my body. I hadn’t felt a man’s touch in years and I couldn’t deny the overwhelming attraction I had for this man.

“I told you to call me ‘Jake’,” he said, again, his lips less than an inch from mine. I felt like I was going to faint. Everything was happening so quickly and a part of me felt guilty about the fact that I was thoroughly enjoying every minute of it.

“Jake, I-“ again, my words were cut off in mid-sentence as Jake placed his index finger to my lips, shushing me. I was still gripping his medical chart in my right hand and my heart rate was increasing with every passing second.

“You know, there’s a rule here in this medical office. All of the new nurses have to pass my initiation.” Jake’s voice was deep and gruff in my ear. His lips were less than a centimeter from my earlobe as he spoke the words in a voice that was barely louder than a sharp whisper. The feel of his warm breath against my neck sent a shiver down my spine.

“And what initiation might that be?” I asked, my voice quivering with the weight of my growing desire. I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to know, but I had a feeling I was certainly about to find out.

In one swift motion, Jake took his medical chart out of my hand and set it down on the small shelf that was sitting up against one of the walls of the small examination room. In the process, his sexy, bedroom eyes never left mine.

“This one,” he said softly, and then his lips came down and covered mine. I didn’t back away and I didn’t fight. His lips were soft and warm and my body yearned for more of his kisses. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to completely succumb to his inviting embrace.

I heard myself utter a moan as he slid his tongue between my lips and intertwined it with mine. I hadn’t been kissed like that in so long and, appropriate or not, I wasn’t about to stop myself.

Jake kissed me passionately, deeply. I returned his kiss with same amount of passion and yearning. Hi hands began to explore my body through the thin fabric of my nurses’ smock. I felt him grip one of my buttocks with one hand and my right breast with the other. His strong, masculine hands were touching, petting, squeezing and massaging. My deep breaths, pants and moans increased with every touch and every time his tongue touched mine, I felt a warm tingle between my thighs.

I was becoming more and more aroused with every passing moment. I knew that we were in a doctor’s office, and that it was the doctor’s office that I had just been hired as a nurse in, but I could not stop myself. None of that even mattered in that moment. In that moment, I was in the arms of strong, handsome, sexy man, a man who wanted me. Jake wanted me with a burning desire and I felt the same strong desire for him.

He began to unbutton and remove my nurses’ smock from shoulders and I helped him along. It had been a warm day, so I was only wearing a silk bra beneath the smock. I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up over his head, throwing it down to the floor near where we were standing. Jake unhooked my bra and pulled it off, letting it drop to the floor near where his shirt had landed.

Both of us were now topless and feeling the warmness of his smooth, mannish chest pressed up against my large, soft breasts made my pussy drip with increased desire. I wanted him. I wanted him right then and right there in the examination room. I didn’t care if we got caught, I didn’t even care if I got fired from my new nursing job. All I care about in that moment was having every hole in my body filled with Jake’s cock.

I could feel his manhood hardening against my thigh as we continued to hungrily kiss, lick and suck on one another’s faces and necks. His hands were squeezing my breasts and I was caressing every inch of his back, chest and upper arms. He moved lower so he could take my right breast into his mouth. The feel of his tongue on my nipple sent chills up and down my spine and made my cunt even wetter. He circled my nipple with his tongue and I heard a loud yelp escape my lips as he gently bit down. It both pleasure and pain all rolled into one feeling and I had never felt anything quite like it before. Deep down, I knew that what we were doing had to be wrong, but for some reason, it had never felt more right.

I hastily began to unbutton and unzip Jake’s jeans, wanting to feel the hardness of his cock in my hands. Jake wasted no time pulling down the cotton pants I had on, making sure my silk thong panties came down right along with them. I quickly stepped out of my pants and thong panties, kicking them to side. In an instant, I was down on my knees, taking Jakes, long, hard, throbbing cock into my yearning mouth.

I had only ever sucked one cock before, and that had been my ex-boyfriend’s. Jake’s dick was much longer and thicker than my ex-boyfriend’s had been, but I didn’t care. I took it deep into my mouth until I felt the tip against the back of my throat. I didn’t gag at all, and Jake let out a moan that turned me on to no end.

“Mmm, Lila,” he crooned, looking down at me with lust in his eyes. “You suck it so good.”

I looked up at him as I sucked on his cock, feeling it throbbing inside my mouth and savoring the salty taste of his pre-cum. He threw his head back and closed his eyes. He held my hair back away from my face and pushed my head down further onto his rock-hard cock, moaning and panting with pleasure.

I wasn’t about to let him cum yet, though. I was risking my entire career to fuck this hot stud in a tiny examination room and I was definitely going to make the most of it. Jake was going to fuck me. He was going to fill up every hole in my body and give me the orgasm that my ex-boyfriend had never given me.

I had masturbated myself to orgasms plenty of times, but I had never had an orgasm with my ex. I wanted so badly to feel what that was like and I intended to make sure Jake gave me the feeling I desired so badly.

I held his stiff cock in my hands, still moist from my mouth and kissed the tip with my lips. I ran my tongue over the head and twirled it around in circles, teasing the shaft with my lips. Jake opened his eyes and looked back down at me. I smiled up at him.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, sternly, looking directly up into his eyes.

I was naked on my knees on the floor of Exam Room 4 and I had no shame whatsoever. I was drunk with intense, fiery sexual desire and only Jake could put it out for me. I stood up, still holding his throbbing cock in my hand and led him over to the examination table. I leaned down, bending myself over and poking my bare round ass up in the air for him.

“Mmm, your ass is so hot, Lila,” Jake said in his deep, gruff voice, as his he moved his hands over my buttocks, squeezing and rubbing. I was on fire. I felt him slide one of his hands down between my legs and I moaned when his fingers found my moist clit.

“Mmm, Jake…yes,” I crooned, my voice barely louder than a whisper.

“Ooh, your pussy is so wet for me, Lila,” he said, moaning as his fingers rubbed and massaged my clit. I was dripping wet with desire and I wanted to feel his cock inside of me. I moaned and panted with pleasure as he continued to stimulate my clit with his fingers. I felt like I was close to my climax, but I fought to hold it back. I wanted to feel what it was like to cum with his cock inside me, and I was determined to hold off until then.

He slid two fingers into my dripping wet slit and started moving them in and out, rubbing against my G-spot in the process. His technique was so perfect. He really knew how to touch a woman. The feeling was wonderful and I was overcome with a yearning unlike any I had ever experienced before.

“Oh Jake, fuck me,” I cried out. “Fuck me, right now!” I didn’t care if anyone outside the door heard me. I wanted to feel his cock and I wanted to feel it right then.

I raised my hips higher up in the air and spread my legs open a bit more for him. He came up behind me and gripped both my ass cheeks with his hands. I felt the head of his throbbing hard cock slide into my pussy, and I thought I was going cum right then and there.

“Oh my GOD, yes! Yes, Jake! Ohh!” It felt sooo good! I had never been filled up like that before. Jake’s dick so was long, thick and hard. He thrusted his hips and drove his stiff cock deep down into me and I cried out in pleasure. He began to speed up his rhythm, thrusting faster and harder and harder and faster, bringing me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I had never had anal sex before. Having been brought up in a Catholic family, anal sex had always been something considered taboo. I had always been curious about it, though, and I had even used anal sex toys during masturbation before. I felt like it would be the perfect opportunity to experience it.

I backed up into Jake and stood up. I reached around and grabbed his head with my hand and put my mouth back near his ear.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I told him, sternly. I was wondering what it would feel like to have an earth-shaking orgasm while being pounded in the ass.

“Are you sure?” he asked me, his voice raspy with passion.

I felt drunk with lust and intensified desire. When I said I wanted every hole in my body filled with Jake’s long, thick, throbbing cock, that’s exactly what I meant. I was ready to feel his stiff rod in my tight, virgin anus.

“Yes, I’m sure. I want to cum with your long, thick cock deep inside my asshole,” I told him.

The two of us were butt-naked, bent over the exam room bed, hot and moist with perspiration, panting and trying to catch our breaths. We were still completely wrapped up in the moment and though we were hoping we wouldn’t get caught, at that moment, we honestly didn’t care if we did.

Jake bent me back over the exam room table and slid his hand between my legs again. I moaned again as he slid two of his fingers inside my pussy again and worked them around, soaking up the sticky nectar of my wetness. He withdrew his fingers from my cunt and rubbed the wetness around the outside of my tight asshole. Then, he stuck his fingers in his mouth and wet the head of his cock with his own saliva. He then wet his fingers, yet again, with his saliva, and started working his fingers around the outside of my tiny, tight asshole.

I took a deep breath and relaxed myself, closing my eyes and concentrating on the feeling of Jake’s tender fingers rubbing and massaging my asshole. I pushed myself back up against him, helping him slide his wet finger into my tight hole, slowly and gently, preparing me for the even that was soon to come. He was gently working his moist fingers deeper and deeper into my ass, moving slowly and opening me up, little by little.

I had never felt such a sensation before. I didn’t feel any pain at all. In fact, it felt very arousing and the sensations were really starting to turn me on. I stuck two of my own fingers into my mouth and licked them, wetting them with my own saliva. Then, I used my fingers to find my clit and started massaging and rubbing it, increasing the sensations I was feeling from Jakes fingers inside my ass. The combination of these feelings and sensations intensified my passion and desire.

It was then that I knew I was ready for Jake to penetrate my anus. I was ready for him to take my anal virginity. I was turned on and sexual aroused to the point of no return and I could feel my climax building, getting closer and closer. I moaned and sighed again, as Jakes fingers slid deep down inside my ass. At the same time, I applied pressure to my clit and felt myself getting even closer to the brink of my orgasm.

“Oh, Jake, I’m ready! Fuck me in my ass, baby! Right now!” I cried out, wanting to reach that peak, wanting to cum on my own fingers while simultaneously enjoying the sensation of Jake’s long, thick, rock-hard cock ramming into my tight anus.

Just then, I felt Jake place the head of his dick just outside my anal entrance. I knew he was wetting the head up with more saliva and I braced myself for the moment he would finally penetrate me.

Jake slowly slid the tip of his cock into the super-tight tunnel of my virgin asshole. I moaned as both pleasure and pain intertwined and the pleasure overrode the pain by far.

“Ooh, Lila, your asshole is so fuckin’ tight, baby,” I heard Jake say in a gruff, raspy voice. He was moaning and groaning, working his cock deeper into my asshole. I increased the pressure  on my clit with my fingers and I then, I felt Jake’s hand on top of mine, guiding my fingers, helping me massage my clit and bring me over the edge.

Jake finally slid his cock all the way into my ass and I let out a little yelp as I gasped from the sensation. It hurt for just a moment, but then the pleasure of the sensations quickly took over.

“Ooh…yes, Jake,” I said. “Fuck my tight asshole!”

Jake began to speed up the pace, pounding my asshole faster and harder and thrusting his stiff, throbbing  cock deeper and deeper into my ass. I couldn’t take it anymore. All of these new sensations that I had never felt before pushed me completely over the edge and I knew I had reached my peak.

“Oh GOD, Jake, I’m cumming! Yesss!” I cried out in pleasure as my orgasm peaked. Jake thrusted his cock deep into my asshole and pumped two fingers in and out of my dripping wet pussy, intensifying my climactic pleasure. “Oh GOD YES!” I cried, not caring who heard. I had never had such an intense, earth-shattering orgasm before and it felt so fucking good I thought I might shed a tear.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” he said, softly, as my body shook with overwhelming orgasmic pleasure.

Jake held his fingers against my g-spot until my orgasm finally subsided. Then, he withdrew is fingers and went back to pounding my asshole.

“Mmm, Lila, I’m gonna cum, baby!” Jake warned.

“Oh yes! Cum in my tight asshole baby, yes!”

Jake grunted and groaned loudly as I felt his hot, thick cum fill my asshole to the brim. His cock throbbed and pulsated with each spurt of hot cum, sending more sensations through my anus. Finally, Jake’s body stiffened, then relaxed and he collapsed on back. His cock slid out of my cum-filled anus with a “sloshing” sound.

We stayed like that for a moment, basking in the afterglow of our fuck session, both of us feeling content and sexually satisfied.

Just then, we heard voices and footsteps coming down the hall. We swiftly gathered our clothes, dressing quickly. I threw on my smock and cotton pants, hurriedly stuffing my bra and panties into my pocket.

Just then, there was a knock on the exam room door.

“Mr. Harrison?” It was doctor Burton. He opened the door and entered the small exam room. Jake was sitting on the examination table and I was standing near the door, holding his chart. Jake winked at me and smiled. I smiled back.

Best first day of work, ever. I can’t wait until Jake’s next appointment!


5. Victoria's Best Day: Anal Sex in Public with a Stranger by Riley Davis

It feels like the worst day of my life. I’m running late, and my boss is riding me hard. The only bright light is the tall dark stranger who gives me a smile. When I come across him again on my lunch break, I am ready for so much more than his kiss. I want his hands. His cock. My body is ready for his entire touch. Can I have him where anyone and everyone might see? In so many ways?

To say that I was having a shitty day did not even begin to describe it.

There was that first moment of waking and glancing out the window. I always loved the way that the sunlight streamed through my crinkled orange curtains as the shadows created by the blinds cast a series of stripes across the surface of the ceiling. Stretching my arms over my head and releasing a sleepy yawn, I slowly turned my head over my shoulder.

8:44. That would have been more than early enough if it was a Sunday and I didn’t have a care in the world. But it was only Tuesday. And because my alarm clock failed to play fair, I was running ridiculously late.

Casting the covers aside and trying not to stumble on my way to the bathroom, I snagged a shower in record time. No time to blow my hair out and I had to tie the damp strands over my head in a clumsy bun as I stepped into a skirt and brushed my teeth at the same time. My pumps were on my feet, and I slung my purse over my shoulder as I snagged my keys, my phone, and raced down the steps on my way to my car. A second clock, the tiny green sliver shining from the dashboard mocked me with a time of 8:59. Maybe if I suddenly came into some unexpected superpowers and could get from Point A to Point B in the blink of eye, all would be right in my world.

But I needed at least twenty-five minutes to make it to the office.

And that was without traffic.

Every light seemed to be in on the joke. I couldn’t even get close to yellow and take a chance before they turned red and added what felt like hours to my commute. Firing off a text message with one hand, I told Kristina that I would be in soon. Her cheerful response was that there was nothing to worry about; the boss lady had yet to show her face, and I obeyed the rules of the road and tried to tell myself that I would slip in and Arlene would be none the wiser.

But as I turned the corner at Hillside and caught my first glimpse of the parking lot, my heart sank to the pit of my stomach. Arlene’s Mercedes was already there at a perfect angle, and I slammed my furious palm to the steering wheel with such force that I felt sure it would leave a mark. My Camry, in desperate need of an oil change that I kept putting off, looked askew as soon as I stepped out from behind the wheel. Arlene would have something to say about that. The woman hated her employees’ parking jobs looking anything less than perfect. Now was not the time to go back and try to make the picture pretty and neat. The time blaring through my phone read 9:47. It might as well have been noon when it came to the dirty looks I was destined to get.

As I passed through the glass door, Sherri flashed me the phoniest of smiles from behind the reception desk. The woman lived for those moments when someone else on staff got caught with their pants around their legs. Anything to enhance her worth in the boss lady’s eyes, and I did not stop to make small talk as I headed toward my desk in the back. Hoping and wishing that Arlene’s door would be closed, that she was only in early because of a conference call, I stopped in my tracks at the sight of it wide open.

Perhaps I should have prayed.

“A little behind your time, Victoria,” Arlene said with a cold glare. Was she trying to channel the spirit of Scrooge? The woman already had the paltry Christmas bonus bit down pat.

“I… yeah,” I muttered with a nervous laugh. “I…”

The truth sounded so silly in the space of my mind. Like I was a teenager who couldn’t hope to get out of bed if my mother wasn’t yelling that I was going to be late if I didn’t shake a leg. That kind of thing flew when someone was too young to drink. Not so much when a girl was almost thirty.

“Just one of those mornings,” I said as I forced a smile. The roll of Arlene’s eyes revealed that she was far from amused, and when Kristina called me to her desk, I bowed my head at the boss lady and hurried to my co-worker’s side.

“Hey,” I started. “What’s up?”

“She’s in a mood,” Kristina whispered. “Best to stay out of her crosshairs if you catch my drift.”

Kristina didn’t have to say another word, and I slid into the chair and started to check my emails as I tapped my foot to the carpeted floor. Dying for a cup of coffee, I told myself that it was suicide to pass her office again on the way to the kitchen.

But the unread messages in my inbox worked like a quick shot of adrenaline to my already pounding heart.

“Um… did any of the salesmen call you this morning?” I asked Kristina in a hushed tone. She shook her honey blonde hair before I even got the words out, and I felt my eyes grew wide as one message after another told the same tale. All of the boys who had their performance evaluations in April had expected the raise to be in effect as of May First. I hadn’t had the time to check my bank account and make sure that I wasn’t short changed.

Six salesmen told a different story.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. “I forgot to put them through.”

Kristina’s shaking head seemed to warn me to stay silent, but the phone on my desk buzzed right on cue.

“Can I see you in my office, Victoria?” Arlene asked over the intercom. “Think you can manage to be prompt for the first time this morning?”

Sherri’s faint giggle wafted through the air, and Kristina gave me a reassuring smile as I dropped my bag and ran my hands across my flushed face. Feeling like I was heading towards the gallows, I entered Arlene’s lair and started to close the door when she snapped her fingers and pointed to the chair before her desk.

“No need for that,” she said.

I slumped into the leather seat and awkwardly crossed my legs as Arlene stood tall. Or at least as tall as a woman barely four feet sporting a nearly frozen face on account of too much Botox could manage.

“You know how it works around here,” Arlene started. “We are only as good as our sales force.”

“I…”

More often than not I wanted to argue that she had it all wrong. Sure the boys out in the field made friends an effort to get her medical equipment into every home in the county. But the team in the office was the real nerve center behind the operation. Sherri took the inquiries, Kristina scheduled the meet and greets. And I took care of all the paperwork behind the scenes. It didn’t seem like the best argument right now, and I had to hang my head as I bit down on my lip.

“I… I forgot, Arlene,” I admitted.

“And why did you do that?” she challenged as I managed to lift my head and meet her beady eyes.

“I guess I got caught up with the quarterly reports,” I confessed. “Not that I’m trying to make an excuse or anything. But---”

“So your story is that you got distracted because you had to do your job?” Arlene demanded. I shuffled in my seat and wanted to tell her that taking on a new territory had increased my work tenfold. Hadn’t there been some vague talk of hiring another set of hands to help me out? I was on the verge of bringing the topic up when Arlene kicked her filing cabinet and pressed her hands to the folds of flabby flesh that she never quite kept at bay despite her hot yoga.

“I have to clean up your mess because you couldn’t keep track of a few numbers,” she said. “You better get your head back in the game or I’ll find someone else who can.”

My eyes started to fill with tears, and Arlene kept me in her smug stare until she finally told me to try to get back to work. Grateful for the release, I was hardly out the door when I slammed into a hard form smelling of sweat and freshly cut grass.

“I’m sorry!” I cried out. “I didn’t see you there.”

“No worries, Senora.”

Looking up the lines of a broad chest cloaked in a sky blue shirt, I focused my gaze on a smiling face lined with stubble. The man’s eyebrows were slightly unkempt, but it only added to the mystery pouring out of his sparkling green eyes. I felt as if I would fall into the copy machine when his large hand circled my wrist and kept me upright.

Are you okay?” he asked. His voice was soft, and I let him steady my stance as his smile expanded. His lush lips gave me ideas, and I forgot my troubles long enough to wonder what his hands would feel like on my body when Arlene’s shrill voice cut in on the fantasy.

“Have you cleared away the trees out back?” she demanded.

The man kept me in his hold as he glanced over my shoulder and I watched his head dip down into a slow nod.

“As requested,” he said. “Just came around to settle things up.”

“You want to come back here and learn how to pay a person, Victoria?”

I’d rather crawl back into bed and watch the light from the window grow dark.

“If you want me to, Arlene,” I answered. A single tear broke through my gaze and streamed down my face. The stranger’s free hand made a move to wipe it away when Arlene groaned.

“Get back to work, Victoria,” Arlene said. “Or should I say, start your day.”

Anything to get away from the sound of her voice, and the stranger’s short nails just touched mine as I shot him a glance and wiped my nose with the back of my free hand.

“I’m fine,” I assured him. “Thanks so much.”

I was barely back at my desk when Kristina texted me a heart and a smiley face. As I nodded at her, I heard Arlene settling the score through the thin wall. Would the stranger duck in to bid me a proper farewell before he took off? No such luck as I heard him wish Sherri a good day as the glass door softly closed.

Like it would have made any difference.

“Take your lunch break, Vic.”

It was well past one o’clock when Arlene finally took off. After I had to listen to her on the phone with the salesmen, blaming me over and over again for the oversight.

“So she can come back and find me gone?” I challenged. “I’m already on thin ice here.”

“She has her acupuncture appointment this afternoon,” Kristina said. “Must be nice.”

And it was a chance for me to grab a few breaths of fresh air.

“I won’t be long,” I told her.

“Take your time, Vic. God knows you need it.”

Sherri asked me if I was okay as I passed by her desk and I told her that I’d survive as climbed into my car and headed off to the park just off Maple. Spring was in full bloom if the buds on the branches were to be believed, and I suddenly realized that I hadn’t stopped at the deli for a sandwich. Not like I could even think of food. Kicking off my shoes and letting my toes dance between the blades of soft grass, I startled when a soft shadow fell over my bench.

“It’s you.”

“Nice to see you again, Senora.”

The stranger sat at my side, his smile staying bright as he crossed his long legs and offered me a bite of his sandwich.

“No thanks,” I muttered. “But it’s sweet of you.”

“Wish I could do more.”

Studying his face as he finished his lunch and wiped his palms down his jeans, I trembled as he draped one arm around the faded wood crossing my back, his fingers just touching my shoulder.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“I had to deal with your boss, too,” he said. “You’ll pardon my language. But that one’s a real cabrona.”

“I have zero idea what you just said,” I said with a laugh.

“Trust me. It fits.”

Seeing him under the sunlight, my mouth went dry and my body quivered as he inched a little bit closer and waggled his fuzzy eyebrows.

“I think I caught your name,” he said. “Victoria?”

“Bet it didn’t sound so nice when the cabrona said it.”

His laughter lightened my soul, and I longed to touch his lips when I held my hand back and tried to focus on the clouds in the sky.

“I don’t know what to call you,” I said.

“My people call me Cruz,” he said. “Can I count you as mi amiga?”

That much I understood, and I nodded my head as Cruz coiled closer to my body and followed the path of my stare.

“I like this time of day,” he purred in a seductive whisper.

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Something about taking a break when the rest of the world thinks that you should be serving them,” he said. His arm swirled around my shoulders, and he danced his fingers up and down my arm.

“Can I take you someplace to talk?” he said.

“We’re doing that right here,” I reminded him.

“You got me!” he said as he pulled back and held his large palms in the air just before his face. How could his fingers be that long? What would they feel like if they pressed between my thighs and found my aching clit?

“Alright,” I said. “Do we need to get in my car? Or should we---?”

“We can get where we need to on foot,” he said. “Come with me, Victoria.”

Stepping back into my pumps, I let Cruz lead me away from the bench. My knees felt as if they would buckle with each step, and he gave me a sweet smile as we stopped behind a small shed. I could smelt the mulch wafting through the open windows and narrowed my eyes.

“I never really noticed this place,” I started.

“You come here often?” he asked.

“When I can. Do you cut the grass for the whole town or what?”

“I get around,” he smirked. “Since you won’t share my lunch, how about I give you something else?”

Cruz lightly licked his lips, and my pussy throbbed under my panties. He tenderly caressed my face with the back of his hand, and when we kissed I tasted the wheat bread still on his tongue. The man left me wanting more as he tucked his head in the crook of my neck and suckled my skin as he peppered my flushed flesh with gentle love bites.

“I… this is crazy,” I managed as I tugged on is hair.

“Why, Senora?” he asked.

“Because I… I hardly know you,” I said.

“That’s what will make it fun,” he promised. My trembling body met his broad chest, and I tried to claim his kiss again when he squeezed my chin in his large hand.

“Who knows what we’ll find?” he said with a wink, and I faintly nodded my head. The lines of his muscles rippled through his shirt, and I undid a single button so I could run my fingers through the dark hair coating his chest. His heart seemed to pound with every rub, and I rested my brow against his as a shuddering breath escaped my lungs.

“I… I have a pretty good idea,” I moaned. “Please tell me that you have the key to this… whatever this is.”

“It’s never locked,” he said.

“Even better.”

Staying in his eyes, I reached for the rusted handle just behind my back when he pulled me away from door. My feet nearly left the freshly cut blades of grass as I slipped out of my shoes again and peered into his eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Don’t you… you said you wanted me.”

“You have no idea, bonita,” he purred. “From the first moment I laid eyes on you.”

He had hardly seen me at my best just outside Arlene’s office, but I still longed to lie down and strip his body bare so I could cuddle into him and feel his kiss trailing down my sides.

And lower…

“So let’s… let’s take it inside,” I panted.

“And waste this beautiful day?” he challenged with a quick brush of his lips against mine. “Here and now is more than perfect.”

Was he serious? Despite the protection of the small building, I could hear cars passing by the park mingling with the low voices or mothers pushing their little ones in carriages or taking them out on foot to savor the sunlight.

“I don’t think that we---”

“Don’ t think so much,” he said in a rough whisper. “Just be here. With me.”

My mouth went dry as Cruz lifted up my skirt. Massaging his way up my legs, I arched my hips closer to his hands and felt my cheeks burning as he gently touched the lust brimming between my legs.

“See?” he teased as he leaned forward to kiss my hair. “You’re already there.”

Faintly nodding my head as his other arm wrapped around my waist, I bit down on my lip as he reached up my blouse and touched my back. His huge hand poked out from under my collar, and my breath hitched in my chest as he found the barrette holding my bun in place.

“Let’s see what it looks like when it’s loose,” he said.

My hair spilled around my shoulders, and Cruz smiled into the strands.

“Muy bonita,” he crooned. “You should wear it like this all the time.”

“I… I was running short on time this morning,” I said as his touch surrounded my breast. My hard nipple pulsed through lace, and he gave my tit a playful pinch.

“And no doubt you have to go back in into the lion’s den sooner rather than later, right?”

My head hurt as I nodded, and I kissed him again as he fondled my panties and gave the fragile fabric a quick tug.

“I want… I only want to make your day better,’” he promised. “Not worse.”

Our eyes locked, and I nuzzled my nose against his coarse cheek as he moaned into my ear.

“Fast can still be fun,” he assured me. “Just like this.”

Cruz kept his mouth on mine as he let two long fingers caress the wet walls of my pussy. Turning to meet more of his touch, I felt his fingers circle around my clit.

“Jesus Christ, I… oh God!”

A third finger? My body opened to take every inch of him in as he quickened his pace for several seconds. His pursuit suddenly shifted from a mad dash to a gentle stroll and I was ready to climax when a bouncing ball hit the grass and came to rest in the corner of my eye.

“We… we can’t,” I hissed. “We shouldn’t…”

“Stay with me, Victoria.”

Gagging me with his kiss, Cruz’s tongue twirled around mine, and I stayed in the space of his kiss as a boy who should really be in school appeared. He paused for a split second and almost seemed to sense our presence when he simply shrugged his shoulders and took off in the other direction.

“Looks like we’re not the only ones breaking the rules,” Cruz said as he pulled his hands away from my pussy. I nearly collapsed into his body when he kept me upright and let me watch as he licked my lust from his hand.

“Have a taste,” he said. “You are sensacional.”

I obeyed and felt my desire mingling with the sweat trickling down my face as he seized my shoulders and peered into my eyes.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s… it’s like nothing I’ve ever known…”

Longing to hold him as my voice trailed off, I watched him lower his fly. His massive cock sprang forth, and I touched the tip of his shaft and started to spread my legs when he slowly shook his head.

“I think you’ve earned another surprise,” he said. “Turn around.”

“What?” I asked. “Why?”

“Because I bet that this is something else that you have never known.”

I was too weak to argue, as he twisted me into the outer wall of the shed. Splaying my fingers as he dragged my skirt up, I felt Cruz fall. His warm lips kneaded my quivering ass, and I gasped when his tongue circled my rim. His kiss darted in and out of my folds, and there was no sound save for his moans. I managed one glance at the sky and marveled at the clouds that suddenly ceased to move.

“I think you’ll like this,” he said. “I know I will.”

Cruz crawled up the length of my body, and I felt his hands on my hips as his cock teased my ass.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked in a meek voice.

“Not when I do it,” Cruz answered. He bathed my neck with a fresh stream of kisses, but I started to tense as he lowered his lips to my ear.

“I could never bring harm to anyone so encantadora.”

His cock started to search my body with a slow push. I gritted my teeth and grinded my nails into the walls he soothed my fallen hair with even sweeter kisses.

“Never,” he repeated. “I only want to see you smile.”

He entered my ass with a sure thrust and came to rest. I squirmed for no more than a moment as I grew comfortable around his cock. Cruz traced random circles into my hips with one hand as he pushed away the hair sticking to my face with the other. As soon as could see clearly again, I eased my head over my shoulder and found his eyes.

“I’m… I’m not there yet,” I told him. “But I am ready.”

“Bonita...”

Cruz placed his hands on my hips and eased my body down the wall. He was on his knees and still buried inside me as he wrapped one arm around my breasts.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he whispered. “Just be here with me. And feel.”

His free hand rubbed my quaking belly as the force of his cock intensified. As he made his way deeper into my ass, I reached around to pinch his sides.

“That’s not fair,” he laughed. “Am I hurting you?”

“Please do something,” I begged. “I can’t wait…”

He answered my plea with a pulse that slowly coursed through my veins. I sat on his taut thighs and basked in Cruz’s warm breath flowing down my neck. He nibbled on my ears, and before he exploded, he kept his cock at bay and massaged my cunt to the point of no return.

This was more than I had ever known, and I held his hand between my thighs and savored the feel of his fingers as I turned my head to kiss the shoulder just poking out from under his shirt.

“Every which way,” I muttered. “Are you always this amazing?”

“Only with you,” he confessed. “You…”

“Don’t talk,” I said. “Wait… I want…”

Falling forward as my body broke around him, inside him, I planted my palms on the ground and struggled to catch my breath. There was no job to get back to or prices to pay as he pressed his tight chest to my back and enveloped me in his arms. I arched my hips to take another taste as he moaned into my hair.

“You looked so sad, Victoria,” he soothed. “Tell me that you feel better now?”

My lips started to part into the only words that he wanted to hear, that I wanted to speak. But before I could kiss him again, my phone buzzed from my purse.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “I’m late again.”

Kristina’s text kindly suggested that I should make my way back to the office right now, and even as I hated pulling away from him, I looked up to see the clouds moving again as I glanced down at him.

“Can I… will I see you again?” I asked.

“You can count on it, bonita,” he promised. “I---”

“I’m off at five,” I said, moaning as I bowed down to kiss him again and cuddle his chin in my hand.

“Should I just meet you here?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he teased. “I’ll find you, Victoria.”

Believing in him as I parked my car in a crooked line and could care less, I headed up the staircase. Sherri did a double take and I grinned as I fluffed my fallen hair.

“The break did me a world of good,” I said, sure that nothing or no one would spoil my mood as Arlene barked from her office.

And I entered the breach on light feet and tilted my head to the side.

“What did I do now?” I asked.

“Careful,” Arlene cautioned. “What will you do without a job?”

Just like that, the high started to dissipate. She had a point, and I mentally ticked off the meager funds in my savings account when I heard the glass door open.

And Cruz was right there at my back.

“Yes?” Arlene asked. “And what do you want now?”

“So sorry to interrupt,” he started. “But I do believe that you’ve short changed me.”

Arlene scoffed, and Cruz shot me a fast smile as he pushed his hand into his pocket and revealed her check.

“You left off a zero,” he said. “See for yourself.”

His body was still cloaked in the smell of sex, and my jaw unhinged as Arlene recognized her error.

“I… yes,” she sputtered. “I can see the mistake. I---”

“Looks to me like you need to get your head back in the game.”

I wanted nothing more than to kiss him hard. But I held back as Arlene tore a new check from her ledger and pressed it into Cruz’s large hand.

“Muchas gracias,” he said. “I’ll see myself--”

“Oh no!” I said. “I am more than happy to walk you out!”

Catching Kristina’s smile as we left the suite and made our way back to the parking lot, I pulled him into the nearest shadow and had to take his lips.

“Did I turn your day around, bonita?” he asked.

“You’ve made this the best day of my life.”

His kiss was tender as he glanced at his phone.

“I do have another job to get to,” he started.

“And I think I’ll keep this one,” I countered. “For now.”

“Let’s hope that something better comes along in record time.”

“What’s better than you?” I asked.

Cruz winked and patted my ass still sore but happy. He turned on his heel with the promise that we would see each other again soon when he stopped and beckoned me closer.

“You forgot something in the park, Victoria.”

He started to hand over my panties, and I could hardly believe that I had forgotten them when I eased the fabric back into his pocket.

“It’s okay,” I said. “They’ll only get in the way later on.”

Cruz’s smile expanded, and he leaned in for one more kiss.

“Hasta luego, bonita.”
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