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Melissa
fidgeted with her feet under the table. Sat across from her, trying
to sort through an unorganized pile of forms and receipts, was a
representative from the IRS. He was there to audit her.

She didn’t know
that the IRS made house calls. If she had, she might have forgotten
to mention some of her income sooner. Mr. Banks, the rep, was quite
handsome in his dark suit. The way he had moved around when he
first came in suggested that he liked working out. Normally, she
didn’t go for guys with glasses, but the tasteful frames he had on
brought out the color of his eyes.

There wasn’t a
ring on his finger, either.

“So, how long
will this probably take?” Melissa asked.

Banks looked up
from the papers. He pressed his lips into a thin, frustrated line.
“I don’t know, miss. Possibly all day. I might have to come back
again to get all of this stuff sorted out.”

Melissa ran her
fingers through her blonde hair. She knew she was pretty. She went
to the gym every day. Maybe if she flirted with him a bit, he might
make her tax problems go away. Or at least become less.

She got a
little wet just thinking about making him hard for her. She looked
down at herself. She was wearing some blouse and a pair of skinny
jeans. Not bad, but she wanted to do this job right. She needed to
turn the heat up. There was just the thing in her closet, she
knew.

Standing up,
she said, “Will you excuse me a moment? There’s something I forgot
to get that I think you need.”

He shooed her
away with a wave of his hand. Melissa went upstairs to her bedroom.
No guy had just dismissed her like that in years. Usually they
spent all their time staring at her rack, or trying to walk behind
her up staircases. Not being wanted really was a turn-on, she
guessed.

Upstairs, she
pulled all her clothes off. She looked in the mirror, putting her
hands on her knees in her best Marilyn impression. Her tits were
nice and perky. Already, the nipples were a little stiff from her
dirty thoughts downstairs. She pulled on a transparent pair of
black underwear. From her closet, she grabbed her sluttiest little
black dress. It hugged her body, showing off her shapely ass. Its
plunging neckline hardly covered her breasts. Melissa grabbed her
tits and pushed at them until they looked the best.

The finishing
touch was a pair of long black gloves. She looked at herself
against in the mirror. If Banks didn’t pop out of his pants at this
first sight of her, he’d have to be gay.

Melissa made
her way back downstairs and peeked around the doorway into the
kitchen. Banks was leafing through an old pile of receipts. Melissa
coughed. Banks didn’t look up.

“I hope you
brought that form from your last job, miss, it’ll really smooth the
process.”

This was going
to be more difficult than she’d thought. He was one of those
down-to-business types, completely professional. It was going to
take more of an effort to seduce this one.

Melissa walked
into the kitchen, letting her hips roll a little. She felt so
excited that her legs began shaking. She knew that the crotch of
her transparent black panties was already wet with her juices.
Would he finger her, she wondered? If he did, she was going to suck
all of her own juices from his fingers, right before putting
something hopefully much bigger into her mouth. She loved having
something hard in her mouth to suck on.

She steadied
herself against the table briefly, waiting for the tingling in her
pussy to die down some before she could rip his clothes off and
fuck his brains out right there. No, this would be better starting
a little slow. Make him sweat for it.

“Would you like
a drink?” Melissa asked.

She slunk
around behind him. His chair was only a few feet away from the
sink. She smiled as she rummaged noisily through one cupboard,
pretending to look for a glass.

“No, miss. When
my break comes, I’ll head over to that little diner across the
street, but thank you though. Your cooperation with the IRS is much
appreciated.”

Melissa shut
the cupboard. She turned around and walked up so she was right
behind banks. Slowly, she knelt over, pretending to read whatever
form he was pouring over at the moment. She rested her breasts on
his shoulder, and made sure he could feel her hot breath on his ear
and neck.

“What’s that
one for?” Melissa asked.

She saw his
cheeks get a little red. He wasn’t so impenetrable after all. Her
pussy tightened up a little.

“This? This is
a record for... for...” He swallowed emphatically, clearly
uncomfortable.

Melissa put her
hand on his other shoulder and gave it a little squeeze.

“Miss, did you
find that other form you were looking for?”

“Please,” she
said, “Call me Melissa. If we’re going to be seeing each other so
much over the next few days, use my name.”

“Okay, Melissa.
Did you find the form?”

She needed to
feel him between her legs. She needed him to know how hot and wet
she was for him. Melissa reached down and grabbed his hand in
hers.

“Yeah, I found
it. It’s right here, see?”

She ran his
hand up between her legs. He shivered a little when his fingers
brushed her wet panties.

“Miss...
Melissa. I... I don’t think this is right. Maybe I should get
another agent, a woman maybe—“

Before he could
finish, she pulled his chair back, moved around in front of him,
and sat in his lap. She could feel something large and hard rub
against her pussy.

“My,
accountants do get excited over numbers, don’t they?” She wrapped
her arms over his shoulders.

“Oh fuck,”
Banks said, “What the hell?” He then reached down and grabbed her
ass, squeezing it with his strong fingers.

Laughing, she
leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were plump and moist. She
started grinding her wet pussy back and forth along the bulge in
his pants. He groaned, squeezing her ass even harder.

She kissed him
along one cheek until she reached his ear. She bit the lobe lightly
between her teeth. “Put your fingers in me. I’m so wet for you,”
Melissa whispered.



Banks hiked up
her dress around her waist. She could feel his hand shake as her
ran it down her stomach and then into her crotch. He rubbed her
pussy through her underwear, making her gasp. Snagging the
transparent fabric with one finger, he pulled it to one side.

“Holy shit,”
Banks said as he ran one finger through her slippery crease toward
her tight hole. Her breathing quickened as he ran his fingertip
around her hole, teasing her. She rocked her hips, trying to push
it inside of his tight little circle. She leaned forward and
started kissing him again, letting her tongue run wild in his
mouth.

Finally, her
pressed his finger in. Her hungry pussy immediately clamped up
around it. He ran it in and out of her, rubbing against the little
ridges of her G-spot.

“You want me to
come all over your finger before I come all over your big, hard
dick?” She said.

He answered by
fingering her faster. She yelped, rolled her head on her shoulders.
Then she was coming. Her pussy clamped around his fingers,
squeezing in waves. When she finished, she hopped off of him. She
pushed him back in his chair until the chair hit the counter. She
peeled her dress off and dropped it to the floor. Legs slightly
apart, wearing nothing but her gloves and her underwear, she let
him drink her in with his eyes.

Dropping to her
knees, she grabbed the hand he used on her. She ran the tip of her
tongue along his wet fingers, tasting her juices. When her tongue
reached the tips of his finger, she sucked them into her mouth.
While she was doing this, she reached up and massaged his hard
shaft through his pants.

Pulling his
fingers out of her mouth, she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

Without delay,
he fumbled at his belt with both hands while she undid the button
and zipper. He raised his hips a little so that she could yank his
pants and underwear down around his knees. His cock stood up
straight, hard as a rock and throbbing with his lust. Her pussy
clenched up again with her just looking at his huge pole.

She reached up
and grabbed it with one hand. It was so warm. The skin felt so
smooth and taut beneath her dainty fingers. She could hardly wrap
them around its girth.

Slowly at
first, she stroked up and down, looking up into his eyes the whole
time. She used her free hand to pull his pants the rest of the way
down and off. That accomplished, she spread his knees apart.
Kissing up each thigh while jerking him, she took one of his balls
in her mouth and then the next. Nestled between his legs, she ran
her tongue along the bottom of his shaft. He breathed in quickly,
and she felt him shake a little.

When her tongue
reached the head of his cock, she kissed it with her wet lips. He
threw one hand up to his face, covering his eyes. His teeth were
clenched.

“Your cock
tastes so good,” Melissa said right before pressed her lips down
over the tip. She rubbed her tongue against the little slit at the
very tip, hungrily sucking away any precum. His cock was so big she
couldn’t take it all in. She sucked him while he writhed around in
the chair, moaning and groaning.

He reached
forward and began playing with her tits, pinching her nipples. She
couldn’t take it anymore. Her pussy was almost coming just with his
cock in her mouth. It was so wet that she knew he’d just slide
right in to her tight hole.

Playfully
licking at the ridge around the head of his cock, she pulled back
and then stood up. His hair was a mess now. He’d been running his
fingers through it, trying not to come in her hot mouth.

She turned
around and thrust her ass out at him. He reached out and kneaded
her cheeks with his fingers, then slid his hands up around her
hips. Making sure she was between his legs, she kept her own legs
pressed together and sat down slowly. She knew this would make her
even tighter, make his cock fill her up even more.

She felt the
tip of his cock press against her opening. She sucked her lower lip
into her mouth and put her hands down on his strong legs to hold
herself up. Her urged her down onto him, pulling at her. Slowly,
she felt the tight ring at the sopping opening of her pussy part
around his rod.

After she felt
the ridges of the tip pass through, she stopped. She looked over
her shoulder, a wicked little smile on her face.

“Do you like my
pussy? Is it nice and tight and wet around your big cock? Is it
hot?”

Banks was
looking down where their bodies were joined, his face flushed all
red now. He nodded.

She let her
tight pussy slip down a little bit more around him. He was so hard,
so big. All she wanted to do was push herself all the way down
around him, to feel his cock bump against the back of her cunt. She
had him right where she needed him, though.

“So, baby, are
you going to help me out with my little tax problem?”

He
hesitated.

Instead of
pushing down, she pulled up until over the very tip of his cock was
still inside her. He needed to answer soon, or she would slam down
around him too early.

“Yeah... Yeah,
I’ll make it go away.”

“That’s my big,
strong man,” Melissa said.

She pressed
down on him. He gasped as the tight, smooth flesh of her pussy
parted around the throbbing head of his cock and moved all the way
down his shaft. She felt her ass bump against his hips.

“Oh baby, oh
baby,” he muttered. He leaned forward and kissed at her back.

Her pussy felt
so full that she didn’t know how he was fitting in there. She
wriggled her hips from side to side. She felt his fingers dig into
her flesh and smiled. Then she squeezed her pussy muscles around
his pulsing rod. He sucked in a sharp breath and then slowly let it
out as she relaxed a little.

“I’m going to
pound your cock like a fucking animal,” she said.

Melissa lifted
herself up. He moved his hand down under her ass to help. She
dropped back down onto him, taking him all the way again. She
moaned as she rose and fell again. His cock felt so warm and hard
inside her. Each moment it felt like it got harder, making her get
tighter and wetter.

She fucked him
faster and harder, her ass slapping down against him with the force
of each thrust. Each time, she felt the head of his cock parting
the wet walls of her pussy, sending shivers and sparks up her
spine.

Her pussy had
gotten him so wet that it made wet slurping sounds each time it
swallowed his shaft back up. Letting him hold her weight, she
reached up and squeezed her tits. She started pinching her
nipples.

“Let me kiss
you,” Banks said.

Without
standing up, she started turning around. She was so flexible that
she lifted one leg in the air as she spun. Banks held it up and
helped push it back down. She sat in his lap facing him now. Just
like earlier, she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and
leaned in, kissing him.

This time, she
rolled her hips back and forth on his hard cock. The tight ring of
her pussy was strained around the wide base of his shaft. Her
kissing became more and more urgent. She could feel her clit
rubbing against him. Her pussy clenched up tightly around him so
that she had to fuck him slowly.

Banks reached
around behind her and grabbed her ass. He used his strong arms to
help rock her back and forth on his dick. She could feel her climax
building. Her clit felt like it was made of electricity, sending
shocks throughout her body.

Pulling back,
she looked into his eyes, trying to fuck him faster.

“Do you want me
to come all over your hard cock? Huh? Do you like having that big
rod inside my tight, delicate little pussy.”

Talking dirty
seemed to make Banks’s cock flex a little inside her. He leaned his
head back against the counter behind him, his teeth clenched and
his breath hissing in and out through them.

Without
warning, he passed his strong arms behind her knees and stood up.
She squealed with delight as he walked the few steps over to the
table. While she continued rubbing her clit against him, he reached
out with one arm and swept all of the forms and receipts from the
surface of the table, leaving it clear.

“You naughty,
naughty boy,” Melissa moaned as he set her ass down on the top of
the table.

He pushed her
knees back with his arms so that they were touching her chest. Lips
again pressed into that thin line, he thrust his cock into her. It
went in so deep that she gasped. The opening of her pussy gripped
him more tightly now. The muscles in his neck stood out as he began
ramming her, jackhammering his cock in and out. Her pussy made wet
sloshing noises now.

She reached
forward and grabbed his tight ass, pulling and pushing to make him
fuck her even harder.

Melissa looked
into his strained face. “I want you to come in my pussy when I come
all over your dick.”

He nodded,
panting. He started fucking her with slower, longer strokes, really
letting her feel how long his cock was. Her whole body felt like it
was buzzing with the feeling of their fucking. She could feel her
pussy begin tightening, ready to start milking the cum from his
cock.

“Come on, come
inside my pussy, yeah, I know you want to fill me up with your hot
load,” she whispered.

That did it. He
moaned. She felt his cock jump inside her. She started coming too,
her pussy gripping and loosening around him, gripping and
loosening, over and over. Melissa screamed. Banks yelled out.

His cum felt
hot inside of her. There was so much that she could feel it leaking
out down her ass. He kept his hard dick deep in her pussy while she
finished coming all over it.

All of her
muscles felt like they’d contracted. She relaxed now, lowering
herself to lie on the pleasantly cool surface of the table.

She laughed a
little, a happy smile on her face. Banks, his cock still in her,
was running his hands up and down the smooth skin of her breasts
and stomach.

“That was so
good, Mr. Tax Man,” she said to him.

“That’s the
hottest sex I ever had,” Banks replied.

She could feel
him softening in her now. Before long, he pulled out and away from
her. He knelt down and grabbed her dress, then handed it to
her.

Melissa stood
and pulled it back on. Banks started gathering all the paper from
the floor. Melissa came up behind him and cupped his bare ass in
her hands.

“So, you said
you’ll be coming back for more, right?”

“Yeah,” he
said, still gathering the papers.

“Good,” she
said with a smile, “Be ready for more by then.”
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