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“Tom, test users reported a dozen problems with Princess Spider,” my boss Stephanie, the senior program analyst, says to me when I’m cleaning my desk and getting ready to go home.



My eyes fall on her milky white cleavage through the gap of her shirt front, a habit I can’t help whenever I’m close to Stephanie. Her bust is at least 40D, and her button-up shirt always wraps tightly around them, showing an enticing shape of her round and soft tits. From her boob-gap I see a bit of her black lacy bra too, and my dick twitches excitedly.



I swallow before I speak. “What problems?”



“She’s supposed to be invincible, but she gets incapacitated in just one shot,” Stephanie says with her usual stern face, unaware of my reaction to her presence.



“Oh really? I tested the game many times,” I say, checking out her hips. She has a perfect hour-glass shape, with the bottom slightly larger than the top.



“I want you to have the bug fixed by tomorrow morning,” she says, her eyes gliding down casually. If she notices the tent of my pants, she doesn’t show.



My mouth falls open. “It’s already six.”



“So? You’ve got plans this evening?”



“Kind of.”



“A date?”



“No.”



“A second job?”



“No.”



“What’s the problem, then?” She raises her eyebrows, as if daring me to say more.



I swallow back my complaint. “Sure, I’ll look at it tonight.”



“Good,” she gives me a tight smile. “And by the way, if you’re going to apply for the programmer II position, you’d better make sure your work is perfect before submitting them to me.”



“Yes ma’am,” I say, forcing a smile back.



I watch her stepping away, her ample ass brushing against the cubicle wall. “Modify the Princess’ physical appearance a bit.”



“What do you mean?”



“She’s supposed to be a superhero, not a porn star,” she says. “She should be tall and muscular, not curvy.”



I modeled my curvy Princess Spider after Stephanie, just to be playful, but she obviously doesn’t appreciate or even see the humor.



“But Jeff said at the last meeting it was a strategy to sell our products.”



The mention of the marketing manager is a mistake, Stephanie and Jeff are archenemies and they hold different views.



Stephanie presses her lips together for a moment. “You work for me, not him.”



“Yes, ma’am,” I say quickly. “I’ll do what you say.”



“Good. Make her as tough as a tiger, not a cute kitten. Got it?” she says as she flips her curly blonde hair.



“Yes, ma’am.” I say as I watch her sashaying back to her office, my eyes fixing on her beautiful ass. Holy fuck. It’s all I can do not to go after her and grab her. But I put my lust in check, reminding myself she’s my boss and I still need the job. Besides, Stephanie doesn’t seem to be interested in guys. In fact, her nickname is
 Stiffy
 because she’s always uptight and serious, and she’s never flirted with anyone in the office.



Although I’m not a hunk, most women consider me hot. I don’t have the six-pack, but I have nice biceps that ladies like to gawk at, and girls would blush when they meet my green eyes. Thus, from the indifferent way Stephanie speaks to me, she is likely to be either lesbian or frigid. She’s forty, fifteen years older than me, and she’s still single. From what I know, she spends her evenings and weekends here in the office. In other words, she doesn’t have a life.



Stephanie is always wound up and I don’t blame her because the work is stressful. I have to bang my head against the cubicle wall several times a day to release the frustration.



This reminds me of the reason I want to get out of this job.



Fuck. I mutter as I step out of my cubicle. I didn’t tell Stephanie the truth. In fact, I am starting my own business this evening. I was looking forward to it, but now I have to spend most of the evening editing the program instead.



I’ve been working for Fantasy Games for the past three years and hate every minute of the job. I loved playing computer games as a child and majored in computer science because of that. But then I found out programming was as boring as hell. It was more like ten percent creativity and ninety percent tedious work such as coding and debugging.



A year after graduating, I decided to change careers and spent the last two years working on a degree in psychology. I’ve gotten my certification in sex therapy lately and started my own consulting business. In fact, tonight I’m going to have my first chat session.



After dinner, I sit down at my desk to figure out and fix the bug that decapitates Princess Spider. All the while I keep checking the chat room of my website, Sex Expert, for incoming messages. I’ve made it free for now to promote the business.



Two hours later, I’ve fixed the bug and started toning down the princess’ sexy figure. I make her look more or less a male fighter with tough muscles, keeping her lush, curly hair, which is another feature inspired by Stephanie.



Just then, I hear the chat room notification sound. A client has arrived—username Frustrated Woman.







Sex Expert: Hi, welcome to Sex Expert, I’m Dr. Craig. How may I help you?



Frustrated Woman: Hi, Dr. Craig, nice to meet you. I need help with my sex life.”



Sex Expert: No problem. It’s what I’m here for. What exactly is your problem?”



Frustrated Woman: I haven’t gotten laid for years and I need help.



Wow, she sounds really frustrated. I’ve practiced this many times guessing the scenario with the help of textbook examples, but none of them is so direct. My palms sweat, thinking about how to respond.



Frustrated Woman: Are you still there?



Sex Expert: Yes. What’s your relationship status?



Frustrated Woman: I’m single. I haven’t been dating or seeing anyone for a while.



Sex Expert: Why?



Frustrated Woman: I’m busy.



Sex Expert: What do you do?



Frustrated Woman: I’m a computer programmer.



Holy shit. I have the urge to tell her about my job, but I stop myself.



Sex Expert: Do you like your job?



Frustrated Woman: Yes, although it can be frustrating.



Sex Expert: I see. What kind of programs do you develop?



Frustrated Woman: computer games.



What? I want to ask where, but don’t want to sound nosy.



Sex Expert: You have my sympathy. I bet it’s a boring job.



Frustrated Woman: That’s part of it. But the people really drive me crazy. The guys. IT is a male-dominant field. Men don’t like to take orders from women. You probably agree?



It’s true. Guys in the office call Stephanie bitch behind her back even though no one dares to disobey her orders. But I don’t have the problem, mostly because I grew up with a single mom and I’m used to doing what she tells me to do.



Sex Expert: Not really. I don’t mind it so much.



Frustrated Woman: You’re a nice guy. Anyway, in my case, the workplace is stressful, and it’s why I need help to release my tension.



Sex Expert: I see. Have you tried sex toys?



Frustrated Woman: No. I’ve never masturbated. I would rather have a partner, a virtual partner.



Damn. Is that what she’s looking for? Virtual sex? My dick jolts at the possibility, but I chide myself right away. I’m a sex therapist, not an adult chat worker.



Sex Expert: There are websites that offer these kinds of services.



Frustrated Woman: It’s why I’m contacting you, Dr. Craig. Can we run a virtual session? I’m sure your expertise would release my frustration. You could teach me how to masturbate.



I swallow. Online sex isn’t what I’m offering. I offer advice only. But I can’t refuse my first client.



Sex Expert: Sure FW, I’ll give it a try.



Frustrated Woman: Wonderful! Can we switch to voice chat?



Sex Expert: O-kay. Give me just a minute.



I take deep breaths to calm my nerves. Damn. Did I just agree to have phone sex with my first client? I gulp down a glass of water before switching to my phone and turning on the voice chat.



“Hello, Dr. Craig here. Frustrated Woman, are you there?”



I hear a low huff as if someone is stifling a laugh, and then a pause. I’m considering ending the ordeal when I hear a female’s breathy voice on my phone, “Hi, Dr. Cock, thanks for agreeing to talk.”



My dick jolts violently in my pants. Shit. I love her voice. So fucking sexy. It’s a bit familiar too. I’m reminded of Stephanie right away. Fuck. What the hell is wrong with me?



I clear my throat. “Err, it’s Dr. Craig. Do you have a nickname I can use? I don’t want to keep calling you Frustrated Woman.”



She chuckles. “Oh. Sure. You can call me Fanny.”



I drop my phone on the floor. Holy hell! For real?
 Fanny as in Ste-phanie?
 She sounds like her. But no, Stephanie always sounds uptight, never so mellow. Hell, she never even laughs. When I pick it up again, I hear her voice asking, “Is everything all right?”



“Yes,” I say while wondering whether she’s the Stephanie, my boss. Just in case she is, I have to fake a voice. “It’s just that…I uh…like the name. Fanny is a sexy name,” I say in a low, smooth voice.



Fanny purrs on the other end of the line, and answers in an equally seductive voice. “Oh, how nice of you, Dr. Cock…Craig, thank you.”



My dick jumps. I don’t remember my boss talking or laughing this way. Surely she’s not the Stephanie I know.



“You’re welcome, Fanny. How do you want to do this?”



“Oh, how about you teach me how to touch myself?”



I suck in a breath. “Sure,” I mumble. “You might want to lie down first, Fanny.”



“I already am lying down,” she says. “I’m wearing a black lacy bra and matching panties, in case you want to know.”



Fuck. Those were exactly what Stephanie wore earlier—at least the bra. Wait. Perhaps every woman owns black lacy bras and panties.



I picture Stephanie in her sexy lingerie, in bed, waiting for me to tell her how to touch herself.



How women should masturbate is a basic skill I studied, but I’m so nervous I forget everything I learned.



“You…err.” I take a deep breath and clear my brain with oxygen. “Okay, Steph—, I mean, Fanny, do you have KY Jelly or other forms of lubricants?”



“I sure do. It’s right next to me.”



“I want you to apply a liberal amount onto your vaginal area,” I say, keeping a steady voice.



“Sure,” she says. “Hold on. I’m going to take off my panties first.”



“Of course,” I say, picturing Stephanie taking off her panties, wondering whether Fanny has an ass as beautiful as my boss’s.



“I’m ready, doc,” she says, panting a bit from the action.



“Spread the gel over your labia.”



“My what?”



“Your…err… folds, inner and outer folds of your vulva.”



“Oh. My pussy lips?”



“Err, yes.” I chuckle nervously. Damn. This is harder than I thought.



From the moans she makes, Stephanie is doing what I tell her to. My heart rate spikes.



“Mm, I’m all wet now, doc. What should I do next?” she says in a throaty voice.



My mouth feels dry. “You…err…keep rubbing your p…your folds. Find the place you like.”



“Oh,” Fanny moans. “It feels good.”



Fuck. The moan is driving me nuts. “Good, you may also rub your clit…toris. It’s a sensitive bump…”



“Oh I know where my clit is, Doc,” she giggles a bit. “I’m not that ignorant.”



“Great, Fanny. Touch it. Rub little circles, apply some pressure,” I force a steady voice.



“Got it…Mmm…”



Fuck. My cock is already swollen. It’s all I can do not to stroke it. It would be unprofessional. I’m a sex therapist. I will not have phone sex with a client.



As Fanny keeps moaning, I think of some helpful hints I remember. “You can fantasize as you touch yourself,” I say to her. “Who’s your favorite actor?”



“I don’t have any,” she says in her breathy voice. “But I do have someone in mind.”



“Who’s he?”



“He’s a guy at work,” she says.



Who the hell is it?
 “Can you describe him to me?” I blur before I can stop myself. “I mean…to yourself. So you can see him and imagine he’s touching you.”



She pauses. “Sure. He’s uh…a much younger man. About twenty-five. He’s medium height but very handsome. Oh, God. Olive skin, and green eyes. He has a killer grin that really makes me weak at my knees…”



Shit
 . My heart jumps erratically because it’s me she’s talking about. “What’s his name?” I ask, my voice ridiculously croaky.



“His name is… Tom…”



Fuck
 . I’m speechless.



“Are you still there, doc?” Fanny, or probably Stephanie, whispers.



“Yes I am listening,” I say as I stroke my cock through my pants. “Have you imagined Tom doing anything to you?”



“Of course,” she says between moans. “I think about his cock all the time. I think he has a thing for me too, because I see his bulge a few times when he speaks to me. And he tends to stare at my tits.”



Damn
 . She noticed. My balls inflate immediately. I inhale deeply before speaking coherently. “What would you want Tom to do to you if he were right next to you?”



“Oh…so many things. I would want to take his cock in my mouth. I want to taste him.”



“Yes, baby.” I groan. “I would like that… I mean, I’m sure he would like that, too.”



“And then, I would like it in my pussy,” she lets out a loud sigh.



I inhale sharply and unzip my fly. “He would like the same thing, Fanny,” I whisper, taking out my cock.



“What’re you doing, doc?” Stephanie obviously hears me.



“Nothing,” I say quickly. “Now, Fanny. I want you to put a finger into your pussy, and imagine it’s Tom’s cock.”



“Okay. I’ll do just that. I’m sliding my finger…Tom’s hard rod…into my slippery hole…Oh!”



Fuck
 . I’m overwhelmed by the details as I stroke my shaft. “Now, I want you to touch your breast, too, Stephanie, and imagine Tom’s doing it. He kneads your magnificent breasts and rolls your fat nipples in his big hands. He licks your silky areolas with his wet tongue.”



Stephanie whimpers loudly. “Oh God, you’re a poet, Doc,” she says in a husky voice. “Tom always loves gawking at my tits. They ache for his touch.”



I groan. “Yes. He wants to fuck your titties, too.”



“Doc, I’m coming,” Stephanie’s breathing turns quick and heavy, and a moment later she screams my name. “Oh, Tom!”



It’s all I can do not to scream out my orgasm as a rope of cum shoots out across the room and lands on the wall. Holy fuck. That is intense.



“Have you considered telling Tom about your feelings for him?” I ask after I calm down.



“That’s insane,” she says. “He wouldn’t appreciate it. I’m too old for him and I’m actually his boss.”



“Age might not matter to him,” I say. “I think older women are sexy, and I would be flattered if my boss were interested in me.”



She pauses. “Nah. It wouldn’t be professional for me to do it.”



I see. She wants to keep up appearances. I have the urge to convince her to confess her feelings to Tom, but I don’t want her to be suspicious.



While I’m still trying to make up my mind, she speaks again. “Thank you so much, Dr. Craig, I really needed this. I’ll be sure to call again.”



“My pleasure,” I say. Before ending the call, I ask her, “How did you find out about my company?”



“Oh I just found it on Google,” she says casually.



What an unbelievable coincidence.
 I haven’t even advertised it yet, but I guess Stephanie has her way with internet searching.











Needless to say, I can’t look Stephanie in the eye the next day when I see her in the office. I can’t help recalling the details of our chat and phone conversation. Everything she did replays vividly in my head. Her throaty voice, her moans, and her confession… When I glance at her furtively, I imagine her naked and I imagine taking her in various positions. Holy fuck.



The worst thing is I can’t get the fact that she fantasizes me off my head. Did I perhaps make up the whole bizarre incident? Because Stephanie doesn’t look like she remembers anything she said or did last night. Hell, she looks as stiff as always. She doesn’t smile, and she speaks in a harsh, demanding tone like she always does. There isn’t a bit of smoothness in her, not to mention coquettishness. She couldn’t be Fanny, the sexy kitten who spoke to me…damn, just remembering her voice makes my cock twitch. Besides, Tom is a common name, so are IT jobs.



After convincing myself, I’m able to do some work. I’ve started a new project, Princess Spider II. Stephanie designed and planned it, and I’m writing the code. I’m still working on level one of the game when she calls. “Can I see you for a moment in my office, please?”



“Sure,” I say. I nearly jump out of my seat.



Before going into her office, I take a deep breath.



Stephanie points to a chair for me to sit without looking away from her computer screen.



I sit down nervously, glancing at her. She looks radiant today. Her cheeks are a different shade of pink, and she wears smokey eyeshadow. Her lips look poutier and glossy. My dick jolts as I remember what Fanny told me last night about wanting to blow Tom. Jeez. Is Stephanie actually Fanny?



“Give me just a moment,” she mumbles. “I’ll be with you soon.”



I continue to check her out. She’s wearing a shirt tighter than usual and she leaves the top button undone. From my angle, I get a nice view of her cleavage. Her huge milky globes look strained in her black bra. Fuck me. I shift in my seat.



“We’ve gotten good comments about the game from our subscribers,” she says with a smile as she looks up. “Good job!”



I seldom see Stephanie smile, so I pause for a moment before I process the information. “Wow. So soon?”



“Yes,” I checked it last night as soon as you updated it, and I published it.”



I shift in my seat at the mention of last night. Did she actually stay late to work after our call? I was spent afterward and passed out in bed right after.



Stephanie obviously isn’t thinking about the same thing. She goes on with her usual business manner. “But there are comments about the game not being exciting enough. Some douchebag says not sure if it is Princess or Prince. So I’m considering maybe changing back to her previous curvy features.”



“But you said yesterday that…”



“Yes. But I changed my mind. She can be both powerful and also sexy. What do you think?”



“Sure,” I say. “Not a problem. I’ll work on it right away.”



“And one more thing,” she says, hesitating a little. “Maybe we can spice it up a bit as well.”



“What do you mean?”



“I mean, not just fighting all the way. Maybe we can add some romantic elements.”



My mouth falls open. This is unlike Stephanie’s style. She rejects any romance in games.



“In the first game, the princess fights her way to the castle to save the prince, as requested by his mother. They don’t meet until the end. But in the next game, I would like you to make some changes. Let the two be together in the beginning already, before he’s taken away by the witch. They meet briefly at each level. The witch keeps taking him away from her, and then the princess has to fight to get him back. What do you think?”



“S-sure,” I say, amused by the idea. “I can do that. What are they supposed to do when they meet briefly?”



She pauses. “I suppose some kissing is necessary—use your imagination.”



“Sure,” I mumble as I imagine what I would like them to do, and I swallow a bit. “What about the prince? Any changes in his appearance?”



“He should look hotter as well,” she says. “But not too tall or muscular, because it’s the princess’ job to save him.”



“Got it,” I say as I stand up to leave.



“I want the first level ready by six,” she says.



Despite my internal distraction, I’m able to concentrate on work. I’ve completed coding the first level when Stephanie calls me into her office again.



“Let’s see what you’ve got,” she says, as she walks to the couch, motioning me to sit down next to her.



I place my laptop on the coffee table and sit down, keeping a distance between us.



I run the game on my laptop and let her look at it. She scoots over toward me, so close that our thighs touch and I detect her musky perfume. This is new. Stephanie never wears perfume. She wasn’t wearing any earlier. Maybe I wasn’t close enough to feel it.



I can hardly stop myself from tracing my nose on her neck to sniff her. I feel her warm breath on my arm. I turn to glance at her furtively, fixing my eyes on the gap in her shirt, wider than earlier because she’s undone one more button. Fuck. I want to slip my hand into her shirt and feel the yummy looking milk jugs. I want to suck them.



“Not bad,” Stephanie comments, breaking my dirty thoughts. “I like her new look.”



The princess is now wearing a one-piece black leather suit that splits in the front and shows most of her enticing boobs. Her waist is tiny, and hips are broad.



“Thanks.” I clear my throat, hoping the resemblance between her and my creation isn’t obvious.



I’ve added a scene where the characters kiss while the witch shows up.



Stephanie shakes her head. “They’re not kissing. They’re exchanging saliva.”



“What do you mean?”



“There is no passion,” she says. “She needs to moan a bit.”



My mouth falls open. “But she’s supposed to be silent.”



She rolls her eyes. “It’s okay to break the rule sometimes, if it enhances the effect.”



“Oh.” I nod. “Are we supposed to look for a voice actor, then?”



“No, Tom,” she says, leaning closer. “I’ll take care of it.”



My dick jumps in my jeans. It’s the sexy, throaty voice I heard last night. Cal’s voice.



I stare at her wide-eyed.



“What’s wrong?” she stares at me innocently, maybe not so innocently because I swear I see a smirk on her face.



“Nothing, I…just I can’t believe you can talk like that.”



“Like what?”



I swallow. “Your voice is… err… kind of… sexy.”



“That’s because you think of me as a bitchy boss, not a woman.”



“No! I always think you’re sexy…” I blurt.



She smirks. “Want to hear it again?”



“Yes.”



She leans closer until her lips almost touch my ear. “So you like my voice, Tom?”



My cock jolts. Holy shit. “Yes, Stephanie.”



“What else do you like about me?” she bats her eye-lashes at me, while thrusting her chest forward.



I gulp when her cleavage is right under my nose. My heart is pounding so hard I worry it’ll break my chest. “I like everything about you, Stephanie. Especially these,” my eyes fixed on her size 40 tits.



Her eyes turn dark and she unbuttons her shirt slowly. My dick gets thicker with each button loosening.



“Do you want to touch them?” she asks.



“Yes. Very much.” My hand reaches out to cup her. She’s so big my palm only covers a fraction of her breast. But holy shit. What an asset she’s got! She’s so soft I can spend all day molding her.



Stephanie hooks her arm around my neck and sits on top of my lap, pushing her breasts against my chest.



I forget to breathe for a moment, and then I peel off her bra with trembling hands to see the hidden treasure. Her pearly nipples and pink areolas beg to be eaten. I take one of her breasts into my mouth and suck its tip.



Stephanie lets out a low moan and the sound of it sends more blood to my cock. Yes, we can definitely use her voice for the princess. We could probably add more erotic actions into the game.



While I’m still sucking her nipple, I slide my hand down her skirt and travel up on her bare thighs. To my surprise, she isn’t wearing panties. I palm and knead her plump ass cheek, loving the smooth texture of her skin. Stephanie takes my hand and guides it to the center of her spread legs. I groan when I find out how wet she is.



“Your pussy is flooded, Princess!” I rasp as my finger swims in her puddle among her folds.



She purrs. “Take me, Prince!”



I’m so turned on. Stephanie isn’t the demanding boss I know at the moment, but a very sexy woman ready to be fucked.



I turn her around so she sits facing away. I wind my arms around her to cup her breast with one hand and feel her pussy with the other. She shrieks when I push two fingers inside her. “Oh, I love it, Tom, deeper!”



Flattered by her reaction, I thrust my fingers in and out of her drenched tunnel, and her body becomes limp into my touch. I enjoy my power over her so much that I’m determined to make her my captive. I rack my brain for tricks on pleasuring women.



I’ve learned a lot about them, but at the moment my mind is blank and all I remember is twirling my fingers along her walls. But this suffices to make Stephanie wild. She rotates her hips to match my strokes. “You’re a fucking genius!” she says between gasps while writhing on my lap. “Don’t stop.”



I’m flattered and shocked at the same time. Hearing my boss saying the F word in front of me and telling me how much she enjoys me finger fucking her feels surreal.



I grind my cock against her soft ass slowly. I don’t want to explode in my pants, but I can’t help it either.



Stephanie tenses suddenly. “I’m coming, Tom!”



I haven’t even had time to get ready when her pussy walls pulse and a river of cum shoots into my hand.



Wow. I pull out my fingers that are soaked in her juice and lick them hungrily. She tastes like raw honey: sweet, earthy, and spicy.







I’m still feasting on her juice when Stephanie turns around and grabs the fly of my jeans. “You’re so hard, Tom. I want to see you.”



I watch her unbutton my fly and run her fingers up and down my bulge. I groan as she pulls down the waistband of my briefs and frees my cock.



She gasps and her eyes brighten. “Ohmygod! You have a monster cock!”



I grin at the compliment when she drops on her knees. Women think the length of a man’s penis is related to his height, but it’s simply not true. Holding my cock in her hand, she looks up at me, licking her lips. “I’m going down on you, baby.”



Am I dreaming?
 I’m speechless as I watch my boss bending toward my cock, her pouty lips part into an O and wrap around me.



“Fuck me,” I groan. Her mouth is as moist and as hot as her pussy. My cock throbs as soon as she covers my knob.



Stephanie smirks with her mouth full of my cock. She sucks on it like a lollipop before sinking down slowly until my cock rubs against the roof of her mouth and reaches her throat.



I wait for her to gag because that’s what happened when I received my last blow job back in college. My girlfriend couldn’t continue the task.



But Stephanie is a pro. She takes me all the way to my root, engulfing my ten-inch cock deep into her soft throat.
 Christ!
 If her throat feels so good, I can only imagine how her pussy feels.



Her hair falls onto her face, and I brush it up. I need to see my cock going in and out of her mouth, glistening with her saliva. Stephanie’s head bobs up and down, sucking me greedily, making sloshing sounds. Her soft, pouty lips glide up and down the entire length of my monster cock. Her magnificent tits jiggle as she moves. I reach to grab both of them and squeeze the soft mass in my hands. My cock throbs and I groan. “I’m coming, baby.”



“Hold on,” she says, letting my dick slide out of her mouth and placing it between her luscious jugs. “You want to fuck my titties, right?”



How the hell did she know?
 I’m too dazed to think. “Yes.” I croak as I watch my dream come true.



I bawl as my dick jerks in her breasts, spurting cum all over the tops of her milky globes. I force my eyes to stay wide open so I can see each thick white glob of semen dribble across her chest and tits.



Holy fucking hell. I pant once I stop squirting and I gaze at the thick white mess all over her chest. I’ve never come so hard.



“You have enough sperm to inseminate a harem,” Stephanie says, while wiping up my cum with her hand and feeding it into her mouth. “Mmmm! It’s so tasty!”



While she sucks her fingers, I lean forward and lick her clean. God! I can never have enough of her tits. God knows how much drawing Princess Spider winds me up!



Stephanie moans again as I greedily twirl my tongue over her tasty tips. Her nipples become swollen like two large pink pearls, slipping in and out of my mouth.



“Oh, baby, I’m gonna cum again if you keep doing it,” she murmurs. “But I want you in my pussy.”



Hearing that, my dick jolts and I let go of her tits immediately. “Yes, I would like that too.”



“You’re wearing too many clothes,” she says as she tugs at my t-shirt.



I waste no time to pull it off me, and as soon as I stand up, my jeans drop to the floor.



Stephanie’s eyes glazed, and she gulps. “Oh, my! You’re gorgeous, Tom.”



Leaning against her desk, she splays her hands over my chest, and they skim over my muscles. “You have no idea how much I want to rip your shirt off every goddamn minute I’m next to you.”



I blink, dazed by the information. “Why haven’t you?”



She sighs. “The same reason you haven’t ripped my shirt off me.”



True. We’re both attracted to each other, but not sure about the other’s feelings. If it weren’t for Stephanie’s call last night, we would still be keeping a distance from each other.



For a moment I want to confirm it was she who called, but client confidentiality holds me back. And besides, I don’t want to reveal my own identity either.



Stephanie isn’t aware of my thoughts, and she focuses on her task at hand. She strokes along my shaft, slow at first, and then faster and with more force. My cock comes to its full erection again, fat and long. My breathing becomes heavy. “Baby, you’d better stop if you want me in your pussy.”



“Yes,” she says, letting go of me reluctantly and turning around. She bends over, her tits spilling on top of her desk, and her ass waving seductively at me.



I inhale deeply to clear the fog in my head, and then I palm her ass cheeks. I give her a few playful smacks to see her snowy cheeks jiggle and turn pink.



Stephanie moans to let me know she enjoys what I do to her.



I slide a finger into her crack and rub against her little pucker hole, making her coo. “It’s yours too, Prince,” she moans. “But not today.”



“I can’t wait,” I say as I slide my hand out of her rear zone and drift to the front. Holy shit. She’s so drenched that her juice trickles down her thighs.



I grab my cock and slide it up and down her wet folds for a second, to lubricate and to tease her a bit.



“Come on, Tom. Enough foreplay.”



At her command, I plunge into her slick pussy in one single thrust, making her yelp.



“Are you okay?” I ask.



“Couldn’t be better,” she says, laughing a bit. “Keep moving!”



I don’t wait to take her order. I thrust in and out of her slippery, tight pussy, a place I dream about being in since the first day I worked for her.



I’ve pictured this scene in my head so many times I don’t even know whether I’m still imagining it. But it is real. Stephanie’s moans are loud and desperate. Her ass cheeks push against my balls and my thighs as I thrust. I free a hand to fondle her breast, while squeezing her butt with the other.



I keep plunging my cock into her hot, wet channel at a faster pace, my hips thrusting rhythmically, my cock glistening with her juice driving in and out of her like a self-propelled machine. Each time I pull out, Stephanie’s pussy walls suck me right back.



She humps her hips back to take my cock. “Oh, Tom! You feel so good. I love your cock. Deeper! Faster!”



I grunt. “You got it, baby.” I hold both of her hips with my hands, dip my knees and ram up into her pussy with greater force. The tip of my cock slams against her cervix, making her groan like a bitch in heat.



My cock jolts violently. “I’m close, baby.”



Stephanie moans. “Come inside me, Tom!”



Her walls spasm as she speaks and at her command, my cock erupts inside her.



I collapse on top of her, spent and satiated.



Streams of our mingled cum leak out of her. I pull out my now wilted cock and clean us with tissues.











I cuddle Stephanie as we rest on the couch.



“Wow,” I murmur. “That was the best fuck I’ve ever had, Princess.”



She chuckles. “That’s flattering, Dr. Craig.”



My mouth falls to the floor. “You are Fanny? And you knew you were talking to me?”



“Of course,” she says with an eye-roll. “You’ve been using the company computer to build your website.”



Damn. I didn’t know she would check on me. “I thought I cleared all the cookies.”



She chuckles. “Tom, you’re so cute. You’re a smart guy, but you think all other people are dumb, do you?”



“No, not at all. I think you’re a smart woman.”



“Only smart?” she switches back to her low husky voice while stroking my cheek with her finger.



“Smart and sexy,” I say, feeling horny again already.



She coos. “Oh Tom. Do you have any idea how much I wanted you?”



“Err… last night you sort of told me…but I still can’t believe it. Do you really?”



She rolls her eyes. “No, I like to torture you with work. It’s why I always keep you overtime.”



I’m flattered. “Are you saying you keep me here not for work… wow I didn’t know. I thought you’re being picky.”



“I figure. It’s why you started your consultant business. You want to quit, right?”



“Oh no. You’re the reason I haven’t quit already, Stephanie. It’s just that the job isn’t exactly exciting.”



She stifles a smile. “So, are you going to change your mind?”



“I don’t know. I want to see how my business goes.”



Her eyes narrow. “Do you really think I’ll allow you to talk dirty with other women online?”



My mouth opens. She looks so possessive. So hot. I can only imagine what she would do. My princess would surely fight her way to capture me, if not to save me. “I’m not really talking dirty…”



She raises an eyebrow.



“I only did that last night because….because… I thought it was you. At least I imagined it was you.”



She smirks. “Okay, under one condition. You may not be on the phone with them. And you’ll let me go over your chat history.”



While I hesitate, she pushes her breasts together and licks her lips. Holy fucking hell. I swallow. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll do whatever you say.”



She wastes no time as she pushes me onto the floor and straddles on top of me. “And I’ll reward you, Prince!”









Thank you for reading Therapy for My MILF Boss.
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