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            She is beautiful and mature

          

        

      

    

    
      She wasted little time pushing me to the bed and watching me fall backwards. Lulu had pale white skin that made her look almost like a ghost, and her body was covered in tattoos. She told me that each tattoo had a meaning, and she had what looked like she had nearly every language represented on her body at least once. She had no problems admitting to the fact that she was in her early fifties, and I would have never believed her if I did not have access to her employee file.

      “Do not move!” She said as she started to take off her black thong. Her skin was even more pale in the areas that rarely got any sun. “You may be in your twenties, but I doubt you will be able to keep up with me.”

      Lulu was strong in the way she stood over me with her clothes off. I was in awe with how beautiful she was for her age, and how fit her body was. Her breasts were large, and even as she took her bra off, they remained perky. She had large, bright pink nipples, and I wanted to suck them. I did my best to not move as she had demanded, but my cock was unable stay still. It grew in size as I watched her remove her every move. She threw her thong at me, and it landed on my face. I did not move as I inhaled her odor from her dirty underwear.

      She got on the bed, and slowly crawled up towards my face by walking on her knees. My arousal was increasing, and there was no end in sight. Lulu looked down at me, and I could only see part of her through the lace of the underwear.

      “You will never want to be with any other woman,” she said as she started to move the underwear from my face and towards my lips, “open your mouth!” She screamed, and I nearly jumped. She crammed her worn thong into my mouth, and I sucked on its flavor as she maneuvered herself on top of me. She pressed her pristine pussy to my lips as she looked down at me with a mysterious smile. “Smell my pussy.” She said plainly, “prove to me that you love it!”

      Lulu was actually my subordinate at the restaurant I managed. She was one of my waitresses, and I was the one that hired her. She told me that she had been retired for many years, but she was looking for something to get out of the house now that she had an empty nest. I could never admit it publicly, but her beauty was the main reason she got hired. A lot of older men frequent the restaurant, and I knew a mature beauty like her would help boost my numbers. There were a couple of more qualified applicants, but in the end her looks prevailed despite the fact that she claimed to haven’t worked in years, and did not have any restaurant experience. It was a risk, but I knew that she could be trained, and that she would be the best choice in the long run. The biggest challenge for me, however, was keeping my hands off of her. Something about Lulu made me excited.

      Being the boss had its privileges. The servers were responsible for stocking the station that they primarily worked out of. I would always have Lulu stock the shelves on the bottom, and it caused her to crouch down low so that I could see the heart shape of her ass. I always imagined myself being under her perfect ass as she bounced up and down on my face. Sometimes, Lulu’s pants were loose enough to where you could catch a glimpse of her ass crack or her thong. I would find a reason to stand behind her, and I would send my eyes to her ass whenever I was sure that nobody could see me checking her out. She had such firm looking skin, and I thought it was amazing that a woman her age looked so young. From my experience, aging women tend to have poor skin, and even if they have a nice body, it can be a bit of a turn off. That was not the case with Lulu.

      

      There was an obvious trend that was starting to become apparent to me. When Lulu wore a particular style of jeans, I noticed that it was much more likely for her ass to be showing when she bent down. With that knowledge, I would assign her the duty to stock the shelves when she wore those pants. That way it did not look like I was constantly picking on her, and having her do the tasks that the servers often felt they didn’t need to do. This strategy worked for a long time, and it provided me snapshots of her beautiful butt for many months. It got to the point where my spank bank was running out of room, because I was constantly catching a view of her delicious looking ass.

      Then things started to go south for me. I grew overly confident in my abilities to watch her bend over without the customers, or other members of my staff seeing me. Instead of trying to look busy, I started to just stand behind her and keep my eyes fixed on her body as she worked. The day of reckoning came, and I got caught. It wasn’t another server that saw me, but it was Lulu. She reached behind to feel the top of her back, and when she noticed that her crack was exposed she looked back. This had happened before, and I always knew to turn around so that she wouldn’t see that I had noticed. I wanted her to feel safe to have her ass showing to the world, but this time I just stared, and she saw me looking at her. Her face went from all smiles to an evil scowl. I knew that I had made a big mistake.

      Lulu said nothing to me after she saw me checking her out. That was more terrifying, in my opinion, than if she would have said something. If she made a comment right as it happened, I could have played it off, and spun it around into some sort of joke. She just walked off, and didn’t give me a chance to defend myself. I started to get nervous when I saw her playing on her phone. She knew that she wasn’t allowed to, but I was not in the position to start enforcing rules on her. I had no idea if she was texting a man that she was seeing to come and confront me, or if she was somehow talking to one of the higher ups at the company. I did not want to lose my job, because I could not keep my eyes off a mature woman’s ass as she worked on stocking the shelves. I could only imagine the comments the other store managers would make about me behind my back. The restaurant business is full of gossip, and people get made fun of years after they’ve moved on. I did not want to be the weird “butt guy.”

      Lulu continued working the rest of her shift without saying anything to me. For the most part it looked like she was just trying to get through the day. Still, I felt compelled to offer her some sort of benefit to ease the tension, so when it got late and the customers were few and far between, I offered her the option to go home with pay. She accepted it, but it looked almost like she expected more. I didn’t have too many options, and there was very little I could actually give her. She had no idea that I had a history of checking her out. She only caught me the one time, and so I thought her anger was unfounded. I could have seen if she had known that I had been creeping on her for months, but she only knew about it happening one time! Surely she would understand that, as a man, I can’t help myself when it comes to looking at an exposed beautiful woman.

      Lulu had been done with work for about half an hour before I was finally able to get out of the restaurant. I let all of the other staff members go while I did some back office work, and I was happy to leave. The thought of going home, alone, and sitting in my recliner with a cold drink was all that I could focus on. The way that she had reacted to me was startling, and it made my gut feel like I had eaten some undercooked food. If she wanted to, Lulu could have said anything to publicly shame me in front of the entire staff that I am responsible for. It’s hard being the boss in that type of environment when everyone is making even more fun of you than they are already. I set the alarm, and I left the store. The cool breeze made me feel much more relaxed.

      “Connor,” A female voice said to me as I was locking the door. I turned around, and I saw Lulu standing there looking at me. She didn’t look as upset as she was during her shift.

      “Lulu?” I gave her a curious look. “What are you doing here? I let you go early tonight?” I was perplexed with her reasoning for sticking around.

      “I know,” she said. “I didn’t have a ride home, but I still wanted to get out of that hell hole.” She opened her purse, and grabbed a pack of menthol cigarettes. She lit one up, and I watched as she blew smoke in the air with her pretty lips. She offered me a cigarette, and I took it.

      “Where do you live?” I asked. I already knew because I had to enter her information into the computer system, but I wasn’t about to come off as more of a creepy boss. “I can drive you home.”

      “Alright,” she said, “I appreciate that.” She made no mention of her catching me looking. I wondered if she was angry simply because she was at work. She did refer to it as a “hell hole.”

      The cigarette seemed to cleanse my system of stress even though I knew it was terrible for me. Working the restaurant business drives many people to pick up smoking. Dealing with customers, the higher ups, and all of the drama going on can be difficult. Plus, a lot of people pick up smoking just so that they can get away with taking a few extra breaks during their shift.

      I forgot that Lulu was one of the members of my staff that didn’t have a car. She often talked about how she didn’t need to work, and how she was retired, so I always assumed that she was sitting on some sort of cash or pension. She told me as we smoked that by not having a car she was able to lower her expenses, and that’s how she managed to be able to retire. She said that she only worked in the restaurant so that she would have something to do during the week, and also so that she could afford a few luxuries. Her reasons made sense, and it made me question how I handled my own personal finances.

      “Are you ready to go?” I asked as she put her cigarette out, and put it in the container that we leave outside of the building.

      “Yeah,” she said, “let’s go.”

      We got into my car, and as soon as I started it up, she started playing with my radio. I was amazed at how comfortable she felt just touching my things without asking for permission. Deep down I wanted to say something about it, but I wasn’t trying to give her a reason to say something about me checking her out. I had been successful, up until this point, of dodging that awkward conversation.

      “You’re not a brave man,” she said with a laugh as she settled on a radio station that played pop music. “I can’t believe you just stand there and look at my ass instead of trying to ask me out or something.”

      “Umm,” I should have known that the topic was going to come up. “W-what do you mean?” Playing dumb was about the only card that I felt might work.

      “You know damn well,” she said while shaking her head. “You’ve been looking my ass for months Connor! I’m not stupid. I’ve got eyes in the back of my head!”

      “S-sorry,” I said, “I, uhh, I can’t help myself.” She had me cornered, and my strategy shifted from playing the idiot to apologizing for being an idiot.

      Eventually, I was able to find the street that she lived on, and I pulled in front of her house to drop her off. She didn’t immediately get out, and I was starting to think that there was sexual tension between the two of us. I opted to wait, and see if she would make the first move. If she was just a woman that I had met on my own time, I would have made the first move, but because she was an employee I had to be careful. If she brought up the idea of going inside with her than that was on her, and I couldn’t be told that I was trying to use my power to get sex from her. There were a lot of cases where managers got in trouble for trying to use their small amount of power to get laid, and I was not trying to go down that path.

      “Come inside,” she said. “You know, for coffee.” She laughed ever so slightly and smiled at me brightly. I knew that it was on.

      “Alright,” I said, “where can I park?” She pointed to a spot on the street, and I pulled into it. We got out of my car, and I followed her to her home. The path was narrow, so I got to check out her ass as I walked behind her. I stuck my tongue out and imagined that I was tasting her hole. It was hard to not get on my knees, and shove my face into her jeans as she walked. I knew that was not a viable way of getting the chance to taste her ass, so I remained calm and patient as we entered her house.
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            Lulu loves femdom

          

        

      

    

    
      Lulu was fast to get things going when we made inside of her house. I was about to start asking her about all of the fancy looking art on the walls, but she had something else in mind. She grabbed my hand, and led me into her bedroom as if she was worried the world was going to end in a few minutes. She turned the lights on in her room, and I looked around and I realized instantly what kind of woman she was.

      There were paintings of men on their knees kissing the feet of women that were sitting on thrones. She had what looked like an armory of sex toys hanging from the walls, and I was interested and nervous at the same time. She put her finger over her lips, and told me to be quiet, and that was hard because of all of the questions that I wanted to ask her. It seemed as if she had made all of her money being a dominatrix, and now that she was older she retired. It looked like she wanted to relive her glory days with me as her submissive.

      “Now sweetie,” Lulu said in a soft and comforting voice. “I want you to get out of these clothes, and go take a shower.” She opened a closet and handed me a fresh towel and washcloth. “When you get back, I’m going to fuck the living hell out of you!”

      “O-okay,” I said. The way she switched from sweet and gentle to being a dominant woman was surprising to me. I had never experienced a woman like Lulu before.

      I took what she gave me into the shower, and I looked at myself in the mirror for a minute. I ran my hands through my hair, and tried to process what was happening. The idea of having sex with the woman that I had been crushing on was appealing, but I had no way of knowing that she was some sort of dominatrix. I got naked, and as I threw my clothes to the floor, I noticed a pile of her own clothes sloppily laid out in the corner. There was a pink thong sticking out of the pile, and I recognized it.

      I dropped to my knees and carefully dug it out so that I could smell her scent. It smelled like a goddess that had been working far to hard considering her superior status. The smell alone gave me a slight erection, and I had to put it away to prevent myself from masturbating. I would have been so upset at myself if I couldn’t have sex with her, because I chose to masturbate like a beta male instead.

      As much as I hate cold water, I started out with it so that I could tame my cock’s sexual desire. When I managed to get control over my cock, I turned the hot water on, so that my cock could return to a normal size. I had no idea what she was doing while I was in the shower, but I imagined it involved some sort of preparation. I thought about how she said when I came back we would be messing around. Reading between the lines, I deduced that she had no intentions of taking a shower. It didn’t bother me, but it was something that made me curious. I got dried off when I was finished, and I stood there and debated whether or not I should go back into the bedroom with clothes on. I thought about what she said, and there was a strong implication of being naked. I took a deep breath, and I opened the door with my whole body on display for her to see.

      “Great,” Lulu said as I entered the bedroom. I wanted to look at her beautiful body, but my eyes were stuck looking at a pink strap-on that was on the dresser. She was wearing a black thong that made her body look inviting, but I continued to look at my fate standing tall on the dresser. It wasn’t there before I took a shower, and my jaw dropped. She smiled at me. “Scared?” She asked.

      “N-no,” I said. I was nervous, but something inside me was telling me to go with the flow. I wanted to know what felt like to pegged. I had always seen it happen in porn, and I often wondered about how it felt. “I just, uhh, I’ve never done anything like this.” I pointed at the dildo that was waiting to be used.

      “If you don’t want me to use it I won’t,” she said in a comforting tone. “I’ll be gentle. I promise.”

      “I’ll try it.” My body was shaking. I was nervous and excited, and I just waited for her to tell me what to do. I was new at all of this.

      “Get on the bed,” she said. I followed her instructions without any argument. “Do not move!” She removed her thong and threw it at my face. I was sure to obey her command and not move, and I inhaled her sweet odor. It was the same flavor as the thong in the bathroom. “You may be in your twenties, but I doubt you will be able to keep up with me.”

      She got on the bed, and slowly crawled up towards my face by walking on her knees. My arousal was increasing, and there was no end in sight. Lulu looked down at me, and I could only see part of her through the lace of the underwear.

      “You will never want to be with any other woman,” she said as she started to move the underwear from my face and towards my lips, “open your mouth!” She screamed, and I nearly jumped. She crammed her worn thong into my mouth, and I sucked on its flavor as she maneuvered herself on top of me. She pressed her pristine pussy to my lips as she looked down at me with a mysterious smile. “Smell my pussy.” She said plainly, “prove to me that you love it!”

      Lulu was rocking her hips on my face, and I tried to use my lips in a way to pleasure her. She seemed to be getting the pleasure from her own moves, and it started to feel like I was just a prop. She looked into my eyes with a wicked smile, and I could sense that she felt a huge wave of power enter her.

      “I haven’t dominated a man in years!” She cried out, “I fucking love it!” She was so passionate in the way that she used my face to bring pleasure to her delightful pussy. My cock was standing tall, and throbbing, begging to be touched, but there was nothing I could do. I was on strict orders not to move. “This is your new life Connor! You are nothing more than a man that does what I command. Do you understand me?” I could not speak with her thong in my mouth, but I managed to grunt in a way that told her that I agreed. “Good.” She said as she laughed. Her pussy dripping with wetness as she grinded up and down on my pathetic face.

      She sat up slightly and ripped the thong from my mouth. She tossed it on the floor, and pressed her juicy pussy back on my face. I stuck my tongue out, and I enjoyed her flavor in full for the first time. She laughed, and wiggled her pussy around my face, smearing her wetness all over me as if I was nothing to her. I could tell that my cock was ready for stimulation. The slightest touch to it could have made it begin to empty itself all over myself and the bed. I just knew that I was going to shoot a massive load based on how attracted I was to Lulu’s dominance.

      In all of my life, I had never felt such a high level of attraction for a woman. Lulu was not the typical beautiful, young woman that a guy my age would find himself lusting after. The fact that she was so much older than me, so much more experienced, made me love the idea of worshiping her pussy. She was my subordinate in the workplace, but in her bedroom, I was the subordinate. I existed merely to please her, and it felt like there was no other meaning for me to have in life. I did not forget the pink strap-on that was sitting on the dresser. It was out of sight, but it was certainly on my mind.

      Lulu was grabbing her beautiful breasts, and I got lost in a moment as I stared at all of the tattoos on her body. They were incredible, and they only added to her beauty. For some reason, they made her look stronger, and more confident. I think it was because it takes a lot of courage to permanently mark up your body, and she certainly knew that she was okay with living with her choices. Years of experience were on top of me, thrusting on my face, and I felt at ease with myself. My stress was gone. I did not have to worry about keeping customers happy, or my bosses, or my employees in line. I only had to focus on Lulu’s pleasure.

      As she started to moan I could not help but try and sneak my hands towards my throbbing cock. She didn’t notice me at first, but when I started to breathe heavily into her pussy, she turned around saw me stroking my hard cock.

      “I thought I told you not to move!” She said as she spread her legs more and applied more weight to my face. “Well,” she said as she started to get off of the bed. “Clearly, you can’t hold it in any longer. It’s time.” She walked over and grabbed the pink strap-on. I resisted touching myself, but watching her put it on only made me feel more desperate to come.

      Lulu climbed back on the bed, and she told me to come to her. I was on my hands and knees, and she snapped her fingers and pointed at her strap-on.

      “Suck it,” she said with no emotion. I looked at her with horrified eyes. “Believe me, if you don’t suck on it, it’s not going to feel going in.” I closed my eyes and considered my options for a moment. I had to suck her fake cock, or it would lack lubrication when she finally decided to fuck me in the ass with it. “Smart man,” she said as I brought my lips to it, and began to suck on it.

      I kept telling myself that I wasn’t gay, but I couldn’t help but have the thought. She was looking at me, and it felt like she knew the exact feeling I had. She put her hand on my head, and began to thrust it in and out of my mouth. I had done that to many women in the past, and I always enjoyed the feeling, and the look on their face when they realized they were nothing but a fuck hole to me. She was doing the same, but she wasn’t getting any physical pleasure out of it. It was purely in her mind, and she loved seeing her boss humiliate himself.

      “Turn around,” she said as she pulled the cock from my mouth. She turned her hips, and slapped me across the face. I could feel my own saliva cling to my cheek.

      Slowly, I started to shift my body around so that I could present my ass to my mature goddess. She slapped me roughly on the ass, and I jumped because I did not expect it. I felt a warm, wet object spreading my cheeks apart, and I closed my eyes as she slowly put it inside of my ass.

      “How does that feel Connor?’ She whispered, “are you okay?”

      “Yes,” I said, but it came out high pitched. I felt more embarrassed by the sound I made then the fact that she was shoving a dildo in my ass.

      It hurt a little bit at first, but she kept a slow and steady pace, and eventually I could feel my ass starting to get used to the feeling. She somehow was acutely aware of how my body was reacting, because she increased the speed every time I started to get used to it. It felt like we were leveling up as a team, and going on a journey with one another. She reached her maximum speed within minutes of her first entry.

      “How does it feel?” She asked in degrading way. “I bet you’re used to fucking women and throwing them away after you come!” She wasn’t wrong. I never was one for long term relationships, but the feeling of her strap-on inside of my ass was having me question myself quite a bit.

      “I love it!” I called out. This time I didn’t care about the pitch of my voice. I had learned to just accept what was natural within such a short time. Having a strap-on dildo up your ass changes you as a man rather fast.

      My cock was rubbing against the matress as she fucked me. Every time she thrusted her body into mine it made my cock feel good. I was getting to the point of no return. Not knowing what to do, I chose to do nothing. Within seconds, my ass started to constrict rapidly around the dildo as my cock began to contract. I was moaning, and losing control of my body as my hot come started to shoot all over the bed. My toes curled, and my knees started to give out. I fell flat on my stomach, but Lulu continued to fuck me.

      “Yeah, that’s right!” She said as if she was proud of herself. “You love being fucked in the ass. I’ve yet to meet a man that didn’t like it after they tried it!” She continued to fuck until my entire body went limp. Slowly she removed the dildo from my ass, and I watched as she took it off of her body.

      “Oh my god,” I said with laughter. “That was amazing.”

      “Just be careful walking.” She said with a smile, “it was your first time, and you’re body isn’t used to being pounded like that.”

      She told me that I needed to go, and she scolded me for coming all over her bed. I apologized, and told her that I couldn’t help myself. Lulu thrusted my clothes into my arms, and told me to hurry up. I felt bad, and I wondered if I had done something wrong. Her attitude seemed to change so fast, but I listened her and got dressed so that I could leave.

      “Connor,” she said as I was about to leave. “I’ll see you soon.”

      “Yeah,” I said feeling better. “See you soon.” I smiled and left her place. She was right about me needing to be careful as I walked. My body felt so different.
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      The following day I found myself more nervous than when I was worried about Lulu spreading rumors about me checking out her ass at work. I thought it was possible that she would have started texting the other servers to let them know that she had literally fucked the boss up the ass. Everything that my employees said to me that day was constantly being twisted around in my mind out of paranoia. If I saw two waitresses in the corner laughing, I immediately assumed that it was because they had heard about me. I was beginning to lose my mind.

      Several long days passed by, and I finally had a shift that aligned with when Lulu was working. As they say, old habits die hard, and the first thing I noticed about her was that she was wearing a pair of jeans that were known to come down when she bent over. I almost considered having her stock the shelves again just to get a laugh out of her, but I didn’t want to give her a reason to publicly humiliate me at work.

      It was hard for me to focus, and I was amazed at how Lulu went about her day without any noticeable problems. She hardly paid any attention to me, which in hindsight was good. If she started to act too friendly to me then we would have had all kinds of rumors about us being spread. Most of them would have been untrue, however, because they would claim that I had been fucking her. That wasn’t the case at all; Lulu was the one doing the fucking.

      “Hello sir,” Lulu finally said to break the silence between us. She pinched my sides as she walked by with a tray of food.

      “H-hey,” I said as she walked away from me. I was starting to feel a physical need for her. She had provided me the most amount of pleasure that I had ever received from a woman.

      I realized that I would have to deal with my need for her sex alone during the course of my shift. If I became too needy, I was sure that I would only push her away, and possibly open myself up for heartache. The fact that I had grown such strong feelings for a woman in her fifties was astounding, but much like the strap-on, I knew that it was pointless fighting it. Everything would work out in the long run if I rolled with how I truly felt.

      “It’s break time,” Lulu said to me as she started walking towards the door. I looked around the restaurant, and I decided that I could get away with sneaking outside to see her.

      I walked to the smoking area, and Lulu was nowhere to be found. I checked a few other spots, and I still couldn’t find her.

      “Over here!” She said in a loud whisper. I turned around, and she was leaning against the side of my car.

      “What are you doing over here?” I ran over, and I found myself matching her level of discretion. “What’s up?”

      “You want to come?” She said as she put her hand on my cock. I looked around, and luckily nobody was around to see her groping me.

      “Yes.” I opened up the door to the backseat and she lunged inside on all fours. Her beautiful butt was pointed straight at me.

      “Lick my ass!” She was shaking her ass at me. Before I got in the car I looked around once more to make sure nobody was near us. To save the prime parking spots for the customers, I always parked far away from the entrance. It was the first time since I started doing it that it actually felt beneficial.

      I crawled in behind her, and shut the door. It was a tight fit, and I was on my knees. My heart was racing as I started to pull down her pants. I was met with the pink thong that I had sniffed before showering, and I smiled at my own inside joke. One after the other, I began to kiss her cold ass.

      “Oh,” she said while laughing. “You like kissing ass?”

      “Yes ma’am,” I said as incorporated my tongue into my kisses. I left the thong around her ass, but I was tempted to pull it down. I was getting to the point where I would be unable to resist experiencing the flavor of her sweaty ass.

      “Come on!” She said, “fucking lick my ass!” She swung an open palm backwards and pelted me on the side of the head. I grunted as I started to pull down her thong.

      I shoved my nose between her crack and sniffed her ass as if it were a fresh batch of cookies. She giggled at me, and called me names while I savored her scent, but I turned her laughter into moaning when I shoved my tongue deep inside of her ass. I was amazed at how tasty a woman in her fifties was.

      “Fuck my ass like I fucked yours!” She said as she began to shift her weight towards my face. She looked over her shoulders as my face bounced in and out of her luscious ass. My tongue seemed to go in deeper with every entry that it made.

      My cock was hard and pressing against the metal zipper inside of my pants. She put her hand on the back of my head, and I started to undo my pants.

      “That’s right,” she said as she pushed my face between her ass. “Jerk that tiny dick off while your tongue is in my ass!” It felt so good to touch my cock while tasting her asshole. The fact that I could’ve easily fucked her in the position she was in didn’t matter to me. All that I was worried about was achieving my next orgasm while this older woman used and humiliated me.

      “Come on,” she said. “We can’t stay out here all day!” I heard the sound of a lighter, and under normal circumstances I would have screamed at anyone that dared to light up a cigarette in my car. Not Lulu. She could and would do anything that she wanted.

      My cock was getting to its tipping point. I had no idea what to do about the load of semen that was about to come roaring out of my cock, so I held out my left hand to catch whatever came out. I started to grunt with my tongue inside of her ass, and she held me still with my tongue inside of the deepest crevice of her perfect butt. She laughed at me, and I could hear the sound of her blowing smoke as my cock began to empty itself into my hand.

      “Sounds like you finished,” she said as she removed her hand from my head. She turned to the side and sat her saliva drenched ass on my seat as she finished her cigarette. “Looks like you made a bit of a mess.”

      “Yeah,” I said as I looked around my car for some old napkins or tissues.

      “Eat it.” She said with one single “ha” as she rolled down the window and chucked her cigarette. She started to pull her pants and underwear up. “Go on,” she continued. “You made me buy new bed sheets. The least you can do is entertain me.”

      I knew that she was trying to give me the logical reasonings for why I should just eat my own come, but in reality, all she wanted to do was laugh at me. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth, and closed my eyes as I brought my hand to my face. I stuck my tongue out slightly and tasted it, and I cringed.

      “You can do it like that, and it’ll be hell.” She leaned towards me, “just do it in one big gulp. Come on, I know you can do it boss man!”

      After exhaling all of the air from my body, I could feel my pride disappear as well. With my eyes closed, all I could hear was the sound of an older woman cackling at me as I consumed the load that I had just shot while my tongue was in her ass. It was horrible, but it made her happy, and that in turn would benefit me in the long run. At least I didn’t have to worry about what to do with the come anymore.

      “Good,” she opened up the car door and got out. I quickly pulled my pants up, and my gut reaction was to scold her for not warning me. “Let’s get this over with, only a few more hours to go.” I nodded my head as I got out of the car. The parking lot was filled with customers, and I cursed as I began to jog back to the restaurant. Lulu took her sweet time walking into the store, and when I went inside to start work, I could see her standing outside with another cigarette in her mouth. I wasn’t going to say a word to her about it; Lulu was officially my mature goddess, and I had no right to dictate her life even though I was technically her boss.
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