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    *** 
 
    “Sorry about that,” she said as her kisses moved to my neck, and then down to my breasts, where she worked her way to one of my nipples. Her lips danced around it, and then she began to milk it. If I were pregnant, I was sure that I would be releasing milk into her mouth. I was moaning already, and my eyes were going inside my head. She was already doing me so well.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The Forbidden Fruit 
 
      
 
      
 
    Pretending that I was a lesbian was something that I came up with. Why is that? Someone might ask, and that was because I was tired of men, from all types and ages, trying to get in between my legs, which also got annoying pretty quickly. I knew that I was good-looking - the kind of woman that stole stares, wishes and compliments for her appearance wherever I went - but I needed some peace, and being pretending to be a lesbian was exactly the kind of thing that I needed. 
 
      
 
    But I also thought it was never going to be more than that: that I was never going to look at women in a certain way that should be prohibited for me. When Camelia came to work in the same office that I was, my eyes immediately focused on her, and her alone. She seemed to be everywhere in the main office room, even when she was just behind her computer, typing and working. 
 
      
 
    It was maddening. Whenever I got home, I needed a shower and some biscuits to make my mind forget about her, her body, her personality, her voice, her hair, her makeup, and everything that defined her as the striking woman that she was. I thought I was going crazy, but then I remembered my thing about being a lesbian woman now, and I understood what was going on. I went so far and deep into that that I ended up becoming a real lesbian woman myself. 
 
      
 
    But it was also so much more than that. There was something about Camelia that just… didn’t seem right for me, but which was also part of the thing that made me wish to explore and caress her body, and to be dominated by her. I could not quite put my finger on it, and the only odd thing I really knew about that was that she always came to work wearing a skirt, and never pants. Kind of odd considering that it was an unwritten rule in the company to wear the latter. 
 
      
 
    “So, you are having feelings for her?” Leandra, a friend of mine asked when I mentioned what was going on with me. She was lesbian just like me, except that she had always been one. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am, but I mean, don’t you find it odd that she never wears pants?” 
 
      
 
    “No, why would I? Just because everyone here wears them? Seems like an odd thing to be focusing so much on,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, it’s nothing. Let’s get back to work.” 
 
      
 
    I had some run-ins with Camelia, though they were always short. She was tall and imposing for a woman, as if she had a stroke of different luck with her genes, she would have been born a man. That could have something to do with the nuclear accident that happened like 30 years ago, but I wondered how much that had an influence on her, considering that I didn’t even know if she grew up here. I knew that she lived near the company we work for, but that was all. 
 
      
 
    I was minding my own business, smoking a cigarette in the parking lot, when I heard the door beside me being opened. Through the doorway stepped Camelia, who then produced her cigarette and lit it up. She stood a bit far from me, as if she didn’t want to talk, and then said, “Nice boobs that you have there.” 
 
      
 
    I coughed in the smoke that I was exhaling. Where the fuck did that come from? 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me?!” 
 
      
 
    “Nice boobs, I said. Big enough, but also not too big as to make them look loose, and they really don’t move much when you are walking. I noticed that, and sorry for that; I could not help it.” 
 
      
 
    My mind was still processing what she said when she walked over to me and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Did you like that? I can do more.” I didn’t resist it and kissed her lips back. We kissed for some time until she moved her head back, and her eyes looked into mine. 
 
      
 
    “There is something that I can offer for a ‘lesbian’ gal like you,” she whispered, but in the parking lot, it felt as if her words could be heard everywhere. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I questioned her, but she was already moving away from me, and back to the main office room. I walked over to the doorway, and stared at her as she went back to work. 
 
      
 
    My mind was still going back and forth about what happened. What in the world had she just done? I thought that we didn’t have anything between us, but she just kissed me and walked away as if that didn’t mean anything. 
 
      
 
    I then noticed that I was holding something in my hand after I tossed my used cigarette into the trash bin. How did that happen? Did Camelia put it there when she was kissing me and I didn’t notice that? It was the only explanation that made sense, but then, that spoke a lot about how she could do something without the other knowing, as if she was some kind of spy. 
 
      
 
    The message read, “Stay in the main office room after everyone is gone, and wait for me. My gift will come, and I am sure that you will like it. Just be patient, and be naked too. I want to see the full glory of those breasts, and how well they look on you. It has been like a t*rture watching you go and come with all those layers hiding them from me. Kisses. Camelia.” 
 
      
 
    That was more than an invitation, and I knew that very well. Once everyone was gone, if I stayed in the main office room, there was no turning back, and only one thing was going to happen to me. I had to make a decision, and despite thinking that I could just say no to her, I could feel that my heart was not going to allow me to do that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Naked and Exposed 
 
      
 
      
 
    Well, everyone had already walked out of the building, and were on their way home. I stood behind my computer’s screen, typing and pretending that I was still working on some things before going out. My boss walked over to me and said that she was going to leave the keys with me, which was nice, and then asked for me to hand them to her after I was done with the rest of my work. I comforted her and told her that there was no problem. I was going to head to her house once I was done with a ‘client’ that needed some ‘help.’ 
 
      
 
    But of course, it was nothing about that. Once she had closed the door behind her, I went to the middle of the main office room after turning off the cameras, and took off my clothes. I left them in a pile beside me, and then waited, and waited some more for Camelia to come. 
 
      
 
    Some time passed - time enough for the sunset to become nighttime - and I began to think that this was all just a joke, and that tomorrow she was going to blackmail me with footage of my naked body. If she were to do that, I would be pissed and leave this city. 
 
      
 
    I was getting a bit nervous when I heard the main door opening. “Where have you been?!” I asked, letting her know how impatient I had been that whole time. She still walked over to me with her usual pace, and then planted a kiss on my lips as if she had done nothing wrong. Without realizing it, my attitude was showing just how much I had been wishing for this, and how she had made me dependent on her. 
 
      
 
    I should not be a lesbian woman asking for another gal to fuck me, but here I was, doing just that, but it didn’t make me feel ashamed. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry about that,” she said as her kisses moved to my neck, and then down to my breasts, where she worked her way to one of my nipples. Her lips danced around it, and then she began to milk it. If I were pregnant, I was sure that I would be releasing milk into her mouth. I was moaning already, and my eyes were going inside my head. She was already doing me so well. 
 
      
 
    “So beautiful and precious,” she said once she moved away from my nipple, and onto the other. Her lips wrapped themselves around it as her hands caressed the sides of my body. My legs and ass were taken by her desire as her fingers worked and slid over me. I could feel my body trembling, and my mind losing itself as she continued her domination of me. 
 
      
 
    I noticed that she was still fully clothed, with her usual skirt, but I didn’t think much of that. I was sure that she was going to get undressed, and then allow me to play with her body just like she was doing to me. 
 
      
 
    She moved her head back, and then down to my belly button, where she stayed for some seconds as her tongue played and flicked against my skin. “So soft and tender,” she murmured against me, her breath becoming noticeable against the cool wind of the air conditioner. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my whole body itching for her. Despite her focused efforts, she seemed to be all over me, especially with her hands being on different parts of my body as her lips took care of something else. 
 
      
 
    My cunt was already releasing some of my juices as Camelia worked her way down to it. Her tongue grazed over my clit, and I let out a long and louder moan that grabbed her attention. She looked up and asked, “Should I do it slower?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, much to her delight as she opened a shy smile. Her tongue was stuck out, and she began to play with my clit once again. I noticed that we were still in the middle of the main office room, and that this could not lack any more privacy. One unlucky person could just walk in and find us two doing this… 
 
      
 
    As she worked my clit, making my whole body itchy and my mind lose itself even more, I began to wish that I could do the same for her, but I didn’t think that such was going to be possible right now. Camelia had me under her full control, and she was not about to let that get in the way of her continuous domination. 
 
      
 
    Camelia stood up, and then her tongue was all over my neck, and shoulders and arms. She was feeling me in a way that no man before her ever did for me. I could feel how imposing she was, how small she was making me feel, and how needy her desire for me was. Her whole body seemed as if it was made of fresh lava, and her hands continued her assault on me, making me moan and grunt as if I had lost the ability to speak. 
 
      
 
    “So precious and beautiful, just the way I like it,” she said as her kisses moved down to my breasts, and over to my nipples once again. In the meantime, her hands looked for my butt for the second time that night, and she squeezed and felt them with her fingers. 
 
      
 
    They worked their way inside, in the direction of my backdoor, and squeezed one of them in. It was just one, but it felt as if she had put two of her fingers in. She rotated it and played with me for some time before finally taking it out, much to my relief as I exhaled.  
 
      
 
    I was being overloaded by her, and she knew that very well. For a reason that I knew very well, I didn’t mind that, and just wished that she was going to continue her relentless assault on me. I was so good at this thing of being in a submitting position for her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Her ‘Gift’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    And it was then that she lowered her frilly skirt, and I was in shock when I noticed what she was sporting there. She was wearing a pair of boxer briefs, and she had a bulge behind it, as if she had… cock and balls, which could not be possible, or could that be? I was so in shock that Camelia had to bring her hand up, and caress my cheek to bring me back to reality. 
 
      
 
    “They are yours if you want it,” she murmured, and I knew what she meant. 
 
      
 
    My eyes could not stop looking at the huge, pronounced bulge she had between her legs. There was a wet spot around the tip of the silhouette of what could only be a cock, and it was probably her pre-cum. 
 
      
 
    I had a rush of thoughts of all the times that I had sex with men. Even though I got annoyed by them and didn’t want to have anything to do with them since they always seemed so desperate for me, what I was seeing in front of me was something else. 
 
      
 
    This was a woman, who was not desperate for me, and she had the things that I missed so much. Camelia didn’t know it, but I fucked my pussy and asshole with a huge white dildo that I bought for myself every night. I liked dicks, and I liked women at the same time, and Camelia just appeared to be… the perfect combination of those things. 
 
      
 
    I got on my knees on the same instant, and used my hands to lower her pair of boxer briefs. It slid down her smooth legs, and out of it jumped her huge cock. It was veiny and imposing, just like Camelia herself. There was a bead of pre-cum forming at the opening of her crown, which I licked with my tongue. 
 
      
 
    “I knew that you wanted this,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I squeezed her balls with my hand, trying to feel as if they were real or not. I almost thought that I was in some kind of weird dream, but that was not it. Her skin and testicles felt real in my hand. I squeezed her ballsac a bit more, and then exhaled because, during this whole time, I somehow forgot to do that. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my lips around her cockhead, and then started to bob up and down on her. She was thick - too thick for me - but I was still willing to take her whole length in me. I continued to make my way down along her shaft as she stayed still. Her head was tilted down as she looked at me. One of her hands was working her clit, bringing her another source of pleasure that only a woman like her could have while her dick was cared for. 
 
      
 
    My mind wondered who she really was, but I was so lost and overwhelmed by her big dick that I didn’t think about that much. 
 
      
 
    My tongue flicked and swirled around her cockhead. I was more than just bobbing up and down on her, I was worshipping her length. Her rock-hard dick felt wondered in my mouth, and it was meaty and heavy. I could feel her veins too, and how different this dick was from all the others I had before; this one had the tenderness that only women had. 
 
      
 
    I was really enjoying this, but I also wanted so much more. I wanted to feel her big dick in me, which was why I moved my head back and stood up. My mouth found hers once again, and then we began to make out as she made me walk backward. My back collided with the wall of the main office room, and then I begged, “In me, please.” 
 
      
 
    Camelia smiled and said, “As you wish, my princess,” before picking me up with ease and taking me to our boss’s office room. 
 
      
 
    She put me on her table, and then widened my legs. I was lying down on the wooden table, my head just over its edge. All I could see was her reflection from the semi-transparent windows of the room. 
 
      
 
    Camelia bent down and began to lick my asshole. I could feel her tongue working it just like she wetted my clit before. It was hot and demanding just like then too, which made me moan and arch my back. 
 
      
 
    “You are ready,” she said before gripping my legs and trying to push her erection in. 
 
      
 
    “I am ready,” I hissed when I felt her dickhead trying to come in. 
 
      
 
    Her invasion was soon successful once she used a bit more force. I felt it stretching me, causing immense pain that I held back. I grunted when she reached the end of my tunnel, and then started her long and powerful thrusts that made my toes curl. 
 
      
 
    I could feel her stretching me even more, her dick becoming one with my dark tunnel. She was immense and big, and those things were actually an understatement about her size. She might as well be the biggest person that ever penetrated me so far. 
 
      
 
    Camelia said in between her thrusts, “I am coming. Hang tight,” I could feel that she was right about that. Her thrusts became faster and more erratic. Her balls were swinging so much that they were slapping against my buttcheeks at this point. 
 
      
 
    It was not long before her dick was twitching in me. I clenched around it as if my life depended on it, and then I didn’t let her go. Her cock began to release her milk in me, and it was hot and dense. I could feel it coming and coating me with it, and I was moaning her name out loud while she grunted. 
 
      
 
    Once she was done, she eased out of me, cleaned herself and left a message on the table after she got dressed. I was too tired by what had just happened to say goodbye to her, so I stayed lying down on the table.  My hand reached for her snippet of paper, and then I held it in front of me after some tries. 
 
      
 
    “Want the same tomorrow?” 
 
      
 
    I opened a shy smile of satisfaction before falling asleep and making the easiest decision of my life.
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