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Unfinished Business - Rennie 


I ducked into my boss’s office ostensibly to escape the festivities but mostly to have a private moment to say goodbye.  It was my going-away celebration, and these were the last few minutes of my last day as Lance Howard’s secretary slash personal assistant. I had worked for him for almost a decade, and I handled his business schedule as well as juggled his affairs. 

He was a good-looking devil with a silver tongue, and not a day went by that he didn't offer to scratch my carnal itches.  We were close a couple of times. He came in my mouth and fingered my super wet pussy, but I always came to my senses before full insertion. 

I was hired right off the farm at the tender age of 18. Lance wasn't that much older and was just starting his business career, and he had a two-room office suite at one of those rent-an-office places.  

In the early seventies, the larger towns in the Midwest were the only places to find a job. We farm girls from Iowa, Kansas, and Nebraska went to local secretarial schools and then migrated to the nearest big city. 

I remember my first interview. There were a bunch of girls with the same qualifications and demographic, but I had the sexiest legs and made sure Lance got a good, long look and even gave him a peek at my panties when I crossed my legs a couple of times. I needed the job, and I could tell he was a leche. 

Ten years later he was still peeking up my dresses and ogling my legs. But this was the last time, so I figured what the hell.  I’d give him a show.  I was off to be a full-time mom because as the business grew, I had ridden along with it and stashed away a substantial sum. I got bonuses on company profits and was allowed to reinvest in the company’s portfolio. 

I have to admit that Lance had done right by me, even if he begged me to fuck him at least ten thousand times.  That’s four times a day, every business day of the year for ten long years and that’s a good estimate.  It wasn’t as bad as it sounds, and I did my part by egging him on.  It was a game I enjoyed and some nights when I left the office, I regretted not letting him bend me over the copy machine and stab me with that magic dick that so many women raved about. 

It was just the two of us in Lance's executive office and the door was locked. We could hear the last of my party winding down in the entry area. 

I’d been drinking more than was prudent and was dressed in a light green dress that Lance had bought me.  Short hemmed and with a scoop neck that delivered an enticing view of my breasts every time I leaned over my desk or when Lance stood behind me as I worked, which he did several times a day. Lance bought me many dresses, all revealing and right on the edge of proper office attire. It was another one of our things. Lance was a man that loved eye candy, and I enjoyed my job. I figured if the boss wanted to be teased, then I would taunt and tantalize, within reasonable limits. 

“How many dresses have I bought you?” Lance asked. 

“Dozens, everyone short and loose on top,” I noted. 

“Well, I like you dressed that way,” he replied. 

“So, you can peek at me,” I accused. 

“What does Ray say about me buying your clothes?” he asked. Ray is my husband, and I love him dearly. 

“I told him I have a clothing allowance for office attire,” I smiled. 

“You lie to him,” he accused. 

“Just a little lie.” 

“He never wanted you to wear something a little less close to the line?” 

“He likes the way I look, and it excites him that other men lust after me.” 

“You manage him just like you manage me, don’t you?” 

“Not exactly the same.” 

“Of course, with him you have the dick lever,” he said. I didn't answer, just smiled knowingly. 

“How is the new girl?” he asked. 

“Fine. She is going to do a good job for you.” 

“Nice legs. Not as nice as yours, but nice,” he said ogling my thighs. 

“Thank you.” 

“Will she let me fuck her? Or is she going to clamp her thighs together like you do? I would really hate to go dry another ten years,” Lance announced. 

“She might if you want to write a big check. There are new laws against that stuff,” I answered. 

“I remember that first interview, did you flash me to get the job?” 

“Of course. I needed the job, and you couldn’t take your eyes off my legs.” 

“Like now?” 

“Like always,” I corrected. 

“Give me just one last peek,” he suggested. 

“No.” 

“Please! Just to remember you by,” he begged. 

“God, Lance you are a fucking pervert,” I exclaimed, but I uncrossed my legs and spread them a little just to give him a taste. I’m sure he could see my powder blue panties. 

“That was lovely,” he said. 

“As of an hour ago, you don’t work for me.  Let’s fuck,” he offered. 

“Let’s not, but you can pretend we did if you want,” I smiled. 

“To pretend I need stimulus. Something to imagine.” 

“Imagine the hottest pussy you’ve ever slid your dick into,” I suggested. 

“That’s not fair. You’re making me hard,” he groaned. 

“You have been telling me that for as long as I have known you and it has never worked.” 

“You are heartless,” he accused. “Take your panties off,” the request was accompanied by a roguish twinkle in his eye. 

“Lance, you need to behave!” 

“If I am going to fantasize about you later, I need a peek at the goods.” 

“So, you can beat off thinking about me?” I asked. 

“Didn’t you know that I do that?” he queried. “When you are flashing me your panties or leaning over and letting your tits dangle, you never thought about my cock getting stroked because of your antics? You never got excited thinking about me getting off thinking about you?”  Wasting a perfectly good boner on my hands!” 

“I thought about you thinking of me when you were fucking one of your sluts. Does that count?” 

“Did that turn you on?” 

“Of course. Made me wet as hell, but I never gave the slightest hint.” 

As I was speaking, I uncrossed my legs and put both feet on the floor. I left my legs a little spread. Not enough to be wanton, but enough to flash the blue patch covering my cooze. 

“You are a bit of an exhibitionist. Don’t tell me you have not enjoyed tormenting me.” 

“No, I have. Sometimes I even planned it.” 

“You fucking tease. Come on. Slip those panties off and take pity on me. It’s only fair after flashing me all these years.” 

“You had your fingers in me and that is all you get.” I noted. 

“And you seemed to like that a lot!” he reminded. 

“Of course. You know what you are doing around a pussy,” I smiled. 

***** 

I had almost gotten carried away that time. It was about a year after I came to work. I had broken up with my boyfriend and was on the prowl. Lance offered his services, but I turned him down on a daily basis. We were at the old rent-by-the-month office where we started, and we had gone across the street to the bar to belt down a few with some of the other office renters. 

We had come back to our little office to call a cab because we were both pretty lit up and in no shape to drive. But the minute we closed the door behind us, we were in each other’s arms, kissing and rubbing and grinding our bodies together. I sat my ass on the edge of my desk and wrapped my legs around Lance, jamming my nylon-covered snatch right up against his crotch. 

His kisses were warm and eager, and his tongue explored every crevice of my mouth with a hunger that made my pussy pulse. I flowed into him and surrendered to his maleness. Every inch of my body was screaming fuck me! Our hands roamed freely, exploring, urging. When I cupped his balls and whispered, “I want you inside me,” I felt his cock throb against my panties. He slid his hand down inside my pantyhose and pushed three fingers up my opening. 

“Oh God that feels good” I moaned, nipping his ear lobe, and thrusting my pelvis over his hand. “Make me cum baby,” I pleaded, covering his ear with my whole mouth so that my hot breath would urge him on. 

I clawed at his zipper, pushing his pants down and freeing his rigid shaft. I grabbed his cock with both hands and ran my fingers up and down its length, then thrust one hand down to squeeze his balls. 

“I need you, Baby,” I groaned, tightening my grip on his rod. It pulsed in my hand. Thick and hard. I thought it would burst. 

Lance's hands were busy pumping my twat. His fingers twisting and wiggling against the inside of my cunt walls and driving me insane with lust. I was humping his hand like it was my favorite dildo. Throwing my body against him, my legs spread wide. I couldn’t get enough. 

‘Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed right into his ear. A near-deafening shout. My body shook and shuddered and my grip on his cock tightened so much that I expected him to cry out in pain. My fingers groping and caressing it all through my orgasm. 

Slowly, my body relaxed, and my grip on his johnson loosened. I gave one last lingering rub of his privates and dropped my hands. 

Then I stepped back, looking sheepishly. “I am sorry. This was a mistake. We have to stop,” I announced.  “You’re my boss.” 

“You came and now you want to stop?” he asked, looking astonished at the turn of events. 

“Yes, we have to,” I stressed. 

“Your boyfriend is history, right?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“And you haven’t found a new one yet?” 

“No, but you’re my boss, I work for you,” I complained. 

“It will be fine,” he assured. 

“No, it won’t. It will change things, and I need this job,” I asserted, I did my best to make my voice firm, and unflinching. 

“You know it’s not fair for you to get off and not me,” he pointed out. 

“We are not going to fuck and that is final,” I declared, putting on my sternest expression. 

“How about some oral?” he suggested. 

“That is not an even swap,” I observed. 

“I can make it even,” he offered, smiling, and showing a little of his tongue. Nothing gross. It was kind of cute. 

“I’ll bet you can,” I quipped, and I could feel my cunt start to flow at just the thought of his mouth on me. 

There was a long silence between us. Eventually, I reached out and touched his cock, which was beginning to shrivel. My touch was enough to bring him roaring back. 

“Sit in the chair and I will take care of this. Even up,” I promised. 

I knelt between his legs and stroked his cock gently, bringing it to full attention. He had a nice one. Thick and a smidgen longer than average, and it had a heft to it. I wanted it bad, and over the years, I have remembered how it felt in my hand and imagined how it would feel inside me. 

He thought I was going to suck him dry. I could see the want in his face, but instead, I gave him a fair trade. I used both hands to give him a first-class tug job. I had him ready to explode three times, and twice I cooled him off a little and let him build back up again. When he was ready to blow on the third time, I covered his cock head with my mouth and sucked it all down my throat. He blew one hell of a load, then he went limp. 

I stood up and gave him one last kiss, open-mouthed and with deep tongue.  I didn't wipe the cum off my lips before I kissed him and I still had a little in my mouth, but Lance didn't seem to mind.  He was a real hedonist, which is one of the things that turned me on so much about him. 

“That’s all champ,” I said, “and that is all there will ever be.” 

“As long as we work together,” he added. 

“As long as we work together,” I agreed. 

“You’re fired,” he said. 

“Not funny,” I growled. 

***** 

I purposely sat so that he could see the tops of my pull-up nylons gripping my soft inner thighs. If he only knew all these years how much it excited me that he couldn’t keep his eyes off of my legs.  Sometimes I would pull my skirt up a little, just to ignite his lust as he watched me. More than once my husband Ray got fucked the moment he walked through the door. Of course, he never knew I was thinking of Lance as he pounded my pussy, and I dug my nails into his ass. 

“Why the pull-ups,” he asked. 

“They are comfortable,” I explained. 

“But you always wear pantyhose,” he countered. 

“Pantyhose give me an extra layer of protection. I never know when you and I are going to get carried away. The pantyhose were my security blanket.” 

“And you are not afraid of getting carried away today?” he asked. 

“Frankly, I thought there would be more people around,” I admitted. 

“God, those legs are killing me. Spread them a little further apart,” he demanded. 

“No!” 

“Please. Just a little,” he pleaded and held up two fingers slightly parted.  He could be a real charmer when he wanted to be. Half boy, half stud. 

I sighed and spread my legs a little wider. “That's it!” I declared. I always act like Lance is a pervert and I am just yielding to his pressure to be nice. But actually, turning Lance on turns me on and tonight was no exception. 

“You are beautiful, Rennie,” he said. “I am going to miss you.” 

“Admit it. It excites you when I stare up your dress?  I know you well enough to know that,” he declared. 

“I’ll admit I do like being admired,” I replied, my face brightened into a coy smile. He was dangerously close to the truth, but it was our last meeting. What the fuck! No more charades. 

“Bullshit!” he declared. “You are a fucking exhibitionist.” 

“Only around you and a few others,” I replied. 

“You know I have never seen your snatch. Touched it, but never had the pleasure of just looking at it,” he mused. 

“You keep calling it silly names like snatch and cooze and you never will!” I declared. 

“Sorry, I would love to gaze on what has to be an incredibly sexy vagina,” he corrected. 

“You are looking at it,” I replied. 

“I mean a full, unobstructed view. One I can remember for the rest of my life.” 

“You really are ridiculous,” I answered, smiling. 

“Please, take off your panties. I just want to see it one time.” 

“We are not going to do anything,” I warned. 

“I know. I understand. But I’ve never seen it.” 

“It doesn’t belong to you.  That’s Ray’s territory.” 

“You have made the abundantly clear.” 

“I just want to remember what I missed.” 

“No” I repeated, but my tone had softened, and he could tell I was close to conceding. 

“You have teased me with it all these years. Let me see it. What are you afraid of? I can’t seduce you from clear over here,” he soothed. 

I should not be doing this,” I declared, but in fact, I was overtly excited. I could feel my juices flowing and desires that a married woman should not have were flooding through me. 

I lifted my butt cheeks off the couch and skinned off my panties, then reached down to untangle them from my feet. When I leaned forward my scoop neck gave him a wonderful view of my tits nestled in a lace bra. 

I sat with my legs partially spread, offering him a full unobstructed view of my labia, blocked only by a few soft auburn curls. I don't like to shave, and my pussy hair is sparse.  Ray likes it that way and I know that Lance is a fan of a little hair as well. When I have felt especially naughty, I have worn see-through panties or ones with an extremely narrow crotch and given Lance a few quick peeks. Those were nights that Ray got the rides of his life. 

I tossed Lance my powder blue panties. Before pitching them, I scooted up a little and let my dress ride up even higher. I thought Lance's eyes would bulge right out of their sockets. 

“Jesus what a lovely garden. I’ll bet Ray enjoys that,” Lance said fixing his gaze between my legs. 

“He seems to,” I agreed. 

He held my panties to his nose and took a deep breath. 

“God, you smell good. I bet you taste good too,” he teased. 

“Christ! You really are a freak,” I exclaimed. 

“Come on. It must turn you on seeing some guy obsess over you. Be honest it makes you a little wet.” 

“No not at all,” I lied. 

“Liar, Liar, panties on fire!” he exclaimed. 

“Oh, that’s cute.” 

‘I bet if I came over there and touched you, it would be super wet,” he teased as he rose to cross the room suddenly. 

“You stay right where you are,” I demanded holding up my hand like a traffic cop. 

“I am just filling your glass,” he said innocently. “Don’t be so suspicious.”  He took a bottle from his private stock, the good stuff that he knew was one of my weaknesses. 

“You keep your distance. I know you. You have more scalps on your belt than Geronimo,” I warned. 

“Well, you are not one of them,” he assured. 

“And it’s going to stay that way,” I declared. 

I held out my glass and he poured me a full one, and I took a good-sized drink. 

“I love this stuff, but it kind of sneaks up on me,” I admitted. 

“It can,” he agreed, as he took a seat on the hassock in front of the couch. He was much closer to me now. He peered between my legs with a lust-filled intensity. I didn’t mind him looking, if fact I loved it.  But I was afraid he would see how wet I was. My pussy had to be absolutely dripping. He took one last smell of my panties and handed them back. 

“Keep them. A souvenir,” I offered. 

“What will Ray say. You come home from an office party a little tipsy and with no panties. He’ll be pounding on my door with murder in his heart,” Lance conjectured. 

“Probably would be,” I giggled, and I took another sip. I needed to slow down but couldn’t seem to. 

“Touch it for me,” he urged. 

“What? Hell no! I’ll do no such thing.  I’m not going to stroke myself in front of you.” 

“I just wanted you to touch it to see if it’s wet, but if you want to do more.  ” he quipped and flashed me a roguish smile. 

“This game is over,” I started to slide off the couch, which spread my legs wider and brought my privates even closer to him. 

“Please, this is our last time together. Don't go yet! I will behave. I promise,” he actually sounded sincere, and he crossed his heart like a Boy Scout or something. 

“Impossible!” I judged. I was now on the edge of the couch. My bare cunt within arm’s reach of him and I could see from the bulge in his lap, that his cock was screaming to be free. 

“You liked it when I touched you that one time? I thought you were going to rip my hand off when you came,” he declared. 

“Of course, I did. You are very sexy, and you have great hands. But that was a mistake,” I objected. 

“I remember your hands on me.  They were amazing,” he said. 

“I remember your hands on me,” I admitted.  “They did feel pretty good!” 

“You’re ‘amazing’ and I’m ‘pretty good.’  Maybe we should give it a go,” he offered. 

“Lance, this is making me hot, you have to stop, or I am leaving,” I announced. 

“Just a little reminiscing. That is what going-away parties are all about. Regrets, sweet sorrow, and all of that,” he assured. His voice was innocent and soothing. I knew he was sucking me in. That I was playing with fire. But I stayed anyway. Part of me wanted to get burned. 

“We were a great business team. You made your business and financial goals these last ten years, and I made mine. That might have all ended if I had let you have your way with me,” I observed. 

“Might have been worth it.” 

“I hear you are good, but not that good. You’ve made a fortune, and I socked away a big nest egg and you taught me how to keep it,” I replied. 

“You told me to pretend. If I watch you touch yourself, that is like pretending,” he said, angling the conversation back to seduction. 

“No!” I declared, but I know my voice lacked its previous conviction. He was wearing me down and he knew it. Lance was an expert at finding a woman's week spot. 

“Please, just a couple of strokes,” he pleaded. 

I sighed and spread my legs wider, then I moved my hand to my opening, and ran my fingers up and down my labia. He was right, I was already wet, and it excited me even more to have him watch. He would have been all over me if he knew that I was remembering how his cock tasted. 

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” I said, the expression on my face turning to pure pleasure. Our gazes met and for a moment we exchanged a very serious glance, but he quickly shifted his eyes to my fingers that were rubbing sensuously along my labia lips. 

God, it felt good and Lance watching me made it all the more thrilling.  I imagined how hard he must be and how wonderful that cock of his would feel sliding in and out of me. I closed my eyes and laid my head back on the couch and just enjoyed the experience. After a while, I shifted to my clit and brought myself off quickly by squeezing and vigorously rubbing my hard-little bud. I had two quick orgasms in succession and Lance touched himself when I came the first time. 

Then I moved my fingers back to my opening. I was soaking and I inserted three fingers as deep as I could. He locked eyes with me, and I moaned with every thrust. It was dreamily erotic, but it must have been obvious that I was having trouble getting over the hump for the third time. 

“Will this help?” Lance asked, rubbing his crotch blatantly. The look on his face was pure lust. 

“God yes,” I answered in a low breathy low. 

He eased out his shaft. It was wonderfully hard and stood straight up. He stroked it and I could see the pre-cum ooze over the top of his hand. 

My eyes locked on his shaft, and I could almost feel it poking at my entrance as I diddled myself. 

“Tell me you have thought about riding my cock. That you have dreamed about it slipping in and out of that sweet hot box of yours,” Lance pleaded as he stroked his member. 

“God yes, you know I have you bastard,” I assured, between gasps and moans. 

“You have never played around on Ray? Not even once?” he asked. 

“Never!” I assured. 

“You're lying. I can always tell when you are lying,” he accused, his voice rising with excitement. 

“Just once,” I admitted. 

“Who was it?” 

“Not important,” I replied. 

“Who was it? Do I know him?” he pressed. 

“James Thomas,” I finally confessed. 

“Our James Thomas?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“You little slut,” he quipped. 

“I know,” I agreed. 

“Why?” 

“He is gorgeous,” I said. “I couldn’t help myself.  I was horny and he was there.” 

“How often?” 

“Just once. He wanted more, but once was enough.” 

“Big disappointment huh?” 

“Yes. All looks and not much go,” I admitted as I took another drink. A big one. 

“Serves you right,” he teased. 

“Ass hole,” I spit back. 

“Touch your clit again,” he urged. 

Shut up! I know what I am doing.” 

“This reminds me of the day when you walked in on me when I was riding that sex machine you bought,” I said. 

“That was one of the best days of my life,” he exclaimed. 

“I don’t even know why you had it at the office.  That was very unfair of you. You took advantage of me. That thing was incredible. I was cuming continuously and you violated my privacy. That was a very personal time, and you were not invited,” I declared. 

“You were in my conference room, and I had no way of knowing you were in there. It was after hours. I thought you were gone. I thought everyone was gone,” he objected. 

“I went in there for a private moment, not to be the focus of your voyeurism.” 

“You went in there to see what it was like to be fucked by a machine with unlimited staying power,” he corrected. 

“Everyone has their weaknesses,” I replied as I moved my fingers faster, spreading my legs wider as I slumped down and threw my head back. God, it felt good and Lance’s watching me gave it a special edge. 

***** 

A few years back Lance had dabbled in marketing a fucking machine. It was a saddle arrangement that had a place to screw in plastic cocks of different shapes and sizes. These were then energized by an electric motor that controlled speed, thrust, and angle of penetration. The woman rider straddled the machine and eased herself onto her chosen dildo, then selected the speed and intensity settings most appropriate to her taste. 

It was mostly a lark and a PR stunt, but it had enough business potential to make good conversation. He kept the thing in the main conference room for a while and some of the office girls snuck in and gave it a test drive. The particular night that we were discussing, I was in the pilot’s seat taking myself on a very carnal pleasure cruise. 

I don’t know how long I had been riding it when Lance opened the door.  When that thing was stroking my vagina, I was just floating in a carnal haze and went with it. There is no other word to describe it, except bliss. 

When Lance found me, I was soaked in sweat and flush from repeated orgasms. I don't know how many.  I lost track and then they started coming in waves. I sensed that someone was there, but just didn’t give a fuck.  At that instant, that machine was my whole life. 

“You, OK?” Lance asked as he entered the room. 

I just nodded and kept riding the machine. 

He came up alongside me, his crotch was bulging. I must have been quite a site. My dress was around my waist and my swollen tits were barely contained in a lace bra that was completely soaked in sweat and almost transparent. My nipples were hard as rocks and poked through the wet material like two giant worms straining to be released. They ached to be touched, and I was fondling them, with both hands, when I wasn’t rubbing my clit. I was flush and my hair was sticking to my wet cheeks.  He told me later that my eyes were wild with lust and that is certainly how I felt. 

He stopped next to me; my mouth was only inches from his crotch. I could see his meat throb against his thin suit pants. Leaving one hand to steady myself, I used the other to rub his dick through his pants. I clawed at his zipper and mouth fucked his cock. He reached down and played with my nipples. 

“Squeeze them,” I begged. “Harder, harder!” I demanded. Not sure how he understood me completely. I was talking with his cock in my mouth, and I sure wasn’t going to let it go.  I was in a state of total lust and coming almost continuously. I sucked him off twice and trembled when I felt his sperm fill my mouth.   It was not my best technique, and I was far from gentle. I didn't care one whit for his pleasure.  I just wanted his cock down my throat. 

After I drained him twice, Lance moved around behind me and sat on the saddle. I was still fucking the machine in earnest. He put his arms around me and played with my tits. His big hands felt incredible as he kneaded my breasts. I   arched my back into him, grinding my undulating body against him. I was in constant motion. 

He unhooked my bra and squeezed my nipples and rolled my breasts against his palms, one hand on each tit. Lance had great hands, and he worked my tits like a pro. That machine was fucking wonderful, but it had no warmth.  I realized that when Lance put his arms around me and touched me right where I needed touching. I responded by pressing my body back against his and gyrating even more wildly. He moved one hand from my breast and slid it down my stomach to find my clit. It was huge and when he touched it and pressed it between his fingers I screamed with pleasure. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  Oh Fuck!” 

He continued to rub it and work it and all the time that mechanical cock ravished me. I jerked and bucked and cried out “No. No, I can’t stand it.  Oh God, that feels so good. Please stop. Oh Fuck, Christ, Please no more” I begged him, but he ignore my cries and just kept rubbing my bud. 

A few minutes later I arched my neck toward the ceiling and screamed my head off, then I collapsed in a ball next to the machine. The mechanical cock just kept pumping up and down as if some ghost slut was taking her pleasure.  I had chosen a fairly large dildo with a curve.  It was a perfect fit and spread my opening to a delicious extent and the bent part rubbed right across my G-spot for damn near an hour. 

I was a mess. Lost in lust and desire. I was whimpering and shaking, lying with my legs pulled up as if protecting my pussy from further intrusion. But I did reach down and touch myself. Fuck I was wet, and my pussy was still pumping new fluid. It was so sensitive that one stroke of my labia had me jerking and cuming again. 

I was fucked out and exhausted physically, but emotionally I still wanted to get fucked. I wanted Lance's cock, but was too tired to tell him, so I just lay whimpering and hoping he would slide it into me. 

I lay there a long while and we did not speak. I could sense Lance was still there and I wondered if he was still hard. I imagined him standing over me, stroking his cock and I wondered if he was going to push my legs apart and take me. I was too spent to move or even open my eyes, but I have never wanted to be fucked more in my entire life. I ached for him to devour me, but he didn't. I eventually recovered and we dressed in silence. Neither of us ever mentioned the incident until this night, but I had thought about it often. 

***** 

“I was impressed that you stayed hard after I blew you. That must come in handy for a girl in need,” I said. 

“I was impressed that my cock made it through your blow jobs in one piece,” he replied. “You were more than a little enthusiastic with it.” 

“Not my best work,” I agreed. “I had other considerations going on that night.” 

“I know, I watched you collapse,” he said. 

“Why didn’t you fuck me then? I was certainly ready and right in front of you.” 

“It seemed like taking advantage,” he answered. 

“It would have been, and I might have quit, but at that exact moment I wanted it in me. Was desperate for it in fact.” 

“Most guys would have fucked me right there. Thanks for being you.” 

“Don’t let it get around,” he said, blushing a little. 

“Your secrets are safe with me,” I promised. 

I was still working my pussy, and he was still watching intently. His eyes were glued to my fingers as they stroked my labia and teased my opening. I increased their speed, reaching in deeper. He was stroking his cock as he watched. Nothing strenuous, just enough to keep it hard. 

I was also watching. His cock pulsed and throbbed in his hand, and I could see it oozing pre-cum. I imagined how marvelous his stiffness would feel pressing at my opening and sliding in and out of me. That thought made me squirm and I pumped myself faster and deeper. My fingers were flying in and out of my pussy. He had to see that my whole body was screaming to get fucked. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh,” I yelled suddenly, arching my back, and spreading my legs even wider, and I shook as my fingers continued to slide in and out of my cunt as my labia lips pulsed. 

“That was exciting,” Lance exclaimed. You look lovely when you cum.” 

I was flushed and excited and he could tell. I looked in his eyes and knew he was moving in for the kill. 

He reached over and took my hand. “Let me smell your fingers,” he begged, raising my hand to just below his nose. 

“Your scent is intoxicating,” he grinned lewdly. 

“And you are depraved,” I announced. 

Instead of smelling them, he put my fingers in his mouth and sucked on them. I could almost feel his lips on my labia. 

“Lance, this is crossing the line,” I exclaimed and jerked my hand back. 

He stood up, his cock dangling in front of him, only a few inches from my face. Fuck it was tempting. I could almost smell it. He guided my hand to it and rubbed the back of my hand against its hardness. I turned my hand over and grabbed it. Then reached out with the other one. 

I leaned in to kiss the head and run my tongue up and down its length. 

“Just once for old time’s sake,” I teased, giving him a saucy look. 

“Wait let’s do this right,” he said reaching out and pulling my dress down, exposing my bra. Then he unhooked the clasps, and my breasts popped free. Despite their size, they stood straight out, nipples tight as little pebbles. 

“I have always loved your tits. They are magical!” he exclaimed. 

“You have looked down my dress enough,” I replied.  “They should be old news.” 

“And you let me enough,” he accused. 

“Just providing a little spice to office life,” I quipped. 

“A quick peek doesn’t do them justice.  Those babies were born to be sported,” he declared. 

“You really are a crazy fuck.” I exclaimed, laughing. 

“They have grown since you had your children.” 

“Of course.” 

“I am glad I waited. They are magnificent.” 

“You did not have a choice,” I asserted. 

“I could have demanded that you fuck me when I loaned you the money for your house,” he suggested. 

“You would not have meant it, and I would not have done it, but it would have changed our relationship,” I observed. 

“I know. You're right.  I need to be more appreciative of what I get and not be such a glutton,” he said. 

“You are going to get plenty in the next few minutes, so be happy with it,” I answered. 

He put his hand behind my head and gently guided my mouth to his cock and my lips enveloped his shaft. God, I love sucking a nice cock and since this was our last little adventure, I pressed my lips firmly and slid that baby all the way down my throat. 

I went after that cock like it was my favorite flavor of lollipop. I just held my mouth in position and Lance swung his hips and fucked my face. That left both hands to run up and down his legs and explore his balls and ass crack. If this was it, I wanted to take a few memories of my own home. 

I explored wantonly, massaging with my palms and fingers. I spent a lot of time on his balls and if his cock wasn’t in my mouth, I would have sucked the shit out of them.  He was jerking and whimpering, like he couldn’t stand the pleasure and right when he was about to let go, I stuck my finger up his asshole. 

He dumped a big load down my throat. More than I remembered. Then he dropped to the couch to catch his breath. I just laid back at the other end and spread my legs so he could see how wet I was. I figured that I still had cum on my lips, and I wanted him to see it. He wanted a lewd memory. This was as good as any. 

He just watched me for a few moments. Then he caught his breath. 

“Did you ever tell Ray that you fucked that machine?”  he asked. 

“No!” 

“Why not?” 

“I was afraid he would feel inadequate,” I answered. 

“Is he insecure about the size of his dick?” 

“He is insecure about everything concerning his dick,” I quipped. 

My legs were still spread, and I stroked myself a little. His cock stood straight up as he watched me. He was ready to go again. 

‘Here’s the deal,” I announced. 

“I love deals,” Lance answered. 

I am going to let you play around a little. But no penetration. That’s off the table, but I will ride your rail and maybe tease myself with that monster of yours,” I declared. 

“Thanks for the compliment. But it’s not that big,” he corrected. 

“It bigger than I am used to,” I assured. 

“You mean that giant husband of yours has a little weenie?” 

“Are your trying to blow his deal?” I warned. “I am offering to rub my wet pussy against your bare cock, and you pick this time to insult my husband?” 

“No, No. Sorry. Deal! Nice lady!” he said, dropping to the floor. 

I spread my legs and straddled him, just like I had the sex machine. 

“Take your dress off, I can’t see what you are doing.  It’s covering all the action,” he complained. 

I pulled off my dress. The only thing I was still wearing were my nylon pull-ups, sheer to about mid-thigh. 

I gave his shaft a few strokes to harden it up and then scooted my snatch right up against it. I pushed his cock against my labia with one hand, stroking it and rubbing it against my vaginal lips. I thrust my hips forward, forcing it flat against his stomach and massaging myself along its length. 

I rode his cock and teased it and rubbed its head at my opening while I moaned and kept getting wetter and wetter and hotter and hotter.  Occasionally Lance reached in to rub my clit or my crack or to tease my opening when he was not playing with my tits. 

I was up on one leg and running his cock head along my opening, pushing it in just half an inch or so. I would push it against my entrance then pull it out and run its length along my labia and rub my clit with its harness. I had kind of coopted the game for my own needs.  His cock was my sex toy, and I was going to bleed it for all the pleasure it had to give. 

I’m sure Lance was getting his share because his moans and whimpers sure sounded like a plea to never stop.  I had his cock head part way in, and he was squeezing my nipples, and it felt so fucking good, that I wanted it all. 

Without warning I slid his cock all the way in. Just dropped my weight and impaled myself. He looked at me in surprise and I shrugged my shoulders, tilted my head slightly and declared. “Fuck it!” 

I raised up enough to put it right back at the entrance, then I took it in slowly, savoring the way it stretched my cunt walls. A couple of times I halted and backtracked an inch or two and then continued. 

“God that is a nice cock,” I sighed. “I have been wanting to do this a long, long, time.” 

“Ten years,” he agreed. 

“Five years,” I corrected. 

“What the hell happened five years ago?” he asked. 

“I watched you fuck that little brunette that used to be Mark’s secretary,” I admitted. 

“You scamp you,” he declared. 

“I came back to get something, and you guys were going at it like teenagers at a drive-in.  I watched you through a crack in the door and she was screaming like you were the god of pleasure. I got so excited I stripped off my panties and pantyhose and did myself twice right outside your office door. If you had discovered me, I probably would have been up for a threesome,” I teased and gave my ass a little twitch when I said “threesome.” 

I felt his cock swell a little and smiled. “That thought excite you?” 

“Fuck yes,” he admitted. 

I raised my ass almost all the way off of his cock and then slid down it again slowly. 

“Fuck that’s nice,” I cooed. Fucking him leisurely, languidly, milking his cock for every drop of pleasure it had to offer. 

I pushed my pussy down over his shaft, eager for his hardness. He thrust his hips up to meet me and reached to caress my breasts. His hands were soft, his touch needy. He’d spent hours peeking at them, and I‘d wanted him to touch them every day for ten years.  My nipples were throbbing, aching to be kissed, and squeezed and when he pinched them, I shook with the forbidden pleasure of it. 

Eventually, we rolled, and he took the top. Thats when we sped up and got down to some serious fucking. I came several times, and I bucked wildly, but Lance just kept slamming it in. We both got pretty vocal.  We had been waiting a long time for this fuck and we were both relishing the moment. 

I felt him tense, and he moaned “I’m coming” and tried to pull out. I locked my legs around him, pulling him in tight. “Go Lance, Go baby,” I whispered in his ear. Then I lifted my ass off the floor, pulled him in  as deep as possibles, and came with him. 

We just clung to one another for the longest time. I loved the way he jerked and groaned, and his muscles tensed. I’d always wondered about that.   Those details weren’t in my fantasies.    

Me, I was a fucking vibrator. I shook and shuddered and screamed. Shreaked is a better word. My legs spasmed and my whole body convulsed. It was a fucking doozy. I don’t remember a bigger one, and it overwhelmed me.  I got lost in it and lay there for a long time wondering when he was going to touch me again. Wanting him again, but also wanting to get dressed and go home. This part of my life was over. 

Then he rolled into me and ran his hands over my body, kissing me gently a few times. 

“Was that what you expected?” he asked. 

“I expected you to stay hard longer, after all the stories I've heard,” I teased. 

He flipped me over and buried his face between my legs. My pussy was soaked and full of his cum. Despite our fucking juices and his cum, he sank his tongue in deep and swirled it around, touching as much of my vaginal walls as he could reach. 

I responded by pressing his head against my mound and moaning loudly. There was plenty of fluid. I thought he might drown in it, and more was flowing with every swish of his tongue. When he sucked my labia lips into his mouth, I wrapped my legs around his head, but when he tongued my clit, I bucked like I had been hit with a cattle prod. 

My husband, Ray, isn’t really an oral guy and it had been a long time since I’d had a good pussy licking.  When Lance gently put his teeth on my stiff bud, I arched my body back and screamed at the top of my lungs, while convulsing against his mouth. 

I hoped the party had cleared out. I envisioned people looking at one another and nodding their heads knowingly, “They are finally fucking.” I knew there was no one out there stupid enough to knock on Lance’s locked door unless they mistook passion for murder. 

When he came up for air I was whimpering and shaking. 

“See what you have been missing,” he bragged. 

“It was worth the wait,” I assured. “But I need to get home,” I added, casting about for my clothes. 

“We both stood up, his cock was still hard and standing straight.” 

“Jesus, you are ready again. That is impressive,” I admitted. 

He pulled me to him and kissed me passionately and I responded with equal fervor. 

“I really do have to go,” I announced, pushing him gently away. But he grabbed my hand and drew it to his cock. My fingers encircled it. 

“Oh God Lance. I still want it,” I exclaimed. 

He spun me around and bent me forward over the couch arm with my ass toward him and he entered me with no warning and no ceremony. 

“Oh God that is in so deep,” I gasp as he began to pound me with prolonged, forceful thrusts, that verged on violence. I was groaning and whimpering and crying a little.  I pushed my hand down between the couch and my legs and started to rub my clit. 

For a guy that had already shot two bullets, he had plenty of staying power and he began to hammer me ruthlessly, ramming his cock into me with a ferocity driven by years of desire. I was leaning way over the couch, my ass stretched out, my butt hole puckered. He ran a finger up and down my ass crack and teased my anus, before shoving his thumb up my hole. 

I was moaning continuously “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” for a while and then “Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me.”  I was changing phrases every minute or so. “Harder, Harder, Harder. Don’t stop, Don’t stop, Don’t stop.”  He pounded into me for a long, long time. He was fucking tireless, and I wanted all that he could give me.  It was like he was making up for all those times we didn’t fuck but wanted to. 

When he finally came, he shot a bigger load than I expected, and his cock went limp almost immediately. His knees went weak, and he staggered then collapsed on the floor. I was still bent over the edge, heaving and panting. I pushed myself up and fell on the floor next to him. 

“Well, you got your fuck,” I panted. 

“Thank you,” he gasp. 

“You need to put me back on the payroll because I may need the health insurance,” I teased. 

“I thought you liked it, or I would have stopped,” he promised. 

“I like alcohol too, but if you drink it too fast if will kill you,” I quipped. 

“Quit teasing. Are you Ok? Did I hurt you?” he demanded. 

“No, I am fine, and you were incredible, but never again. I am a domestic, not a warrior,” I informed. 

We sat there in silence for a moment and then he watched me dress. Then he walked me to the door, and we enjoyed a long lingering kiss. My hand dropped to his stiff shaft, and I gave it a few strokes. Without warning he picked me up by the waist with one hand, and with the other hand, swept his desk free of its contents. Just like in the movies. 

“Lance we can’t,” I protested, but my body was sending a very different signal.  

He laid me on the desk, pulled my dress up, spread my legs apart, and ripped the crotch right out of those powder blues. Then he rammed his cock all the way in. 

“Oh God!” I screamed. 

He used my thighs as handles and pulled my snatch over his cock and pounded me mercilessly with long powerful thrusts that made me gasp with each stroke. From a standing position he could focus all his strength on pummeling my opening and he ravaged it over and over and over. 

He was grunting and I was screaming, and we fucked like two animals in some pre-dawn age. I don’t know how long we fucked.  It was a considerable amount of time. I rubbed my breasts through my dress periodically and squeezed my nipples and fingered my bud almost continuously. One hand on my tits and the other on my clit. I was exhausted, but he just kept pounding. It would be his fourth shot, but he was as hard as the first minute he slipped it in. 

If there had been a metronome in the room, I am sure he could have set rhythm by it. He was relentless. He was hard as a rock but seemed to be having trouble emptying his gun. He just kept ramming it into me and kept changing the pace and holding my body up to change the angle and get some more friction or something. I was incredibly wet and could hear his cock sloshing on each thrust. Finally, thankfully, he seemed to be on the home sprint, and he increased the speed of his strokes. I threw my pussy up at him,  trying to help him  out., I sensed the end and wrapped my legs around him to give him a good finish. 

I was whimpering and gasping and looking at Lance with a mixture of lust and exhaustion. But when I felt his cum splatter against my internal walls, I came instantly. Like I had been waiting there patiently, for just the right moment to cut loose. 

We tried to cling to one another, but fatigue took over and Lance collapsed, and I fell back on his desktop. 

“What the hell was that all about?” I asked. 

“That was about four shots,” he answered through gasps for air. 

“I don’t understand,” I replied. 

“I hardly ever go four shots. I wanted you to know you are special,” he said. 

“Special or not, I don’t think I can fucking walk,” I exclaimed. 

Lance was lying on the floor, and I hurriedly put myself back together. Then I stood over him and he could look up my skirt and see my naked cunt oozing cum. I dropped the shreds of my powder blue panties onto his face. “You might as well keep these. Better to go home without them than the condition they’re in,” I mused. 

He was still lying on the floor when I knelt beside him and kissed him softly, with just the right amount of tongue to be romantic. 

“This is it, sweetie. Goodbye, Lance. I will miss you too.” I declared. 

And then I closed the door behind me. 

***** 
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