

Copyright 2026 Leo Michaels

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. All rights reserved.

This story is entirely a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

WORKING FOR MY BEST FRIEND’S MILF MOM

By

LEO MICHAELS

A bit nervous but mostly excited, I enter the building that contains the office where I start working today.

At 21 years of age, It's my first job, and if I'm honest, not my first choice, but since finishing college I'd had no luck getting employment, and so my best friend Adam's mom, Sandra, had offered me a spot on her small team of accountants, telling me it would basically be: "Putting numbers that are on paper into a computer". Something that my arts degree didn't train me for, but I was happy to have the job.

I think possibly Sandra doesn't particularly need me, and the job is actually her being really nice to me, so I'm extremely thankful for the chance to earn some money and keen to do a great job anyway, even if it will technically just be busywork.

Plus...Sandra is extraordinarily sexy. Like...a total bombshell MILF. I've had a secret and powerful crush on her for years. I've jerked off to thoughts of her hundreds of times. The chance to see her every day, to be near her, was a hell of a bonus, getting paid to be close to my fantasy woman.

As I walk towards her office, my mind wanders, picturing her. She's in her early fifties, but you'd never guess it. She keeps herself in incredible shape, and her tits...god, her tits are legendary. Massive, natural, and always perfectly showcased in whatever she wears. I've spent more hours than I can count imagining what it would be like to have my hands, my mouth, my cock buried in that glorious cleavage. The sweet plump peach of her ass equally amazing, the two voluptuous body parts combining to give her a classic hourglass figure, my voice often cracking whilst greeting her when going to hang out with Adam.

I get to the door of her firm, assuming a small office beyond the door, similar to the dozen or so other businesses run from this building, and, after taking a few breaths, walk inside, a reception desk with an attractive 20-something behind it and what looks like 4 cubicles behind her, a small coffee area along one wall and I assume the far door containing Sandra's private office. A young woman with bright pink hair looks over the top of her cubicle at me as the receptionist smiles up at me.

"Uhh, hi. I'm Jake. I'm starting here today?" I say, my tone making it sound like a question, the receptionist, whose name-tag reads Candice, beams at me.

"Hi, Jake! We're so excited to have you!" she says, her smile dazzling and her eyes giving me a quick, appreciative once-over. "Sandra is in her office. I'll let her know you're here," She says, picking up the phone and pressing a button, offering me a seat next to a potted plant with a gesture and a smile while she puts the phone to her ear.

I sit, trying to look casual, my eyes flicking around the room past the reception desk. There are three other women here, all of them young, probably around my age or a little older. They're all attractive in their own way, but none of them holds a candle to Sandra. The pink-haired one, whose name tag reads 'Chloe', gives me a little wave and a wink. The other two, a blonde and a raven-haired Asian, are whispering to each other and glancing my way, giggling.

My face flushes. I'm not used to this kind of attention, especially from so many women at once. I've always been a bit shy, a bit awkward around girls I find attractive. I run a hand through my hair, fidgeting, my gaze fixed on the door to Sandra's office, waiting.

A few minutes pass, the three women continuing to glance over periodically, their whispers getting a little bolder, the receptionist smiling, and I start to feel a bit like a piece of meat on display at a butcher shop. I shift in my seat, aware that my cock is feeling plump and won't take much to start getting hard. Then, thankfully the door to the office opens, and Sandra appears, a welcome distraction from sitting there thinking about a boner.

My breath catches in my throat. Maybe this isn't such a good distraction from getting horny.

She's wearing a tight, white blouse, the buttons straining over the impressive swell of her chest. It's professional, but it might as well be transparent for the way it showcases her assets. Her skirt is a simple black pencil skirt that hugs her hips and falls to her knees, but on her, it's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. Her dark hair is pulled back in a severe-looking bun, but a few strands have escaped to frame her face, softening the look. She's not wearing much makeup, but she doesn't need it. She's just...stunning.

"Jake," she says, her voice a low, husky purr that sends a shiver down my spine. "Sorry about the wait, I was on the phone with a client," She says, kissing my cheek as I stand up, her lips soft and her perfume alluring. I can feel the heat from her body, and I have to fight the urge to lean in closer. My cock, which was just plump, starts its steady growth toward being rock hard. I'm suddenly very glad I'm wearing loose-fitting jeans.

"No problem at all," I manage to stammer out, my voice cracking slightly, "Thank you so much for this, Sandra, I genuinely appreciate it."

She smiles warmly, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Come. I'll give you the grand tour," she says, leading me around the reception desk, Candice giving me a little smile and a "good luck!' wave as we go.

"Jake, this is Chloe, Madison, and Priya," Sandra says, gesturing to the three young women. "They do most of the client-facing work, and Candice runs the front desk," She explains as I say a series of awkward 'hellos' and get a series of warm, flirty smiles in return.

"And this is your desk," she says, pointing to an empty cubicle next to Chloe. "Chloe will be showing you the ropes today, getting you set up on the system, and running through our filing procedures. I'm sure you'll pick it up in no time."

"Awesome, thanks, Chloe," I say, smiling at her, my eyes lingering on her pink hair and a few piercings in her ears. She winks at me.

"No problem, newbie. We'll have you up to speed in a jiffy," she says, her tone playful and suggestive.

Sandra watches our interaction, and her smile tightens almost imperceptibly, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes.

"Come, let's finish the tour," Sandra says, her hand brushing my lower back as she guides me away from the cubicles. The contact is fleeting, but it sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. I have to physically stop myself from shivering with pleasure.

She leads me to a small area along a wall of the office. "This is our coffee zone," she announces, her voice bright and professional again. "Keeps the engine running." There's a fancy espresso machine, a small fridge, and a shelf lined with mugs, some of them with funny sayings, some with the company logo. "Help yourself to anything. The good stuff's in the top cabinet," she adds with a conspiratorial wink, leaning closer to me. Her scent once again washes over me, making my head spin. My cock strains against the fabric of my jeans, a hard, insistent pressure.

Next, she points to a door down a short hallway, "Bathroom's just in there. And finally," she says, her tone shifting as she places her hand on the polished wood of the door at the very end of the hall, "My office."

She pushes the door open and gestures for me to enter. Her office at first looks like a pretty normal office, but then, I start to notice little details. The framed black-and-white photos on the wall, not of her family or pets, but of sensual, abstract nudes. Some small sculptures on a shelf that at first look abstract unless you see they're again, sensual nudes, bodies in the midst of writhing. The lighting is warm and dim, coming from a stylish lamp on her desk instead of the harsh overhead fluorescents in the main office. And the scent...oh god, the scent. It's her perfume, but stronger, more concentrated. It's a heady, intoxicating mix of jasmine and something darker, muskier, something that screams 'sex'. It's the scent I've imagined a thousand times, the one that fills my dreams and fuels my late-night fantasies after visiting Adam and her.

She moves behind her large oak desk, and I watch her, mesmerized. She sits, crossing her legs slowly, deliberately. Her skirt rides up just a fraction, revealing a sliver of smooth, toned thigh. I can't tear my eyes away. My breath hitches in my throat.

"So," she says, leaning forward on her elbows, her hands clasped in front of her. The movement pushes her magnificent breasts together, creating a deep, shadowed valley of cleavage that I desperately want to explore. "Any questions so far, Jake?"

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. "No," I manage to say, my voice barely a whisper. "I...I think I'm good. Again, I really appreciate this, Sandra."

"It's my pleasure, Jake. You've always been wonderful when you're at my place, and I see no reason why you won't be wonderful here, too. This office...it can be a little...estrogen-heavy. It'll be nice to have a different energy around. A masculine presence."

"Heh, I'm not sure I'm exactly a manly-man or anything, but I'll give it a try," I say, trying to make a joke, but it falls flat. My heart pounds in my chest, the air in her office is so thick with her scent and my own arousal that it's hard to breathe.

She laughs. A pleasant, seductive sound, "Oh, I think you're more manly-man than you realize, Jake."

Her eyes hold mine, and for a moment, I feel like she can see right through me, right into my head, right into all those secret, dirty thoughts I've had about her for years. The thought sends a hot spike of lust through me, and my cock throbs in my jeans. I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without being obvious.

She stands up suddenly. "Alright. Enough of the grand tour. I should let you get to it. Chloe's waiting for you. I'll check in on you both later." She walks me to the door of her office, her hand again brushing against my lower back, the touch electric.

I walk back to my new cubicle, quietly adjusting my erection before sitting down, Chloe joining me, standing behind me and leaning over my shoulder, excited like a puppy.

"Ok, newbie! Let's get you logged in," she says, tapping the keyboard to bring the computer's screen to life, "Your temp password is 'HotMama69'. Don't ask," she giggles, "Sandra's idea of a joke. I think she finds it funny to see new hires blush."

My face flames. 'HotMama69'. An image of Sandra, naked, on her hands and knees, her perfect ass in the air, flashes through my mind. Underneath her, waiting for her to park that sweet pussy on my face while her mouth wraps around my cock-

"Something funny?" Chloe asks, noticing my blush.

"Just...the password," I mumble, typing it in, "It's...something else."

"She's a character, our boss," Chloe says, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She leans in closer, her breath warm against my ear. "Don't let the professional exterior fool you. There's a wild woman in there. We've all seen glimpses. The stories we could tell..."

My mind races. What stories? What glimpses? I want to ask, to beg her for details, but I can't. I just nod, trying to look cool and unfazed, and failing miserably, wondering what side of Sandra these women have seen that I haven't?

The next couple of hours are a blur of tutorials and file transfers. Chloe is a good teacher, patient and funny, but she's also constantly touching me. A hand on my shoulder when she leans over to point something out on the screen. A playful nudge with her hip as she walks past my desk. A light, lingering touch on my arm when she makes a joke. Madison and Priya also seem to spend as much time standing with Chloe behind me as not, my male radar very aware of the proximity of three attractive women so close to me, often so close I can barely move in my seat without brushing against one of them, my cock basically on high-alert for hours.

During a lull, Sandra comes out of her office. I see her glance over at us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she takes in the scene: Chloe leaning over my shoulder, her pink hair brushing against my cheek, Madison and Priya hovering nearby, all of them giggling and flirting. A strange expression crosses her face. It's there and gone in a flash, but I catch it. It's not anger, not exactly. It's something else. Possessiveness? Jealousy? The thought sends a fresh jolt of arousal through me, my cock, still hard, jerks and twitches.

"Everything going alright over here?" Sandra asks, her voice a little too bright, a little too sharp as she walks over.

"Perfectly, boss!" Chloe chirps, not moving an inch. "Jake's a natural. He'll be running this place in a week."

Sandra's smile is tight. "That's...great to hear. I told you not to worry, Jake, you're fitting in perfectly," She says, patting my shoulder, almost possessively, like she's marking me as hers subconsciously, under her protection, off-limits, taboo or something, Chloe on one side and Sandra on the other, with Madison and Priya still standing by. My cock pulses, a bead of pre-come soaking into my boxers. It feels like being in the middle of a pack of lionesses, and I'm the only zebra on the savanna. I am prey.

She lingers for a moment, her hand still on my shoulder, her eyes meeting mine. Her smile is 100% professional, but I feel there's a thousand unspoken words going on between all the women.

Then, just as quickly as the feeling appeared, it passes. She straightens up, her professional mask back in place. "I'll leave you guys to it," she says, before turning and walking back to her office. I watch her go, my eyes glued to the hypnotic sway of her hips. The moment she's gone, the tension in the air dissipates. The girls are back to their usual bubbly selves, but the dynamic has shifted. There's an unspoken challenge now, a competition for my attention. And I am in the middle of it.

The rest of the day continues pretty much like that, with Chloe teaching me the ropes and flirting, and Madison and Priya dividing their time between working and standing very close to me and flirting, and with the occasional flirtation from a passing Candice as she grabs a coffee or cookie. I'm not so gullible as to think I'm some super-sexy stud and none of them can resist me, I understand it's probably more pride amongst the women as to who can get me, with 'me' being borderline replaceable with any other male, but it still feels pretty good and I'm floating on a cloud of happiness by knocking off time.

"Did you take the bus here, Jake?" Sandra asks from her office, the other women all pulling on their coats and grabbing their handbags.

"Yeah."

"Alright, hang about a minute, and I'll give you a lift home," She replies with a smile, Boss Sandra morphing into Adam's Mom Sandra.

The other women wave their goodbyes, a chorus of "See you tomorrow, Jake!" following them out the door. Soon, it's just me and Sandra in the quiet office. The air feels different, heavier now that the bubbly energy of the other women is gone. She locks the front door as we exit, the click of the deadbolt echoing in the silence.

"Come on then," she says, her smile easy and warm, the boss persona completely shed, leading us to the parking lot.

"So," she says, in what feels like a careful tone, "Seems like you made quite an impression on the girls."

My face heats up. "Oh. Uh, yeah, I guess. They're all really nice. Super friendly."

She laughs, a low, knowing sound as she unlocks her car. I slide into the passenger seat, her butt amazing as I watch her get into the driver's seat.

"Nice? Jake, they were practically climbing over your desk," she says, pulling out of the parking space and onto the street. She glances at me, a playful glint in her eye. "Chloe especially. She's a bit of a shark when she sees something she wants. You'd better watch out."

"I...I didn't really notice," I lie, my pulse quickening. Of course, I noticed. Every single second of it.

"No?" she says, her voice dripping with skepticism. She changes gears, her hand resting on the stick shift close to my knee. "Madison and Priya were practically drooling. Candice was giving you the eye from behind her desk all day. You must have noticed. You're not blind, are you?"

"I mean...they were just being friendly, I think," I mumble, looking out the window, trying to hide the blush creeping up my neck.

She laughs again. "Friendly? Jake, please. I've been managing that little gaggle of horny twenty-somethings for a couple of years now. I know 'friendly' and I know what I saw today. What I saw was a pack of wolves that hasn't seen fresh meat in a very long time."

The car falls silent for a moment. I can feel her eyes on me, even though I'm still looking out the window. This almost feels...like a test or something.

"Hah, well, if you're right, then I guess it's possible. Even chopped liver would look amazing if you haven't had any meat in a while."

"They're not starving in that sense, Jake. They've dated. They go out. But there's a difference," she says, her tone shifting, becoming more serious, more...personal, "You're new. You're a mystery. You're also...Adam's friend. That makes you safe. And forbidden. That's a potent combination for a young woman."

"Well. I mean...I'm certainly not going to do anything silly and wreck a job I just got, if you're worried about me thinking with my...you know," I say, wondering if that's her concern.

"Oh, don't worry about that, Jake. I'm not a monster. Handsome young man gets propositioned by a bunch of women at once. I can hardly blame him if he indulged himself in some after-hours recreational activity. Which begs the most important question of all."

"Yes?"

"Which one? Who does Jake go home with? Who do you pick?" she says, her eyes still on the road, but I feel like she is looking deep inside me.

"I don't...I mean, I'm not thinking like that. I was just happy to get through the day without making a complete fool of myself."

"Aww. That's adorable," she says, a genuine smile touching her lips. "You're a good boy, aren't you, Jake?"

The way she says 'good boy' sends a jolt directly to my groin. It's not a question. It's an assessment. A label. And it makes my cock rock hard again in an instant. I shift in my seat, trying to find a more comfortable position for the sudden erection trapped in my jeans.

"I try to be," I finally manage to say, my voice hoarse.

"I know you do," she says, her voice dropping to that husky purr that makes my balls ache. She glances over at me, her eyes dark, intense. "But a 'good boy' can still have desires. Can't he? So go on, not as your boss, but as Adam's Mom, fill me in on the gossip! Which one would you sleep with first?"

My throat goes completely dry. My mind is a scramble of panicked thoughts. You. The answer is you. But I can't say that. She's my best friend's mom. She's now my boss too. Saying it out loud would be a catastrophic mistake, a line I can never uncross.

"I...uhhh...I wouldn't want to pick."

"So, there's no one in the office you want more than the others?" Sandra asks, her tone light, but I feel something deeper is going on again, another test.

"Ummm..." I say, glancing over at her, wondering what would happen if I admitted my feelings for her, possibly a slap and a record job loss.

"Ok, I'll stop pushing for an answer," Sandra says, suddenly happy, the rest of the car ride quiet and mellow, Sandra pulling up outside my house.

"Would you like me to pick you up tomorrow? Save you a slow bus ride," she asks, her smile genuine.

"Oh. Yes, please. That would be amazing," I say, grateful, fumbling with the seatbelt as I get out.

"See you in the morning then, Jake," she says, before driving off.

I go inside, my mind racing. The entire day replays in my head on a loop: the constant, low-level flirting from the girls, the possessive glint in Sandra's eyes, the heady, intoxicating scent of her office, and finally, those loaded questions in the car. Does she feel protective of me, and she's trying to protect me from 'loose women'? Is she jealous of other women flirting with me? Does she actually like me more than I've realised? Or some kinda mix of two or all three things?

I think about all the times I've talked to Sandra in the past, and while she's always been friendly, I have always assumed the smitten feeling was strictly one way, but the woman I saw in the office today was a different Sandra... more predatory. More assertive. A woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to go after it.

*   *   *

The next morning, I'm waiting on the curb when Sandra pulls up. The car engine purrs to a stop and I slide into the passenger seat, the air inside is already thick with her intoxicating perfume, that same heady mix of jasmine and musk that clouds my thoughts and makes my blood run hot.

She's wearing another one of her professional-but-sexy outfits. Today it's a deep blue silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to give a tantalizing glimpse of the lacy edge of her bra and the soft swell of her breasts. Her dark hair is down today, cascading in loose waves over her shoulders. She looks effortlessly gorgeous, and my throat immediately goes dry, like when you got seated next to a girl you had a crush on back in school.

"Morning, Jake," she says, her voice a husky purr that makes my cock twitch. She glances over at me, her eyes lingering for a moment on my lips before flicking back to the road. "Sleep well?"

"Good morning. Yeah, thanks, like a log," I say, trying to sound casual and trying even harder to keep my legs off her toned thighs as she flexes her legs and we drive off.

We fall into a comfortable silence. I steal glances at her out of the corner of my eye, at the way the morning light catches the silver threads in her dark hair, at the elegant line of her throat as she checks her blind spot. My mind replays yesterday, her loaded questions, the possessive way she touched my shoulder. Was I reading too much into it? Wishing for something that isn't there, my libido acting crazy after a day spent with a small group of hot women?

When we get to the office, the dynamic is different from the second I walk in with her. The girls are already there, bright and bubbly in their morning caffeine rush. But when they see me walk in with Sandra, the energy shifts. The friendly chatter dies down, and a series of pointed looks passes between them.

"Morning, boss!" Chloe chirps, but her eyes are on me, a challenging glint in them.

"Morning, all," Sandra says, her smile cool and professional. She gives my arm a brief, almost proprietary squeeze before heading for her office. "Don't work him too hard, girls. He's still new," she adds over her shoulder, a thinly veiled warning.

The moment her office door clicks shut, they descend. Chloe is at my desk in an instant, perching on the corner and leaning in close.

"So," she says with a smile, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. "The boss gives you a ride to work? And what do you have to do in return, give her a 'ride' on you in return?"

My face heats up, "What? No, we've known each other for years. She's just being nice."

"Haha, we know that doofus! That was a joke," Chloe laughs, punching my shoulder playfully, Madison and Priya laughing too.

Blushing a bit for taking them so literally, I smile too, trying to relax, Chloe looking at me thoughtfully for a second.

"Although, judging from your reaction...I think it's safe to say that maybe Jake here has a bit of a crush on the boss?" She opines, Madison and Priya both raising their eyebrows and looking at me closely too, suddenly feeling very on the spot, my poker face terrible.

"No way! She's my best friend's Mom!" I squeak in denial, the three of them all looking at one another in shock, their mouths all O's.

"Oh my God!"

"He does!"

"Totally!"

Holy shit this can't be happening, I think to myself, years of a secret crush on my best friend's mom uncovered within 24 hours of being anywhere near her in public.

"Candice, come here!" Chloe whispers loudly somehow, Candice coming over, while I try to ignore them, focusing on the computer screen, understanding that talking will probably only dig the hole I'm now in deeper.

"He has a thing for Sandra!" Chloe tells Candice quietly, glancing over at Sandra's closed office door, Candice also making an O of her mouth.

"And we can all see Sandra has a thing for him," Madison says, Priya and Chloe nodding, my head whipping around to them at that, my heart thumping.

"I mean...it's not that obvious," Chloe says, looking at me, "But she's not...subtle. Yesterday when we were all playfully flirting with you, she had a face on her like she was going to eat all of us alive." The four of them giggle, my mind going into a frenzy. Did she really look like that? Or are these women just bored and making a game of it with the new guy?

"She's been weirdly protective too," Priya adds. "Like a lioness with her cub. I thought she was going to scratch my eyes out at one point when I got a little too close to you."

"I noticed that too!" Madison chimes in. "She gave me the evil eye for just smiling at you."

"Ok, ok, settle down," Chloe says, waving her hands at them, but she's grinning from ear to ear. "Let's not scare him away on his second day. But seriously, Jake," she says, turning her attention back to me, her expression a mixture of mischief and genuine curiosity. "You've known Sandra for what, years? So...have you maybe developed a little bit of a crush on her?"

"Err, I mean..." I say, trying to think, knowing if I outright deny it they won't believe me, but maybe I can downplay it? "I mean, she's obviously very beautiful?"

"Lots of people are beautiful, Jake, but that doesn't mean you have a crush on them," Candice says, grinning and seeing straight through me, "We're asking if you're a bit...smitten with her?"

I look at them, four faces watching me expectantly like I'm about to deliver a big line from a romance movie.

"I mean...she's pretty cool, yeah," I mumble.

The four women share a collective, triumphant 'awwww', that makes my face burn even hotter.

"It's ok, Jake," Chloe says, patting my arm. "We get it. She's a total MILF. If I were a guy, I'd probably have a massive hard-on for her too."

The language, so blunt and so close to my own secret thoughts, makes my cock twitch. The word 'hard-on' from Chloe's pretty lips is incredibly hot.

"Ok, so. Jake likes the boss. We're certain the boss has something for Jake, too. What are we going to do about it, ladies?" Madison asks.

"Do about it?" I almost squawk, choking on air.

"Oh, don't look so panicked, newbie," Chloe says, leaning back on my desk and crossing her arms, a thoughtful, mischievous glint in her eyes. "We're not going to do anything to you. We're going to do something for you."

"For me?" I ask, my voice cracking slightly.

"For us," Madison corrects, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "It's a classic case of mutually assured destruction, or in this case, mutually assured satisfaction. If we can't have the cute new guy, then by God, we're going to have some fun while we set him up with the one who can have him."

I blink, my mind trying to process what she's saying. It sounds like they're talking about some kind of elaborate, multi-layered plan. And I'm the pawn.

"Okay, let me spell it out for you, Jake," Chloe says, leaning in again, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Sandra is jealous. We all saw it yesterday. She looked at us like we were a pack of hyenas trying to steal her favorite bone."

"A very...prominent...bone, I might add," Candice chimes in, her eyes flicking down to my crotch and back up again so fast I almost miss it. A fresh wave of heat washes over me, "Don't think for a second we haven't noticed the size of your bulge, Jake." She adds, the other three sharing amused nods with one another.

"The problem," Chloe continues, "Is that our dear boss is also...restrained. She's 'Adam's mom'. She's 'the boss'. I'm sure she thinks she can't make a move on you. So she's just sitting in her office, stewing in her own jealousy, probably fantasizing about you kicking in her door and bending her over her desk."

"So," Priya says, stepping forward and placing her hands on my desk, leaning over it to look me right in the eye while I linger on the 'bending her over' thought that entered my head, "We're going to help her get over that little hurdle. We're going to push her into action. We're going to make her so jealous, so absolutely consumed by the thought of one of us having you, that she won't be able to stop herself. She'll have to claim you."

"Claim me?" I repeat, the words sounding foreign and thrilling on my tongue.

"That's right, sweetie," Madison says, now standing behind me, her hands resting on the top of my chair, her body a warm presence at my back. "She's going to have to stake her claim. Before one of us does."

I'm trapped. Trapped in a warm, perfumed, beautiful cage. The four of them surrounding me, sizing me up, exchanging glances that convey God knows what unspoken information between them.

"So here's the plan," Chloe says, her voice low and excited. "Get ready. We're going to turn the flirting up to eleven. We're going to touch you more. We're going to lean in closer. We're going to whisper things in your ear that would make a sailor blush. We're going to make sure every single time Sandra looks out of her office, she sees something that makes her want to throw a computer monitor across the room."

"And when she can't take it anymore," Madison adds, her lips brushing against my ear, her voice a husky whisper that makes my whole body break out in goosebumps. "When she sees me, for example, about to give you a thank you kiss for fixing a paper jam, for example...that's when you'll see the real Sandra."

"She'll practically drag you into her office by your hair," Priya purrs, her eyes glinting with amusement. "And lock the door."

"And then...well," Chloe says with a final, triumphant grin. "Let's just say we expect you to come back from your 'private meeting' with your hair a mess and a very, very satisfied look on your face. So, sound good, Jake?"

My head spins. These women are crazy. And brilliant. And I am putty in their hands. I look from one expectant face to the next. A part of me, the shy, cautious part, is screaming that this is a terrible idea. But the other part, the part that has spent years dreaming of Sandra, that spent yesterday half-hard in a state of constant arousal, is roaring its approval.

"Okay," I hear myself say, "Okay. Let's do it."

A collective, excited gasp goes through the four of them.

"Excellent!" Chloe says, clapping her hands together. "Operation: Make Momma  Bear Jealous is a go. Phase One begins now. Priya, you're on lookout duty. You've got the best view of her office door."

Priya nods, a determined look on her face. "I'm on it. If she even looks like she's getting up, I'll give a signal."

"Alright, ladies, let's get to work," Madison says, rubbing her hands together with glee. "Let's make Sandra jealous."

The day begins. The energy in the office is electric, a potent mix of unspoken conspiracy and genuine flirtation. The girls don't waste any time. It starts subtly. A longer-than-necessary glance from Candice as she drops off a file. Madison 'accidentally' brushing her ass against my shoulder as she squeezes past my cubicle. Priya bringing me a coffee and holding my gaze for just a little too long as she hands it to me.

I do my best to play along, remembering my role. I give them a shy, flattered smile. I laugh at their jokes a little too loudly. I make sure to meet their eyes, to let them see the 'crush' I'm developing on all of them. My heart hammers in my chest the entire time, a mix of performance anxiety and genuine, dizzying excitement, having never experienced two women fighting over me let alone four.

Every so often, Priya gives a little cough from her desk. The signal. Sandra is watching. And that's when the flirting intensifies.

Chloe is the boldest. She leans over my shoulder, her pink hair tickling my neck, pointing at something on the screen, "See, Jake, you just click here," She says, her voice low and husky, her breast pressing against my arm. It's firm and warm. My cock, which has been in a state of semi-arousal all morning just like yesterday, begins to harden in earnest.,"You're a quick study. I like a man who's good with his hands."

Her breath is warm on my ear. I swallow hard. "I...I try," I mumble, my eyes flicking towards Sandra's office door. I can just imagine her watching, her jaw tight, her hands clenched into fists. The thought sends a jolt of pure lust through me.

A bit later, it's Madison's turn. I'm standing by the printer, waiting for a document, when she comes up behind me. She doesn't say anything. She just presses her entire body against my back, reaching around me to 'grab' a paper from the tray. Her breasts are soft against my shoulder blades, her hips molded against my ass, I can hear the click of Sandra's office door opening, obviously the reason for this sudden close encounter.

"Just grabbing that," she whispers, her lips grazing the shell of my ear. I can feel the vibration of her voice all the way down my spine. My whole body tenses. I can smell her perfume, something floral and sweet, totally different from Sandra's dark, musky scent, but still incredibly sexy. "Thanks for waiting, sweetie," she adds, loud enough for Sandra to hear as she makes herself a coffee, Madison's hand lingering on my lower back for a moment too long before she sashays away, leaving me leaning against the printer, my cock hard again for the 100th time today.

I risk a glance at Sandra. She's leaning against the counter by the coffee area, her mug in her hand, her eyes fixed on Madison. They're dark, unreadable. But her grip on her mug is white-knuckled. She takes a slow sip, her gaze never leaving Madison. A slow smile spreads across her face. It's not a friendly smile. It's predatory. A chill runs down my spine, a mix of mild fear and intense arousal.

The tension in the office builds throughout the day. Each of the girls takes their turn, each touch, each whispered comment a new log on the fire of Sandra's jealousy. Priya 'accidentally' drops a pen, bending over right in front of my desk to pick it up, her tight pants showcasing a perfect, heart-shaped ass that I know Sandra is seeing. Candice leans over my desk to ask a question, her blouse gaping open, giving me a clear view of a lacy white bra and the soft, tanned skin of her cleavage, another glance at Sandra showing me her arms crossed over her own, magnificent chest.

By late afternoon, the girls are practically preening, each one trying to outdo the last. I feel like a prize trophy, and I have never been more turned on in my life.

Then, the final move for the day. The checkmate.

Putting on their coats, quitting time a minute away, the ladies all gather around my cubicle, making me the center of attention.

"So, Jake," Chloe says, a little louder than she needs to, "Me and the girls were going to go out for a couple drinks, would you like-"

The sound of Sandra's office door opening interrupts Chloe's sentence, Sandra walking out, her smile radiant but her eyes looking at each of the women in turn as she approaches.

"Jake, ready for your ride home?" She says, assumedly acting like she didn't know Chloe was about to invite me out.

"Oh? Uhh, yeah, of course," I say, seeing the girls grin to one another in the corner of my eye while Sandra watches me get up from my seat with a subtle hint of victory on her face

All of us leave the office, Sandra locking up. They all give us a wave, obviously about to talk up a storm amongst themselves the moment we're out of earshot.

"So, how was day two, Jake? Not sick of the grind yet?" Sandra asks as we walk to the car, her body language seeming a lot more relaxed now that it's just me and her, the competition gone.

"No, not at all. It was great. And I know you're probably sick of hearing this by now, but thanks so much for giving me this job."

"Don't mention it, I was delighted to be able to help you out, Jake. You're turning into an exceptional young man," She replies, smiling at me as we get into her car.

She puts the key in the ignition but doesn't turn it, her fingers tapping a soft, irregular rhythm on the steering wheel.

"You know, Jake," She says, her voice softer now, more introspective, "It's a strange thing, running an office with all women. It's...I don't know...a sisterhood. You get used to a certain dynamic. A certain energy."

I nod, figuring it's smarter to stay quiet right now and let her finish her thought.

"And then..." She continues, glancing at me for a second before returning her eyes to the road, "And then a man joins the team. A handsome young man. And you think, oh, this will be good, a new energy, a different perspective."

She takes a breath, a deep, slightly shaky breath.

"But what I had to confront today," She says, her voice dropping to a near whisper, thick with a vulnerability I've never heard from her, "Is that I'm not as...evolved...as I thought I was. Seeing them all...flirting with you. Touching you. Laughing with you...it made me feel things I haven't felt in a very, very long time."

My breath catches. I turn my head to look at her, my entire being focused on her next words.

Her professional mask is now completely gone. Even 'Adam's Mom' seems gone. All that's left is raw, unfiltered Sandra. Her eyes look faraway, containing a stormy, turbulent sea of something I can't quite name.

"It made me jealous, Jake," She admits, the words hanging in the air between us, heavy and real, "Surprisingly, ridiculously jealous. Like a schoolgirl. I wanted to march over there and pull your chair away from them. I wanted to tell Madison to keep her hands to herself. I wanted to...I wanted to mark my territory."

Her gaze drops to my lips. The air in the car is so thick I can barely breathe. My cock is a hard, throbbing steel rod in my jeans, a desperate, urgent ache.

"I know it's wrong," she whispers, her eyes finding mine again, a flicker of shame warring with the overwhelming desire I see there. "You're Adam's friend. You're my employee now too. I'm old enough to be your...well, you know what I mean. These are pretty good reasons why I should never, ever be feeling this way about you."

"But all those reasons," she says, her voice regaining its strength, a new, determined edge to it, "all those reasons are just noise. Static. The truth is, I see you, and I want you. I look at those girls, and I think: he's mine, get away. And it's driving me crazy."

"You...you do?" I manage to stammer, my voice barely audible. Even though the ladies have spent all day telling me how much Sandra wants me, to hear it from her mouth still stuns me, the two of us looking at one another for long seconds.

Reaching out, she caresses my cheek and I feel myself leaning into her touch, her lips smiling as her thumb lightly runs over mine.

"If...if I were to kiss you now, Jake, would you be disgusted by the advances of a silly old woman?" She asks, her voice a tone I've never heard come from her mouth before.

"No...never, Sandra," I say, my own voice a hoarse croak, my cock painfully hard as I watch her lean in towards me, scarcely believing this is really about to happen as her lips make contact with mine.

Her lips are softer than I ever imagined, tasting of her and a hint of mint. The kiss is tentative at first, a gentle exploration, but it quickly deepens. I moan into her mouth as her tongue slides against mine, a slow, deliberate caress that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My hands, trembling slightly, come up to cup her face, my fingers tangling in the soft strands of her hair at her nape, my mind whirling as it bounces back and forth between heaven and stunned amazement.

Her hand on my face, I feel it slide slowly down to my chest, giving my pecs an appreciative caress before sliding down to my stomach, my lower abdomen knotting up from her proximity, my excitement going into overdrive as I feel her fingers slowly go lower, soon resting on my erect bulge through my pants, Sandra giving it a soft squeeze, a moan coming from her mouth into mine.

Her lips break from mine with a soft, wet sound. She doesn't pull away far, her forehead resting against mine, our breath mingling in the enclosed space of the car. Her eyes are wide with disbelief and raw desire. Her fingers, however, remain exactly where they are, pressed against the solid length of my straining cock.

"Oh my god, Jake," She whispers, her voice a ragged, awestruck breath. Her fingers twitch, a slow, exploratory pressure against my jeans, "Is that...all you?" There is no mockery in her tone, only a kind of breathless, feminine astonishment that makes my whole body flush with heat. Her thumb presses down, tracing the thick, rigid outline of my shaft. She's measuring me with her touch, mapping out my size and shape.

"Yes," I gasp, pride and lust surging through me.

A slow, wicked smile spreads across her face, and with a deliberate, almost reverent slowness, her fingers move to my belt. The sound of the metal buckle releasing is unnaturally loud in the quiet car. Her eyes are locked on mine as she pops the button of my jeans and slowly pulls down the zipper.

"Let's see what we have here," She says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

She tugs at the waistband of my jeans and my boxers, pulling them down just enough to free me. My cock springs out, slapping against my lower belly, hard and thick and pulsing with my frantic heartbeat.

Sandra lets out a soft, sharp gasp. Her eyes are now fixed on my erection. She looks utterly mesmerized, like a scientist who's just discovered a new, fascinating species.

"Jake..." She breathes, her gaze roaming over my length, from the flushed, swollen head down to the thick base nestled in my trimmed pubes, "You...you are magnificent," Her words dripping with utter need.

Slowly, she reaches out. Her fingers are cool against the fever-hot skin of my shaft. She wraps her hand around me, and her fingers don't even meet. Her touch is light, exploratory at first, her thumb brushing over the sensitive ridge of my head, smearing the bead of pre-come that has formed there.

I let out a soft moan, watching my ultimate fantasy MILF caress my cock. It's every dream come true. Every muscle in my body is taut, every nerve turned up to 11.

"It's so hard," She marvels, her grip tightening slightly, "And so thick." She begins to move her hand, a slow, fluid up-and-down motion, "You poor thing, you've probably been hard all day, surrounded by all those silly girls, torturing you with their flirting."

Her pace quickens, like her own words are making her hornier, her strokes becoming more confident, more purposeful. The twist of her wrist on the upstroke is pure ecstasy. The car fills with the slick, rhythmic sounds of her working my cock. My breathing is ragged, my hips starting to buck up into her fist.

"They don't know what to do with a man, not really," She purrs, her other hand coming up to cup my heavy balls, rolling them gently in her palm. "They see a handsome face and think that's the whole prize. They don't understand...this," She gives my balls a gentle squeeze, sending a jolt of pleasure throughout my body.

My head falls back against the headrest, my eyes squeezed shut. All my shyness is gone, burned away by a white-hot fire of lust. All my secret fantasies, all the years of jerking off to the thought of her, are culminating in this one perfect, unbelievable moment.

"Look at me, Jake," she commands sweetly, her voice husky with authority.

I force my eyes open. Her face is inches from mine, her own cheeks flushed, her lips parted. Her eyes are intense, burning with a lust that both scares and excites me more than I've ever been before.

"I want to see your face when you come for me," She says, her hand flying up and down my shaft now, her grip firm, her movements slick and fast, "I want to make sure I'm the one who makes you lose control. Not them. Me."

Her words are gasoline on a fire. The possessive, dominant way she's claiming me is more erotic than anything I've ever experienced. My hips start to thrust up, meeting her strokes, my breathing becomes shallow, ragged.

"That's it, baby," She encourages, her voice a raw, husky whisper, "Fuck my hand. Show me how much you want me. Show me how you've been wanting to fuck me all these years."

"Mmm, it's true, Sandra," I admit without thinking, my mind churning with need.

"Tell me, then," She coaxes, her thumb swirling over the tip of my cock, gathering the steady stream of pre-come, her voice sultry and dominant, "Tell me how many times you've thought of me in your bed at night, your cock in your hand. Tell me."

"So many times," I groan, my hands clenching into fists at my sides, "Every night. Sometimes more."

She smiles, a wicked, triumphant smile, biting her lip, my admission flaring something up inside her.

Her hand moves even faster, the other massaging my balls, her pace impossible to resist, my legs tensing and my back arching.

"I'm...I'm close," I gasp out, panting

"Yes," She hisses, her eyes locked on mine, "Come for me, Jake. Come all over my hand."

With a strangled cry, my orgasm hits me like a tidal wave. My back arches off the seat, my whole body convulsing as pleasure, raw and absolute, floods my senses. Thick, hot ropes of come erupt from my cock, painting her fingers, her wrist, the sleeve of her expensive silk blouse. She doesn't stop stroking, milking me for every last drop, pulsation after pulsation of my cock sending another spurt to splash on her hand, her face happy, impressed, and aroused in equal measure at the volume of my load, my balls leaving nothing in reserve, giving it all to her. When it's finally over, I collapse back against the seat, my body trembling, my chest heaving. My head spins, the car's interior a blur momentarily.

Sandra releases my spent cock, her own breathing ragged. She looks at her hand, at the glistening strands of my come coating her skin. A slow, satisfied smile curves her lips. She doesn't seem to mind the mess. In fact, she seems to relish it. She lifts her hand to her mouth and, with a flick of her tongue, tastes a dollop of my essence. Her eyes flutter closed for a second, a soft hum of approval vibrating in her throat.

"Mmm," She purrs, her eyes opening to meet mine, "Delicious." She looks from her messy hand to the spatters on her blouse, "Well, well. It seems we've made quite a mess."

She reaches into the glove compartment, pulls out a small pack of tissues, and begins to methodically clean her hand. She doesn't rush. She's calm, composed, as if this is the most natural thing in the world. I watch, my mind still reeling, my body humming with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of my life.

"Are you ok, Jake?" She asks, her voice soft and carrying a note of care. She finishes wiping her hand and then gently dabs at the damp spot on her blouse before getting a fresh tissue and dabbing at my cock, cleaning me up.

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words. I feel a strange mix of utter bliss and a dawning awareness of the sheer magnitude of what just happened. I've crossed a line. We've crossed a line.

She finishes cleaning up, her movements precise and unhurried. She leans over, her face close to mine again, and gently tucks my now-flaccid cock back into my boxers and zips up my jeans. The casual intimacy of the gesture, after the raw intensity of what came before, sends a fresh shiver through me.

She gives my thigh a gentle, final pat. "There. All tucked in." She says with a small, satisfied smile. I'm getting ready to ask if she'd like me to do something for her, more than keen to get my hands or mouth on her body, but she turns the key and fires up her car, the sexual moment finished. There's a new atmosphere in the car now, the charged air of the pre-orgasmic moment replaced by something warmer, more intimate. A quiet understanding hangs between us.

As she pulls out of the parking lot and into traffic, she doesn't seem stressed or regretful. She seems...content. The corner of her mouth is turned up in a small, private smile. She hums along to a song on the radio, a low, melodic sound that's somehow deeply comforting. After a few minutes of comfortable silence, she speaks again.

"You know," She says, her eyes on the road, her tone casual, "When I hired you, I told myself it was because you were a good, reliable kid who needed a break. I told myself it was a favor for Adam."

She pauses, and I hold my breath, waiting.

"But that was a lie," she admits, her voice soft but clear, "Or at least, not the whole truth. The truth is, I saw you at Adam's birthday party a few months ago. And you weren't a kid anymore. You were a man. And I...I noticed. I saw the way you carried yourself, the quiet confidence in your eyes. I saw the way other women looked at you. And I thought, 'Sandra, you are in trouble.'"

"I didn't think anything would happen," She continues, shaking her head slightly. "A nice bit of man candy around the office and I'm doing a good deed? Win-win. But when they started flirting with you...I can't remember the last time the green-eyed monster took such control of me." She glances at me, her expression a mixture of wry amusement and genuine shock at her own emotions.

"I kinda get what you mean. There was this girl at college last year, and I thought we were getting closer, and then I come to class one day and she's sitting on this dude's lap and they're just...at it, tongues flying, and even though I'd never met him before, I'd never wanted to hurt someone as much as him that day."

"Haha, sounds about right," Sandra agrees, nodding, "Now, I'm sure you already understand this has to stay between us, yes? It wouldn't be front page news, but amongst our friends and family, it would be quite the scandal, not to mention those girls at work. Hah, the look on their faces if they had any idea what we just did," Sandra finishes, while I decide to say nothing about what the girls may or may not already know.

"Yeah, I understand."

"Great, that does mean though, unfortunately, when we're in that office tomorrow, I'm just your boss. You're just my employee, ok? Well, Adam's friend too, I have known you for some time, so we don't have to become robotic," She says as I can see her shake her head to stop overthinking it.

Then, a mischievous glint returns to her eye.

"And that also means," She says, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper even though it's just us in the car, "That when we're in the office, you are a single, very handsome young man, and I am just your boss. Which means those four horny vultures are going to continue to think they have a chance with you. And they are going to continue to try and get their claws in you."

"Umm, is that going to set off your jealousy? After what we just did, I'd feel a bit shitty flirting back with other women while you're there, having to hear and see it." I say, my mind whirling as it tries to compute how the situation will play out tomorrow.

"Aww, that's adorable, Jake," Sandra says, her smile genuine, her free hand reaching out and lightly resting on my thigh, giving it a soft squeeze that makes my whole body tingle, her touch still having a powerful effect on me. "You're worried about my feelings. That's sweet. But no, it won't make me jealous. At least, not in a bad way now."

She slides her hand a little higher up my thigh, her fingers tracing small, distracting circles on the denim of my jeans.

"It will excite me," She purrs, her eyes flicking over to meet mine for a hot second before returning to the road, "Watching them try so hard, knowing that you're already mine. Knowing that they can flirt and touch and whisper all they want, but at the end of the day, you're getting in this car with me. Knowing that I'm the one who made you come so hard. It will be...intoxicating. A dirty little secret just for us."

My cock, which I thought was down for the count, gives a definite interested twitch at her words.

"And for you," She continues, her fingers still dancing on my thigh, "You get to have your cake and eat it too, don't you? You get to flirt with four beautiful women all day, build up a big head of horny steam, and then you get to release all your sexual energy on me."

She turns onto my street, the engine purring as she slows down. "Think of it as a game, Jake. A roleplay. The rest of the world gets to see the shy new guy and the flirty office girls. But we know the truth. We know who you really belong to. And that secret knowledge, that private power...it's the best kind of aphrodisiac, don't you think?"

"Yeah," I say quietly, agreeing with her, my mind whirling at the wheels within wheels, with everyone, including me, playing some sort of game.

She pulls up outside my house, the engine idling. She turns to me, her face gorgeous, "See you tomorrow?"

"Oh, you betcha," I smile in reply

"Good boy," She whispers, leaning over and giving me a soft, lingering kiss on the lips before I get out of the car and go inside, my mind reeling all over again.

*   *   *

The next morning, I'm waiting on the curb again when Sandra pulls up, the two of us driving away a few seconds later.

She's wearing a crisp white shirt today, the top two buttons undone, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of a black lace bra and the soft swell of her breasts. Her dark hair is pinned up in a loose bun, exposing the graceful curve of her neck. She looks every inch the powerful, confident boss, a large part of me having trouble believing I'm the guy that has her attention sexually.

"Morning, Jake, ready for the rat-race?"

"Bring it on," I reply with a grin, looking forward to...whatever the hell today is going to offer.

When we get to the office, the girls are already there. They watch me walk in with Sandra, their eyes sharp and calculating. The moment Sandra's door clicks shut, they are on me again, like a pack of friendly, beautiful wolves.

"So," Chloe begins, hopping up to sit on the corner of my desk, "How was your 'ride' home with Momma Bear? Did you behave yourself?"

"Umm, yeah, it was fine," I say, trying for a nonchalant shrug, the four of them all looking at me, not believing a word.

"Fine?" Madison repeats, raising an eyebrow, "That's all you've got? 'Fine'?"

"He's blushing," Candice says, pointing at me.

"I am not," I lie.

"You totally are," Priya says, joining in, "Your face is turning red. So. Spill. What happened? Did she say anything about us? About me?"

"Ok. Fair enough. She just...said she was a bit jealous of you guys flirting with me. She thought it was kinda funny."

They all look at each other, a silent conversation passing between them, "ok," Chloe says, turning back to me, "That's a start. But we need more. We need to push her harder. Today, we're escalating things."

"Escalating?" I ask.

"Phase Two," Madison declares, a gleam in her eye, "Operation: Make Momma Bear Jealous Phase Two is now in effect."

"Oh god," I mumble, making them laugh.

"Operation Make Momma Bear Jealous Phase Two!" Chloe says with a grin, "Phase two is all about physical contact. But not just any contact. We're going to make it look like we're staking our own claim. And you're going to have to play along, Jake. You can't just sit there like a scared little rabbit."

"Ok," I say, my heart thumping and my cock starting to tingle, "I can do that."

The office settles into a strange, charged rhythm. The girls work, but there's an undercurrent of playful conspiracy. I try to focus on my tasks, but my senses are on high alert, waiting for the first 'move', feeling a bit bad that the girls already achieved their goal yesterday, but now playing along for the sake of Sandra.

Soon enough, I'm bent over a filing cabinet, trying to find a folder, when Madison comes up behind me. Instead of just brushing past, she presses her whole body against my back, reaching around me to 'help' me look.

"Let me see," she whispers, her lips right against my ear, her breath hot. Her breasts are soft and warm against my shoulder blades. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the faint, sweet scent of her perfume. My body goes rigid, my cock instantly swelling. I remember the rules. I lean back into her, a subtle shift of my weight, a silent acceptance of her touch, both for her phase two and for Sandra's enjoyment.

She hums, a low, satisfied sound in her throat. "Found it," she says, her hand brushing against my ass as she pulls away. "Thanks for the help, sweetie."

I risk a glance at Sandra's office door. It's ajar, just a crack. I can see her silhouette at her desk, a dark, still shape. I know she's watching. A jolt of adrenaline and pure lust courses through me.

A little later, Priya asks for my help with a spreadsheet. I lean over her desk, pointing at the screen. She turns her chair to face me, her knees pressing against my leg. As I explain a formula, she places her hand high on my thigh, her thumb stroking the denim of my jeans in slow, deliberate circles, her cubicle's angle meaning this is in full view of Sandra's office. "Oh, I see now," she says, her eyes on my face, not the screen. "You're so smart, Jake."

My breath catches. I can feel the heat of her hand through my jeans, a brand on my skin. I force myself to smile, to keep my voice steady. "Glad I could help."

This goes on all morning. Each woman takes her turn, each touch more intimate, more possessive than the last. Chloe 'adjusts' my collar, her fingers lingering on the sensitive skin of my throat. Candice 'helps' me with a jammed printer, her body flush against mine, her hips grinding against me in a slow, teasing circle for a few seconds, her actions more overt, knowing they're raising the stakes for Sandra.

Through it all, I play my part. I don't pull away. I smile. I flirt back, my shyness melting away under the heat of their attention and the secret thrill of knowing Sandra is watching, getting more and more turned on by the second.

By lunchtime, my shaft is aching, and I think I might have blue balls. Sandra coming up to me in my cubicle, the other four all reluctantly dispersing as they grab their lunches and coffees. Behind me but leaning over me like she's checking out my computer screen, Sandra points to some miscellaneous numbers before looking around and seeing that no one can see anything below roughly my shoulders, moves her hand from the screen to my crotch, cupping my balls and rubbing my aching length through my jeans, her touch so amazing after an entire morning of what amounts to hands-free edging.

"Ah, yes, these sums, they can be quite hard," She purrs, caressing and teasing my length, "Mmm, yes, this one is especially hard," She adds, squeezing my cock while I try to stare as poker faced as possible at the screen, the girls looking over and gossiping by the coffee machine, probably assuming Sandra is trying to scare them off, not realizing she's actually here to vent some sexual arousal. Her touch is a perfect, agonizing tease that is somehow both a relief and an intensification of the ache that has been building all morning.

"These figures are a bit...constricted," she murmurs, her thumb stroking the length of my trapped erection, "Let's see if we can't...loosen them up a bit."

Her hand moves to my belt buckle, the metallic click of it being unfastened covered by her other hand tapping on a few keys of my keyboard, my eyebrows going up as I understand she's not just going to have a little grope through my pants, my throbbing cock literally out a few seconds later, a thin chest-high piece of cubicle wall all that's hiding my length from the other four. Her touch on my bare skin is electric, a gasp coming from my lips.

"Hush now," She whispers, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, her touch firm and knowing, "We wouldn't want the whole office to know I'm giving my new employee a...performance review," Her pun is ridiculous and incredibly hot at the same time, her hand starting a slow, torturous rhythm, twisting slightly on the upstroke. She uses the pre-come that beads at my tip as lubricant, her movements becoming smoother, slicker.

"You've been a very good boy this morning, Jake," She whispers, her breath hot on my ear, her strokes picking up the pace, her thumb flicking over the head of my cock on each pass, "Playing along so well. Letting them touch you. It's been...difficult to watch. But also...so very exciting."

Her other hand comes up to cup my jaw, turning my head slightly so she can whisper directly into my ear, her lips brushing against my skin. "I can't stop thinking about yesterday. In the car. The way you came for me. The way you tasted. I had to go home and change my blouse, you know. And then I had to get into my shower...and touch myself...thinking about you."

"Ohhh fuck," I whisper, her words so hot and sensual, my entire body shuddering, the other four looking over but hopefully suspecting nothing.

"Mmm, yes, but not yet," She purrs, her hand a blur on my cock now, "You have no idea what you do to me, do you? I feel like a teenager again. My panties are soaked right now, Jake. They've been soaked all morning, watching them touch what's mine."

"Yours," I echo, my mind lost in a fog of lust, the pleasure her talented hand is providing unbelievable, my hips beginning to push up into her fist.

"Yes, mine," She confirms, her possessive tone sending a fresh jolt of pleasure through me, "Your cock is mine. Your come is mine. You are mine. And I'm going to make you come right here, right now, with them just over there."

Her words making me tremble, she dramatically pushes some papers off my desk, "Oh damn, sorry about that, Jake," She says, ducking down to pick them up but immediately wrapping her plump lips around my cock, the surprise making me almost shout out loud as she squats next to me, one hand on my balls, the other stroking  the lower half of my cock and her head bobbing feverishly, Sandra knowing she only has seconds to work and obviously intended to success, the hot grip of her mouth, the feeling of her tongue, the wet suction combined with her hands and the all-morning edging making me grip my desk as the most powerful orgasm I've ever had hits me, my hips thrusting madly as I fuck her face, Sandra taking it like a champ, swallowing and swallowing as I gush a huge load of come down her throat, the stunning MILF not allowing one drop to escape her mouth as she slurps me down, rising from her squat a few moments later, acting like she didn't just give me a record shattering blowjob, looking at the screen and talking about numbers while her hands gently put my freshly drained cock and balls away, zipping me back up.

"So, I think that clears things up, yes?"

"Umm... yeah," I say, my brain still rebooting.

"Great. Glad I could help you with your...backlog," She says, giving my thigh a final, appreciative squeeze before walking away, leaving me feeling boneless and utterly satisfied, the girls none the wiser as they come back with their coffees.

They look at me, a curious bunch. "You look a little...flushed, Jake," Chloe says, "What was Momma Bear saying to you?"

"Oh, it was kind of embarrassing, she had to help me with a sum, but it was so simple I felt dumb for asking afterward once I understood it," I lie.

They seem to accept this, and the afternoon proceeds with a similar rhythm of playful touches and escalating flirtations. Each caress from them only heightens my awareness of Sandra's secret ownership, knowing that not only does she know, but that every time they touch me it inevitably means more sensual touching from Sandra.

When five o'clock rolls around, the girls gather their things, their goodbyes to me holding a new, competitive edge, each one giving me an unnecessary but very welcome kiss on the cheek one after the other, right in front of Sandra who stands there, looking annoyed but maybe just for the look of the thing now, the girls and Sandra both playing their own games now.

Locking up, Sandra dramatically sighs in frustration.

"Damn, I managed to forget to grab my handbag. Just a minute, Jake," She says, unlocking the office door and stepping back in, all four girls exchanging excited glances.

"Quick, let's get out of here!"

"Yeah! Momma bear is totally stalling for time!"

"Once we're gone, she's inviting you back in, 100%!"

"Be ready to give us a full breakdown tomorrow, Jake!"

Looking very happy with themselves, considering their mission a success, the girls walk off, laughing and talking while I stand there, actually agreeing with them, Sandra probably is going to-

"Are they gone, Jake?" Comes Sandra's voice from inside the office, her tone low and husky, her arousal clearly audible.

"Uhh, yeah," I confirm, the door opening and Sandra standing there, looking at me with such total lust I feel myself shiver with anticipation.

"Good," She purrs, "Now get in here. And lock the door behind you."

I step inside, my hands trembling slightly as I turn the lock. The click of the deadbolt is deafening in the quiet office, sealing us in our own private world. The blinds are drawn, the only real light coming from Sandra's desk lamp on the other side of the area, casting long shadows across the room.

She doesn't waste a second. As soon as the door is locked, she's on me. Her hands are in my hair, pulling my head down to hers, her lips crashing against mine with a ferocity that takes my breath away. There's no gentleness this time, no tentative exploration. This is a kiss of pure, unadulterated hunger.

Her tongue plunges into my mouth, claiming me, tasting me. I kiss her back with equal fervor, my hands roaming down her back to cup the firm curves of her ass, pulling her flush against me. I can feel the heat radiating from her sex, even through our clothes.

"God, I've wanted to do that all day," She gasps, breaking the kiss for a second before diving back in, her hands frantically working at the buttons of my shirt, her nails raking across my chest as she pulls it open before tossing it aside.

"The girls...I think they still don't know...this is what you want," I manage to say between kisses, my mind still spinning with the layers of deception and desire.

She laughs, a low, husky sound that's pure sex, "Mmm. They think they're playing a game, manipulating me, but...they're just...foreplay." Her hands are now at my belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease, "Every touch. Every smile. Every little kiss on the cheek...it all just builds up the pressure. And now..."

She pushes my jeans and boxers down, my already-hard cock springing free, "Now," She purrs, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, "I get to reap the rewards."

She gives my cock a few firm, possessive strokes while I kick my jeans and boxers away, before leading me by it towards her office and then her desk, completely naked now, happily doing as this MILF wishes.

She hops up onto the polished wood, her skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her sheer, black stockings and a tantalizing glimpse of the black lace panties that match her bra. She leans back on her hands, her legs parted in a clear invitation.

"Come here, Jake," She commands softly.

I step between her knees, my hands braced on the desk on either side of her hips. Her eyes roam over my chest, my stomach, my face, before settling on my cock, standing proud and ready for her.

"I want you to fuck me, Jake," She says, her voice a raw, honest declaration of need, "Right here. On my desk. I want to feel you inside me. I want to forget about everything else in the world and just be fucked."

My heart hammers against my ribs. This is it. The culmination of years of silent, desperate fantasy. I lean down, my lips finding the sensitive hollow of her throat, kissing a path up to her ear.

Signing in pleasure, she reaches between us, her fingers hooking into the crotch of her panties, pulling the damp lace aside. Her other hand guides the head of my cock to her entrance. She's incredibly wet, her slick folds coating me the instant I touch her.

"Can you feel how much I want you, Jake? How much I need you?" She breathes, her hips rolling forward, taking the very tip of me inside her.

A groan rips from my throat. The feeling is indescribable. Hot, tight, impossibly slick. I push forward, sinking into her inch by slow, delicious inch. Her head falls back, her back arching, a long, guttural moan escaping her lips.

"Yes," She gasps, as I slowly bury myself inside her, "Oh god, yes. That's it."

I hold still for a moment, savoring the feeling of being completely inside her, of her warm, wet walls clenching around me. She looks up at me, her eyes smoky with lust, her face a mask of pure ecstasy.

"Don't be gentle, Jake," She whispers, her nails digging into my shoulders, "Fuck me. Hard. I don't want you to make love to me right now, I want you to fuck me."

I don't need to be told twice. I pull out almost all the way, then slam back into her. The force of the thrust makes her cry out, a sharp, primal sound of pleasure. I set a punishing rhythm, my hips pistoning, driving into her again and again. Her desk rocks with the force of our movements, a small picture frame of her and Adam tipping over and falling to the floor with a clatter. Neither of us cares, her earlier blowjob giving me the staying power I need, her pussy so amazing I'm sure it would have milked me within a few pumps if I had tried to fuck her with full balls.

Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, meeting my thrusts with her own upward rolls. The room is filled with the slick, rhythmic sounds of our bodies slamming together, with our ragged gasps for air and her breathy moans. She leans up, biting and sucking on my shoulder, completely ravenous with lust.

"Yes, Jake, yes! Just like that! Harder!" She pants, her hands tangled in my hair, pulling my head down so she can whisper filth in my ear, her words a raw, desperate chant. "That's my cock. This is your pussy. You fuck me so good. You're going to make me come, aren't you? You're going to make me come all over this big, beautiful cock?"

I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, fast circles as I continue to pound into her. Her body begins to tremble, her breath catching in her throat.

"Oh god, Jake, I'm...I'm…ah fuck!" She cries out, her body convulsing, her inner walls clamping down on my cock like a vice as a powerful orgasm rips through her. Her back arches, her eyes squeezed shut, her face a beautiful, contorted mask of pure pleasure while I hold on for dear life while this MILF writhes and squirms in her release, making her come in real life like I've so often imagined. The feeling of her coming around my length too good to withstand as with a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and let go. My own orgasm explodes through me, a blinding, all-consuming wave of pleasure as I pump my hot come deep inside her, Sandra grunting as she feels me spurting inside her, my balls emptying my load into her, flooding her tight sex with my semen, the two of us holding each other as we buck and thrust, lost to the pleasure.

I collapse against her, my face buried in the crook of her neck, my body spent, shaking with the aftershocks. For a long time, we just stay like that, the only sounds in the office our ragged breaths slowly returning to normal.

Eventually, I push myself up, looking down at her. Her hair is a mess, her makeup slightly smudged, a sheen of sweat on her skin. She has never looked more beautiful. A lazy, satisfied smile curves her lips.

"Well, Jake," She says, her voice a husky, happy purr, "I don't know about you but I'm certainly suddenly feeling a lot less tense."

I smile back and lean down to kiss her, a soft, gentle kiss this time, her hands caressing the back of my head.

"Me too," I murmur against her lips.

"Mmmm," She sighs, unwrapping her legs reluctantly from my waist. "But we should probably get you dressed. Before the cleaning crew shows up and gets a sight they won't soon forget, heh."

She helps me fetch my clothes, our movements slow, unhurried, filled with a new level of easy intimacy. I pick up the fallen photo frame, setting it back on her desk. It's Adam with his arm wrapped around a smiling Sandra. For a fleeting second, a pang of guilt hits me. My best friend.

Sandra sees me looking at the photo, and her expression softens. She comes up behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and resting her cheek against my back.

"It's complicated, I know," She says softly, her voice understanding. "But I don't regret it. Do you?"

I turn in her arms, looking into her eyes. I see no regret there, only a deep, unwavering affection that mirrors my own. I shake my head. "No."

"Good," She says, standing on her tiptoes to give me another quick, soft kiss. "Now, let's get you home. I don't want you thinking this counts as overtime, young man," She adds, grinning.

She grabs her 'forgotten' handbag, and we leave the office, locking the door behind us.  Getting in the car, we're silent for a couple of minutes before I speak.

"I wonder if the girls will try and make up some gossip about the sexy MILF boss and her underling staying behind at work tomorrow?" I say light-heartedly, wondering if maybe I should let Sandra in on the Momma Bear angle or not. Sandra just smirks in response.

"They can make up whatever they want," She says, her eyes twinkling, her hand finding my thigh again, a gesture that is quickly becoming 'our' thing, "They can suspect all they want too, but I suspect if they do think I'm making a move on you, that will only embolden them more into trying to get you for themselves."

I nod, leaning back in my seat, not used to feminine 4D chess, but not really caring that much, my balls still tingling because I just came inside the most beautiful woman I know, everything else seeming unimportant in comparison.

When she pulls up outside my house, she leans over, her intentions clear. This goodnight kiss is different from the others. It's not the desperate, hungry kiss from before, nor the quick, sneaky one from this morning. This one is tender, lingering. If I didn't know better, the kiss of a girlfriend?

"Get some rest, Jake," She whispers, her thumb stroking my cheek. "You're going to need it."

The way she says it sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. I watch her drive away, a wide, foolish grin plastered on my face. I go inside, my mind replaying every single moment of the last few days. I fall asleep with the scent of her perfume still in my hair and the feeling of her hands on my skin.

*   *   *

The next morning is a repeat. I wait on the curb, she pulls up, and we drive to work. But the atmosphere is different. It's charged with a new, easy confidence with her hand spending more time on my thigh possessively than on the gearstick.

"Did you sleep well?" She asks, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

"Like a log," I reply, my eyes roaming over her. Today she's wearing a deep red dress that hugs her curves, looking stunning as always.

"Good," She says, her hand resting on my leg again post-gear change, a simple but possessive touch that makes my body heat up. "Me too. I haven't felt so satisfied and contented in...ever, really." We share a glance, a thousand unspoken things passing between us in that split second.

When we walk into the office, the atmosphere is electric. The girls are all at their desks, but there's a tension in the air, a sense of anticipation. They watch us walk in, their eyes a little too bright, their smiles a little too sharp. I give them my best, most innocent smile, completely aware of the games within games.

The second Sandra is in her office they're on me, demanding details about what happened after work.

"Uhh, nothing actually, guys. She really did forget her handbag," I say, having practised my poker face in the mirror this morning.

"Really?" Says Chloe slowly, extreme doubt etched in every letter.

"So why do you look guilty?" Asks Priya, watching me closely.

"Ahh, well...I was pretty sure, you know...that something was going to happen...since she admitted she was a little jealous of you flirting with me...so I may have been a bit flirty with her and made a bit of an idiot of myself," I say, thinking carefully about each word, trying to sound convincing.

"And?" Probes Chloe.

"Well, she was nice but she very firmly reminded me I was her son's friend, and her employee," I say, figuring that sounded pretty believable.

"Huh. Ok then," Chloe says, doubtful but apparently decided to take my word for it.

Leaving me alone, all four of them go to Candice's reception desk, talking in hushed tones while I wonder what they're speaking about, gathered around Candice's computer.

Returning about 20 minutes later, I'm not sure what it is they know, but I can instantly see I'm busted, their faces so utterly triumphant and happy.

"So, Jake.  Nothing AT ALL happened between you and Momma Bear yesterday?"

"Uhh, nope," I say, my voice small, knowing it's over somehow and just waiting for the other shoe to drop.

"So you definitely didn't fuck her brains out on her desk? Because what we just watched on the security footage looked a whole lot like you fucking her on her desk. And from the way she shook at the end, we'd say it was a real good fucking too. I'm certainly wishing I could find a guy who would deep-dick me like that," Chloe says, revealing their new information, my face blushing as I know I've been caught in 4k.

"Umm, look...here's the thing..." I start, Madison cutting me off.

"And the way you two interacted, that was NOT the body language of two people being intimate for the first time, was it, Jake?"

"Looks like Jake was playing his own game while we were playing ours, ladies," Candice says, thankfully grinning, this being amusing and not like a betrayal or something to them.

"Look...all cards on the table, ok?" I say, knowing there's no point lying anymore," Yes, Sandra and I are kind of maybe...a thing...possibly?" I say, all four girls looking super-excited at this, jumping on the spot, "But, she's been really clear that no one can know. At least for the foreseeable future, because of the scandal amongst our friends and family," I reveal, feeling good to at least remove one layer of deception.

"Aww, forbidden love!" Chloe squeaks, literally clasping her hands together and bouncing on the spot, the other three doing similarly.

"Well, we love Momma Bear too, and we want her to be happy. So, your secret is safe with us," Priya says, the others nodding, Madison and Candice also grinning at me.

"Hell yeah! We've been trying to get her laid, and we succeeded! We just didn't think we were setting Momma Bear up with a possible boyfriend! Good on you, Jake!" Madison says, giving me a high-five, all four of them looking extremely proud of themselves, for reasons that only make sense to them, all four of them seeing me as a sort of pet project.

"Yeah, but...the whole jealousy thing is real, so...maybe you guys could...I don't know...kinda keep it up?" I ask, trying to be discreet, the four girls looking at each other with renewed purpose.

"Ooooh! Yes!" Priya says, all four of them now completely and utterly in on it, "Oh, this is going to be so much fun! A new secret mission! Operation: Make Her Jealous Enough To Admit You Guys Are A Thing!"

"Long title but I love it," Madison laughs, turning to me, "We're not Sandra's family and we're not definitely not disapproving of you two being an item, Jake, so if we can get her to come clean with us, then at least at work she'll be able to let her guard down in regards to you."

"We want to help you two be happy," Chloe says, "Even if we have to keep teasing poor little Jake to do it," she adds, winking at me.

"Thanks, guys," I say, feeling grateful for their bizarre but heartfelt support.

The morning passes, and there is a distinct shift in the office atmosphere. The game is still on, but the rules have changed. The touches are still there, the lingering glances, the flirty banter. But now, there's a conspiratorial wink behind it all. When Priya 'accidentally' drops a pen and bends over in front of me to pick it up, she looks over her shoulder and mouths, 'For Sandra.' When Chloe 'adjusts' my tie, her fingers brush against my chest, she gives me a tiny, knowing smile. They are my accomplices now. My co-conspirators.

Sandra seems to sense the change. There is an intensity in her gaze whenever she looks at me, a question in her eyes. She knows something is different, but she can't quite put her finger on it. The tension is a tangible thing, a live wire humming in the air between us. The whole thing is so much fun, the whole group united in a common goal that is making me ache with anticipation for whatever happens next.

After lunch, Candice asks for my help carrying some heavy boxes of old client files to the storage closet. It's a cramped space, filled with the scent of old paper and dust. As I stack the last box on a high shelf, I turn to find her standing right behind me, blocking the exit. She reaches up, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

"She's watching," Candice whispers, her eyes flicking towards the open door, "From her office. She can see us in here."

My heart hammers against my ribs. Candice leans in, her body pressing against mine, her lips brushing against my ear. "Let's just give her a little something to think about," she breathes.

Before I can react, she presses her lips to mine. It's not a deep, passionate kiss. It's a quick, firm, and very deliberate press of her mouth on mine. Her hands cup my face, holding me still for a few seconds. I'm stunned for a second, before I remember my role, my hands coming up to rest on her waist, pulling her just a little closer as I give her a small, returned smile.

Candice grins, giving my ass a firm, appreciative squeeze.

"Seriously though, I'm going to be flicking my bean tonight to that fucking you gave her. Nice one," She whispers, as we see Sandra's office door opening and Sandra coming towards us, "Play it cool," She adds as Sandra stands in the closet's doorway.

"Everything alright in here?" Sandra asks innocently, "No one's had a box fall on them or anything?"

She's playing it perfectly, but I see it. The slight tension in her jaw, the way her eyes dart from my face to Candice's, the almost imperceptible tightening of her hands at her sides. She saw. And she is not happy. Or maybe she is very happy. Or both. It's getting harder to tell.

"Oh, Sandra!" Candice says, acting like she's just been busted with her hand in the cookie jar, "I was just...umm...actually, can I be honest with you?" She says, turning to be standing next to me, her hand grabbing my arm, while I have no idea where this is going.

"Of course, Candice, we're like a family after all," Sandra says, her eyes on Candice's hand where it squeezes my arm.

"I don't know if you've noticed or not, but Chloe, Madison, Priya and I have all kinda formed a crush on Jake," She says, squeezing my arm tighter.

Sandra's expression freezes, her polite, professional smile barely moving.

"And, well, we were kinda having a competition to see who he would pick. But we realized it was going to make us all hate each other, so we all discussed it and came to a sort of...understanding."

"An understanding?" Sandra asks, her eyebrow raised.

"Yeah, basically, we all want him, so why not all have him? Relationship is such a boomer word, we feel," Candice says, my eyebrows nearly lifting off  my head at this development, turning to look at the smiling Candice incredulously, "We promise it wont effect our workflow, Sandra." She adds, totally deadpan.

Sandra is quiet for a long moment, her gaze locked on Candice, then shifting to me. I can see a storm of emotions brewing in her eyes. Shock, disbelief, a flicker of anger, and beneath it all, a dark, possessive fire that I find incredibly exciting.

"Candice," Sandra says, her voice dangerously quiet, "Are you telling me that you and the others intend to...share Jake?"

"Well...yeah. Seems like the best solution for everyone, really. I was actually going to have myself a little grope of him just before you walked in," Candice says plainly, my eyebrows somehow shooting even higher up.

Sandra's composure cracks. A muscle in her jaw ticks. She takes a slow, deep breath, as if trying to rein in a powerful urge. I am standing in the middle of this incredible, insane conversation, my head spinning with the sheer audacity of it all.

"That," Sandra says, each word clipped and precise, "Is entirely inappropriate. Jake is my employee. And my son's best friend. This is a place of business, not a harem."

Looking at me, I give her a tiny shrug to let her know this is all news to me, too. Sandra nodding almost imperceptibly as if to let me know there's zero anger directed at me.

Candice is not deterred. She squeezes my arm tighter, a picture of youthful defiance. "Come on, Sandra. Lighten up. We're all young and single. He's hot. We're having fun. You've been young too, haven't you?"

Sandra's face hardens, the soft MILF of my dreams now looking like a lioness defending her territory, "My personal history has no bearing on the professional conduct I expect in this office. Now, if you'll excuse us, I need a word with Jake about workplace ethics. In private."

It is not a request. Candice gets the message, giving me a conspiratorial wink before sashaying away, leaving me alone with the very angry, very beautiful, very turned-on Sandra, closing the door on us with a grin.

"Are you ok?" I ask, seeing how flustered she is, as she comes close, her hands cupping my face as she looks at me, lust burning in her eyes.

"Never been better," She purrs in return, planting her lips on mine, my hands going instinctively to her ass, kneading and squeezing.

After a moment, I break off the kiss, "Sandra, look...the girls, they looked at yesterday's security footage. They saw everything. They know."

Her face is a perfect picture of shock, but she processes the information quickly, her expression hardening with resolve. "They know. And now they think they can just...have you too?"

"No, they're happy for you, really. They just want you to admit your feelings for me to them. This," I say, my hands gesturing the general room and moment, " Is them trying to get you jealous enough to declare me as yours and off-limits."

Smiling, Sandra shakes her head, "Haha, I knew I didn't employ idiots, good on them for sussing us out so soon, I suppose."

"You're not angry?"

"Because my girls have good heads on their shoulders? No, not at all," She purrs, her hands going to my belt buckle, making my mouth drop open.

"Here? Now?"

"Why not, Jake? After what they saw on my desk, they know how I feel...and I feel like getting fucked," She purrs, pulling down my jeans and grasping my cock possessively, biting her lip as she strokes me easily to full erection.

She turns around, bracing her hands against the metal shelving, presenting her perfect ass to me. She looks back over her shoulder, her eyes filled with lust, "Well? Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to fuck me?" She asks with a seductive grin\, already knowing the answer.

Overcome with lust, not caring that there are four women probably just outside the door listening intently, I step forward, my hands running over the curve of her hips before I bunch her skirt up around her waist, revealing her black lace panties. I pull them to the side, exposing her soaking wet, ready folds. I line myself up and thrust into her in one smooth, deep stroke.

We both cry out, the sound echoing slightly in the small, enclosed space. The feel of her, hot and tight, is enough to make my head spin. I set a hard, fast rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with every thrust, the shelving unit rattling with our movements, positive that the girls can hear us sending an electric thrill through me.

"Yes, Jake, yes!" She gasps, pushing back to meet me, "Fuck me deep! Yes! Unnngh!" She moans out, her head hanging down, my cock buried inside her, "Fill me, fill me with your fat cock!"

"Fuck, Sandra," I grunt, gripping her hips, pulling her back onto me, each thrust driving deeper, harder, our bodies moving in a desperate, primal dance, the day's sexual frustrations coming out in my grips and thrusts, pounding into her as I know she likes, this MILF nothing less than pure sex.

Feeling her getting close, the way her body starts to tremble, in the desperate, pleading sounds she makes, I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, fast circles, feeling her squeeze her thighs together as the pleasure nearly makes her legs buckle.

With a loud, unrestrained cry of my name, she comes. Her inner walls clench down on me, a wave of wet heat washing over my cock. The feeling is too much. I follow her over the edge, burying myself to the hilt as I pump my hot, thick load deep inside her, my own cry of release mingling with hers, gripping her hips tight as I blast her walls with my semen, thrusting and pumping, the end of my cock the only thing in the universe for a short moment as my orgasm shakes me.

We stay like that for a long time, our bodies trembling, our ragged breaths the only sound in the closet. When I finally pull out, a trickle of our combined fluids runs down her thigh. She turns, her face flushed, her eyes bright with satisfaction. As always, having claimed it as hers, she gently tucks my cock back into my boxers and zips up my jeans, readjusting her skirt back down over her ass.

"Well," She says, her voice a husky, contented murmur, "I think there's no doubt they heard all of that. "

Grinning, I lean in and kiss her. "I think so too."

We compose ourselves, smoothing our clothes, trying to regain a semblance of professional decorum. When we open the door, we find the four girls huddled together, pretending to be engrossed in a spreadsheet at Chloe's desk. They look up, their expressions a comical mix of shock, awe, and undisguised glee.

Sandra, to her credit, plays it cool. She gives them a stern, motherly look. "Jake and I have had a little chat about office boundaries. I trust that's the end of it."

"Of course, Sandra," Priya says, trying and failing to hide a smile.

"W-we would never want to cause any trouble," Chloe adds, her voice trembling with suppressed laughter.

Sandra just nods, a ghost of a smile playing on her own lips as she turns and walks back to her office, shutting the door behind her. The moment she is gone, the four of them descend on me.

"Holy shit, Jake!" Madison squeals, grabbing my arm. "We heard everything! We heard the shelves shaking!"

"She practically screamed your name!" Chloe says, fanning herself dramatically. "I think I need a cigarette, and I don't even smoke!"

I can't help but be amused at their excitement. "You guys are crazy."

"We're crazy with happiness!" Candice says, "And for Momma Bear! That was the hottest thing I've ever experienced, and I didn't even see it!"

"Yeah, now I'M the one who's jealous," Adds Priya.

"So, we can officially retire our operations?" Chloe says, looking at the other three.

"Totally! Mission accomplished," replies Madison.

The day becomes somewhat 'normal' after that, with the girls getting back to work, the flirting replaced with general friendly co-worker banter, except when Sandra leaves her office to talk with me, with the girls making the classic "Wooooo" noise you'd make when you say two people kissing for the first time back in high-school, Sandra smiling now, looking relieved that at least at work, she can be openly affectionate with me, her hand on my shoulder as she talks about work, feeling unforced and natural, her instincts making her touch me, something that I really like.  The atmosphere, once so filled with layers of games, is now relaxed and happy, everyone feeling like they are part of something special.

When five o'clock rolls around, the four girls wave and blow us kisses, "Don't have too much fun, you two!"

Her hand finding mine, our fingers interlock as we walk to her car, seeing her blush a little as I look over at her affectionately. "Well, the secret is out. At least in the office," she says, a smile on her face, her fingers squeezing mine gently.

"Yeah, they seem pretty happy for us," I say, my heart thumping at how openly affectionate we are now.

"Yeah. They're good girls. A bit wild, but good hearts," she says as we get to her car, "Jake...Adam's staying at a friend's tonight. Jim? I think you know him?"

"Yeah, I know Jim."

"Yes, well...it's just going to be me tonight. I was wondering if you'd like to keep me company?" She asks, possibly looking vulnerable for the first time I've known her, her eyes on mine, her smile sweet but like I could destroy it with a simple no. Which, of course, I have zero intention of doing.

"I'd love to," I tell her, relief pouring off her as her smile widens and we get into her car. The drive is mostly silent, but not in an awkward way. It's a comfortable, contented silence, pregnant with the anticipation of what tonight will bring, the two of us exchanging aroused looks, Sandra obviously not intending to make me sleep on the couch, her hand constantly squeezing my thigh, watching her fidget in her seat, aroused at how much this MILF wants me.

When we pull into her driveway, she cuts the engine, turning to me, her hand moving from my thigh to my crotch, giving my already semi-hard cock a firm squeeze, a confident, possessive gesture that sends a jolt of desire through me before she slides out of the car with a chuckle, while I wrestle with my seatbelt and exit the car to follow her eagerly.

We enter the house. It's familiar, comfortable. The house of so many sleepovers and hangouts with Adam, a place I've been a thousand times, but it feels completely different now. The air is charged, the mood stuffed with arousal. She takes my hand, leading me not towards the living room, but up the stairs, towards her bedroom.

A large, king-sized bed dominates the room, covered in a plush, cream-colored duvet. The lighting is soft and warm. She turns to face me, her hands coming up to rest on my chest.

"I've been thinking about this all day," She says, her voice a husky whisper, "Thinking about you and me in that closet. Taking me so hard. Making me come so loud."

Her words send a fresh wave of lust through me. I reach up, cupping her face in my hands, and kiss her. It's a deep, slow, kiss, knowing there's no timer or coworkers about to spring us. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, her body molding against mine. We stand there for a long time, just kissing, the world outside this room ceasing to exist, my erection pressed against her.

She's the one to break it, stepping back, her hands moving to the hem of her skirt. Unzipping and tugging it down over her hips in one fluid motion, letting it fall to the floor, before unbuttoning her blouse and tossing it casually aside. She stands before me in a matching set of black lace bra and panties. She is a vision of pure, unadulterated feminine sexuality. My breath catches in my throat, my cock jerking urgently.

She smiles, a slow, seductive smile, seeing the effect she has on me. She reaches behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it slide down her arms. Her breasts are perfect, full and firm with dusky pink nipples that are already hard and wanting. She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her panties, slowly sliding them down her legs, revealing her sex, a small patch of soft, downy hair on her mons, her lips smooth and puffy. She steps out of them, standing before me, completely and beautifully naked. My gaze roams over her, taking in every inch of her perfect body.

"Well, Jake," She says, her voice a low purr, "What are you waiting for? I think you're a little overdressed."

I don't need to be told twice. I practically rip my shirt off, my hands fumbling with the button of my jeans in my haste. She watches me, her eyes glittering with lust, a small, appreciative smile on her lips. I kick off my shoes and socks, then finally, my jeans and boxers are gone. My cock springs free, hard and ready for her.

She lets out a hungry moan as she looks at me, her eyes roaming over my body with the same hungry admiration that I'm giving her. She takes a step towards me, her hand reaching out to wrap around my shaft, her touch firm, possessive.

She leads me to the bed by my cock, pushing me gently so I sit on the edge. She then kneels in front of me, looking up at me with an expression of pure worship. She leans in, her tongue flicking out to taste the bead of pre-come that has formed at the tip. A shudder runs through me at the contact. She then takes me into her mouth, her lips and tongue working me with an expertise that makes my head spin. She bobs her head, taking me deep, her hands cupping my balls, rolling them gently.

"Sandra," I gasp, my hands tangling in her hair, guiding her movements, "Mmm, that feels so good."

She hums in response, the vibrations sending another jolt of pleasure straight through me. She looks up at me, her eyes locked on mine as she takes me all the way to the back of her throat, her expression so hungry, so confident, yet still so clearly in control even though she's on her knees with my cock in her mouth. I watch her, mesmerized by the sight of my best friend's Mom, my ultimate MILF fantasy woman so ravenously sucking my cock, her skills making my entire body shudder in ecstasy. This is a different kind of blowjob from the one in her office. There's no urgency here, no need to be quiet. This is an act of pure, unadulterated pleasure, a slow, deliberate worship of my cock.

She pulls back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my glans, "I want to taste you again, Jake," She says, her voice husky with desire, "I want you to come in my mouth. No need to try and hold back, no need to try and impress me. We've got all night, just give in and fill my mouth with your warm load. I'll take care of getting you hard again as many times as you want, don't you worry about that."

She goes back to her task with renewed vigor, her head bobbing faster, her tongue swirling around my head, her hands stroking what her mouth can't take. I can feel the pressure building, a familiar, tingling sensation starting at the base of my spine and let it build, keen to give her what she wants.

"I'm close," I gasp, my hips thrusting up to meet her movements.

She moans around my cock, her movements becoming even more frantic. With a final long groan of release my orgasm crashes over me. My whole body tenses as I erupt, my hot come pulsating into her eager mouth. Feeling her throat contract as she swallows every last drop, so tight and hot as it squeezes my throbbing girth, her lips locked tight around my shaft, pulling hard with each backward bob of her head, drawing out my come, her hand rubbing my balls as they empty, my hands shaking as I hold her head, spurting into her, my mouth agape.

She crawls up beside me, a triumphant, satisfied smirk on her face. She leans down, her lips meeting mine in a deep, passionate kiss. I can taste myself on her tongue, a salty, intimate reminder of what just happened, normally shying away from something like that, but I don't resist, kissing her deep, hearing her purr as we make out.

"Now it's my turn," She whispers, her hands roaming over my chest, "I'm going to ride your handsome face until I come all over it," She adds, her tone definite, her confidence once again making me shudder with arousal. My hands going to her hips eagerly, pulling her up my body as she climbs aboard.

She positions herself over my face, her knees on either side of my head. She lowers herself slowly, her smooth, wet folds and puffy, soft lips coming to rest against my lips. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, musky and sweet. I waste no time, my tongue darting out to taste her. She is so wet, so delicious. I explore her with my tongue, licking from her entrance to her clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves before taking it into my mouth and sucking gently, my hands kneading her ass, my body squirming as I feast on her sex, pulling her harder onto me, wanting to dive into her, taste every bit of her pussy.

She moans, her fingers lacing through my hair and gripping tight, her body rocking against my face, "Yes, Jake, yes," She gasps, "Eat my pussy, fuck my wet little hole with your tongue."

I oblige, plunging my tongue into her tight channel, fucking her with it while I bring a hand around from her ass, my thumb finds her clit, rubbing it in firm, steady circles. Her taste floods my senses, her movements becoming more frantic. She's grinding against my face now, chasing her pleasure, using me for her release, and I love it. I love the feeling of her hot, wet sex sliding over my mouth, the sound of her ragged breaths, the way her thighs tremble when I eat her pussy just right, chasing after those trembles, getting better at eating her pussy, feeling her soon continuously trembling, the pleasure never letting up as I lick, lap, suck and tongue fuck her, her fingers squeezing my hair.

Suddenly, her gasps turn into sharp, high-pitched cries. Her thighs clamp down around my head, her body arching as she finds her release. A wave of her hot juices washes over my face as she comes, a long, guttural moan tearing from her throat. I greedily lap up every drop, prolonging her pleasure as long as I can, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm, pulling my face deeper into her sex with my hair, totally lost to her ecstasy, fucking my face, rubbing, grinding, and mashing against my mouth desperately.

When the tremors subside, she collapses beside me, her chest heaving, her face flushed with a beautiful, post-orgasmic glow. She turns her head to look at me, a lazy, satisfied smile on her lips.

"You are a very, very good boy, Jake," She says, her voice a husky murmur, before pulling me on top of her, her hands finding my head again so she can press her mouth to mine, kissing me deep, tasting her own orgasm as my slick face rubs against hers as we kiss madly, Sandra holding me by the hair and back, her kisses ferocious, moaning in her throat while she sucks my tongue and bites my lip, her need seemingly insatiable.

"I can't begin to describe how fucking much I want you, Jake," She purrs, looking up at me, her eyes intense, "Everything about you makes my pussy tingle, do you understand?" She adds, her hands sliding down to my ass and squeezing.

Feeling like I've won the lottery to have such a desirable woman openly pine for me so candidly, I smile at her before pressing my lips back to hers, my own need for her sky high, dry humping her as me make out like a couple of love-sick teens, her slick crotch and mine making me buzz with pleasure as her natural feminine charm wakes my cock back up, feeling her wrap her legs around mine.

"I can feel him growing, Jake. Are you going to fuck me when he's fully hard again?" She asks, her lips curled in a smile, "I certainly think you should."

Smiling in return, my cock stiffening by the second, I start teasing her entrance with my knob, Sandra trying to pull me into her, moving and grinding her hips to impale herself on me.

Fully hard and not wanting to wait another second myself either, I line myself up, and push my knob between her lips, Sandra sighing in contentment as I slide into her, both of us moaning in unison as I sink into her incredible heat, feeling her legs squeeze mine, trying to pull me into her deeper. We begin to move together, a slow, deep rhythm, a stark contrast to the frantic, desperate coupling from earlier. This is different. This is borderline making love, my body shivering as her soft walls grip my shaft, every slow thrust making me catch my breath in my throat, her pussy absolutely, 100% the best pussy I've ever experienced, her face looking up at me with lust, but also something else, her smile sweet as she watches the pleasure she's giving me show on my face through my blissed expressions.

"You feel so good inside me, Jake," She whispers against my lips, "So right."

"You too," I murmur back, my movements slow and deliberate, savoring every sensation, the feeling of being inside her, the warmth of her skin, the scent of her hair. This is the stuff of my wildest, most secret dreams, not a quick fuck at college, or in a room at a party with people just outside the door, but proper, sensual sex with a total minx, her fingertips running up and down my back, Sandra happy to let me take my time, the two of us enjoying the moment, her pussy flexing playfully around my girth as I slide deeper inside her, flexing my cock back in response, her eyes twinkling.

I pick up the pace slightly, my thrusts becoming a little harder, a little deeper. She meets me, her hips rising to meet mine, her breath catching in her throat with every stroke. The room is filled with the sounds of our lovemaking, the soft slap of our bodies, our shared breaths, and her quiet moans of pleasure.

I lean down to take one of her perfect nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud, making her cry out, her body arching beneath me. I suck and nibble, before moving to her throat, nipping and kissing it, Sandra purring affectionately as I get to her earlobe, her hands and legs holding me tight while I continue to thrust into her at a steady pace, feeling her pussy continuously lubricating itself, her sex so hot and slick.

My mouth finding hers, we start to kiss again, breathing through our noses as we continue to fuck, our bodies perfectly sculpted to each others at this point, her soft thighs on my sides, her legs raised, her calves against the back of my thighs, continuing like this for minutes, slowly but surely driving her crazy with pleasure, taking my time, keeping a pace I can continue for as long as it takes without coming.

Slowly, I can feel another orgasm building inside her, the way her body starts to tremble, the frantic, whimpering sounds she makes against my lips. I want to feel it. I want to feel her come around my cock again. I keep going, my hips pistoning, driving into her again and again, evenly but relentlessly, my cock hitting that special spot deep inside her.

Taking a leaf from her book, I decide to take the initiative, knowing how well her words work on me.

"Mmm, Sandra, I can feel you getting close...are you going to come for me?"

"Mmmph...yes...fuck yes," She grunts, my words making her shiver and emboldening me.

"Good...I want you to come for me, Sandra," I whisper in her ear, nibbling her earlobe as I feel her shiver. "You have such an amazing pussy. I want to feel it convulse around my cock when you come. I want to feel you soak me, Sandra. I want to make you come so much," I continue, feeling her pussy squeeze me as I talk, her breath catching in her throat, her eyes wide and locked on mine, silently begging me to continue, my words obviously having the right effect.

"Yes...oh god, yes," She gasps, her legs wrapping tighter around me, her hips bucking up to meet my thrusts.

"You like that, Sandra? You like hearing how much I love fucking your perfect little pussy, how much I'm looking forward to feeling you come, how much I love your tight little hole squeezing my cock?"

Unnngh, fuck! Jake! I'm so close!" Sandra grunts, her teeth gritted now, her eyes still locked on mine, their intensity exciting me, knowing I'm making her feel this way.

"Then come for me, Sandra. Come all over my hard cock. Show me how much you want it. Show me how much you love being fucked by your son's best friend," I whisper hoarsely, my last words clearly being the final straw for her.

With a loud, prolonged moan, she comes. Her inner walls clamp down on me, a wave of wet heat washing over my cock. Her body arches, her back bowing off the bed, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she rides out her powerful orgasm, shaking and muttering obscenities, the bed vibrating with her climax, but I don't stop. I keep thrusting, drawing out her pleasure, prolonging her climax until she is a quivering, breathless mess beneath me. Her body is eventually limp, her skin flushed, her eyes half-lidded with a sated, dreamy look.

"You keep doing that...and I'm going to fall head over heels for you, Jake," She purrs between breaths, looking up at me adoringly, her hand caressing my face, her fingers still shaky.

Kissing her fingertips, I continue to thrust into her, but very slowly, Sandra biting her lip with every inward stroke, her post-orgasm pussy buzzing, feeling her jolt and twitch randomly as I slide in and out of her warm, cosy sex. She just watches me, her face a mix of lust and care, my heart thumping at how she's looking at me.

After a few minutes of this, gently keeping the fire stocked, exchanging kisses and looks, I can see Sandra has basically recovered from her climax, her soft, loving, caring, contented expression morphing back into lustful cougar, her touch becoming firmer again, her legs squeezing me, her body language making it clear she's ready to switch from slow-sex to fuck.

With a confident, husky laugh, Sandra rolls us, her hands firm on my chest. In a fluid motion, I am on my back, and she is straddling me, my cock still buried deep inside her. The power shift is electric. Her hair tumbles around her shoulders, her breasts heaving with each breath. She is in control now, a queen on her throne.

She looks down at me, her eyes shining with a renewed, predatory hunger, "Your turn," she purrs, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

She begins to move. Her hips rise and fall in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her slick walls gripping and releasing my shaft with every movement. The angle is incredible, sending a jolt of pure pleasure through me with every downward grind. I can only lie there, my hands on her thighs, watching her, mesmerized by the sight of this gorgeous, in-charge woman using my body for our pleasure.

She rides me with an expertise that leaves me breathless. She leans forward, her hands braced on my chest, her movements becoming faster, more demanding. The bed begins to rock with the force of her rhythm, the sounds of our bodies joining filling the room. Her face close to mine, her hair swaying on either side of it, her mouth a horny little smile.

"You like that, Jake?" she purrs, her voice raw with lust, "You like fucking me?"

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words now, Sandra riding me harder and faster.

"Whose cock is this, Jake?" She asks, her hips now slamming down on me, her breasts bouncing with the impact, her eyes burning into mine.

"Yours," I manage to gasp, my hands moving from her thighs to her hips, holding on, trying to ground myself against the overwhelming pleasure.

"And whose pussy is this?" She continues, her breath coming in short, sharp pants, the sheer filth of her words driving me wild, her face a picture of wild ecstasy.

"Mine," I grunt, my hips thrusting up to meet her, my control starting to slip.

"That's fucking right," she moans, her movements becoming wild, her forehead pressed to mine, our breath mingling, "Now come for me, Jake, fill this pussy! Show me how much you want me, come for me!"

Shaking, my hands holding her tight, my thighs tense and my toes curl as the most powerful orgasm ever blasts out of me, my cock a red hot bar of steel as it spurts again and again, Sandra watching me and smiling as I gasp and grunt my way though my orgasm, her pussy clenched around my length, pushing myself upward into her, wanting to be as deep as possible as I flood her tight sex with come, Sandra purring in approval as she feels me filling her with my warmth, pushing down into my lap, impaling herself on me, the two of gasping.

She collapses onto my chest, her body slick with sweat, her heart pounding against mine. We lie there for a long while, our bodies tangled together, the room filled with the scent of our sex and the sound of our slowing breaths. I lazily run my fingers up and down her spine, feeling the slight shivers that still run through her.

"Your come is so hot inside me," she murmurs into my neck, her voice a contented, drowsy sigh, "It's so...nice, Jake."

I just hold her tighter, a wave of protectiveness and affection washing over me. This feels right. This feels more than right. It feels like destiny. A cheesy thought, but one that refuses to leave my head. I don't want this to be a secret thing. I don't want to be just a fling for my best friend's mom. I want more.

She eventually pushes herself up, her hair a mess, her face flushed and beautiful. She looks down at me, her expression soft, a tender smile playing on her lips. With a sucking in of breath, she carefully slides off my cock, feeling it slap heavily onto my thigh as she lies down next to me, nestling into my body with hers.

I trail my fingers down her arm, my touch gentle, reverent. The post-coital haze is beautiful, my body throbbing in its afterglow as I lie here with her.

"What are you thinking so hard about?" she murmurs with a grin, her head on my shoulder, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest.

I hesitate for a second, then decide on honesty. Not wanting to play any more games or 'Operations', "I was thinking that...this feels pretty amazing. Better than I've ever imagined. Just lying here with you, even this is...perfect?"

She lifts her head to look at me, her eyes searching my face. The predatory, lustful cougar from moments ago is gone, replaced by the woman I'm quickly falling for, "It's different for me too, Jake. I haven't felt this...alive, in a very long time."

I turn onto my side to face her fully, my hand coming up to cup her cheek. "I, uhh, I think I might...really like you."

Sandra's smile is slow, sweet, and utterly disarming. "I know, Jake. I feel it too," she whispers, leaning into my touch.

"You do?"

"It's in the way you look at me. The way you touch me," she says, her gaze unwavering. "I know the difference between lust and...something more. What we have is definitely more, although there is a whole lot of lust there too, haha."

A wave of relief washes over me, so strong it almost makes me dizzy. I've never felt this way about a woman before. I've lusted after a million women, and even Sandra I assumed was simply a horny fantasy to some extent, but I guess there was more to it than just my boner when it comes to her, her skin so perfect as I caress her.

"What do you think we should do? I understand this could cause some potential problems," I say, the practical side of my brain chiming in.

"Well. You're mine now, I know that much," She says, watching me closely and grinning when she sees I like her saying that, "So I guess...we take it day by day? See when it's best to become proper public with our...relationship?"

"Yeah, our relationship," I confirm, the two of us kissing again.

"And in the meantime," She says when our kiss finally ends, "We'll have office hours to be together, plus the drive to and from work. On weekends, when you come to see Adam, perhaps we can get a few minutes alone to milk this monster," She says, grabbing my cock, "Plus, when you sleep over, I'm sure I can find it in my heart to sneak into the guest room and pay you a midnight visit. Also, there are plenty of quiet places we could park and...snuggle. Plus motels and hotels if we need a good full night of fucking," She continues, her face flushing with color as she works herself up thinking about all the sex we will be having.

"Basically, Jake, I'm going to drain this cock as often as possible, and when I'm not draining it, it's because I'll be busy sitting on your face. The amount of sex, fucking and...love-making we're going to do would make a prostitute blush!" She giggles triumphantly, holding me close, the future looking so bright I can barely even look at it!

END

------------------------------
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