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Chapter One


Ed left his office and went to his
secretary’s work area. Claris was on the phone with a client giving
him reassurance the crew would be done with the job by the end of
the week.

Uninterested in the conversation, Ed pointed
emphatically into his coffee mug. It was full of plain black coffee
he had fixed for himself.

Claris rolled her eyes at him. She was
wearing her professional secretary’s outfit, nothing overly fancy,
just a skirt, white blouse, and blazer. Just enough to deal with
the public on the rare occasion someone other than the small staff
came into the office. She was slightly worried her clothing was a
little too tight, a little too revealing, but Ed never
complained.

More importantly she was worried that she
was getting too fat for the clothing she had.

Ed reached for her, but she pulled back; she
was tethered to the desk by the cord to the phone’s headset. Still,
she had plenty of room to move around. Almost absently she started
unbuttoning her blouse. The blazer wasn’t in the way at
all. 

The bra she wore was lacy, but perfectly
appropriate for the office. She hauled out one of her large and
swollen breasts. Taking the mug from Ed she placed it on the desk
in front of her. Seating herself while still talking on the phone,
she aimed her nipple at the three-quarters filled mug and squeezed
the soft flesh of her breast.

Five streams of milk erupted from the
nipple. She was close enough to the cup that all the milk went
exactly where she had intended. She repeated this process several
more times, changing the black liquid to a cloudy brown. 

“And thank you for
calling,” she said as she disconnected the call, handed the mug
back to Ed and then slipped her breast back into her
bra.

“I
really wish you wouldn’t do that while I’m on the phone.” She ran
her eyes over her boss. Tweed jacket, bright yellow tie that was
entirely unnecessary for their private office, and plain black
slacks. Everything about his outfit said office drone. 

Unlike her body that was pushing the limits
of what could be considered sexy and curvy, Ed’s body was lean.
Maybe he wasn’t in his physical prime, but for a man well into his
forties, he was still incredibly fit and handsome. Not exactly
rugged, but he looked better with a bit of scruff on his face
instead of a clean shave. 

She was well-familiar with that scruff and
how it could sandpaper soft flesh.

She wanted to be sandpapered right then and
there.

She hated herself for wanting that.

Ed carefully stirred his now-creamed coffee
with the plastic spoon he had carried with him. 

“I think you like doing it
more than you like to admit,” he said to her casually. He noted
that she hadn’t buttoned the top button of her blouse but he
couldn’t determine if that was because she had forgotten or if it
was a deliberate ploy on her part.

He hoped it was a deliberate ploy.

“Now’s not the time,” she
told him.

“Why not? The office is
empty.” He grinned at her. It was the middle of the morning. The
staff that needed to come in had already arrived and left on their
appointments. The office was empty but for the two of
them.

That was part of the thrill: the danger of
getting caught.

She didn’t like that feeling...or so she
told herself. She liked it after the fact, after they had gotten
away with it. She knew they were eventually going to get
caught.

That’s what really scared her.

“Because we’ll get
caught.”

He shook his head slowly. “Everyone’s out
until at least noon.”

She looked down at her desk and computer.
There was precious little to do for the next hour or two other than
answer the phone. It was too good a job to risk playing games like
this.

But Ed was a part owner of the business.

Shit.

“Not here,” she
said.

Again he shook his head. “Why not
here?” 

He knew why. This was all just part of the
game they were playing. A game they had successfully played many
times before.

“Too risky.”

She wanted to, but it was too much risk.
They were both married, but to other people. He was an owner of the
business, but she was just an employee who desperately needed the
job.

She knew he wasn’t leaving his wife. She
knew she wasn’t leaving her husband and her baby.

The humiliation of getting caught was too
much for her.

The risk of losing her job because she told
Ed no...well, that was unlikely, but possible. Yes, she was
sleeping with the boss, but he was a genuinely nice man who didn’t
want to put her on the street.

But more than anything she realized her
panties were drenched with her amrita. She wanted to fuck him, but
getting caught...she felt like she was back in high school sneaking
around on her parents and his parents.

Worse, she could feel her milk welling up in
her tits. 

Why had she put herself in this
position?

“It’s not too risky,” he
said, sounding much like that high school boyfriend who was always
willing to fuck anywhere and anyplace regardless of risk or
circumstances. In the car in the school parking lot. In the woods
behind his house. In her family room while her parents were
sleeping upstairs. In the changing room of the JCPenney’s where she
had her weekend job. 

“Anyone could walk in,”
she said.

But that was part of the fun.

“Just turn around and show
me your ass,” he persuaded her. 

She rolled her eyes. Claris knew that Ed
liked big tits on women and big asses. She had both. She also felt
fat for having both. She hadn’t ever lost all the baby weight she
had put on during her pregnancy. Having a two year old at home only
made her feel more guilty about not having lost it.

Ed didn’t complain.

At home Ray commented on her weight all the
time.

She stood up from her chair and turned away
from Ed. She even went so far as to bend over and let her ass stick
up in the air. Her forearms were on the desk and she felt dirty and
exposed and naked. But she wasn’t naked.

And then she felt his hands tugging upward
on her skirt.

“No!” she gasped out loud,
cutting herself off, trying to be quiet even though there was no
one else around. Her hands went to his, preventing him from pulling
her skirt higher. 

“Just show me your
ass.”

It wasn’t the risk or the nudity now. It was
that she didn’t want him to see her underwear.

“No!” she almost shouted
now.

He stopped tugging on her tight skirt. “Why
not?”

Her face was red with embarrassment. How had
she let her life get to this point?

“You won’t like what you
see.”

He grinned. “But I love looking at your
ass.” He tugged gently but she still resisted.

Claris knew that she could complain and
resist all she wanted, but it was going to happen this morning.
They were going to have
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