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Most nineteen year olds don’t get internships like this. Learning business under the guidance of one of the most successful men in the city is a dream come true for anyone. The only reason I, a freshman college student who would rather be partying, got the job is because my boss is my dad’s best friend.

My dad was the best man at my boss’s wedding. 

A marriage that is rolling into its 10 year anniversary.

And, me and Matt are about to blow that up. 

I watched from my desk as my boss, Matt, tried to usher his wife out of the building. She dropped by for the third time this week to give him papers he forgot. Matt didn’t really need those papers. His wife just likes to check in on him out of jealousy.

Understandable. 

Matt is muscular, tall, gorgeous, and charming. He dazzles clients. 

She thinks he’s going to cheat on her constantly at the office.

For the past three months of working here, I’ve never heard any fucking sounds come from his office. Unless he’s the silent type.

As far as I know, he hasn’t fucked any pretty young thing on his large midcentury modern desk.

Yet.

I tugged down the hem of my skirt. The lacy underwear I bought for this occasion tickled. Why is the cutest lingerie always the most uncomfortable? Hopefully, I wouldn’t have to wear them for long.

“Remember to feed Junior’s goldfish,” Wifey said. 

“Everything will be under control, honey,” Matt said, holding her by the elbow. I could smell his cologne as the couple passed my desk. It was one of those scents that came in tiny bottles and locked behind cabinets at luxurious boutiques. 

“I’ll tell mom you were caught up at work, again,” Wifey huffed. She glanced around the office at the handful of us finishing up our projects for the long weekend.

“This project is kicking our asses,” he said softly. Just as she opened her mouth to speak, he guided her outside the office doors. They were out of hearing range. But, from my desk, I could see them.

Matt appeared to be talking exasperatedly to Wifey. Telling her that, “Yes, work is why I can’t spend Labor Day weekend with you and the kids at your parents place.”

I watched, subconsciously fluffing my hair. Matt mentioned some of his favorite actresses offhandedly at one of the office meetings. All of them were redheads, like me.

I spent so many nights tucked under my blankets rubbing my clit to the thought of Matt pulling me by my ginger locks and fucking me from behind. 

Or, him sticking his tongue up my pussy, rolling his mouth around the small patch of red pubic hair.

I learned a while ago that men love ginger crotches. That’s why I always left a little bit of hair there, and in the shape of a small flame.

Matt kissed Wifey and waved goodbye. He came back inside pushing his dark hair off his forehead.

“It’s Friday and I know you all want to start your Labor Day weekend,” Matt said smiling. He had deep dimples that every woman on the planet wanted to stick their tongue in. 

“So, get outta here and start the weekend early.”

A collective cheer went up in the office. It was barely 10 in the morning and we were done for the day. 

I watched my colleagues pack up their things and dart towards the door, like the last day of school.

This was my chance.

I adjusted the lace bra that matched the panties. It too itched and I would be glad to be out of it. It would look better dangling from Matt's office doorknob anyway.

Slowly, I gathered my things. Matt made his way back to his office, stopping every few paces to talk to one of his employees. Being recognized by Matt was always special. 

Finally, everyone left. Just me and Matt in the office.

“Got big plans this long weekend, Annie?” Matt asked, coming up to my desk. He sat on the edge of it and crossed his arms over his chest. Even with his polo shirt on, you could see his well defined pecs. 

“Not really,” I said, pulling my cardigan closed. Despite being bold enough to buy pink lingerie, I still got really self conscious around Matt.

“Tell your dad that next week I’ll bring the movies I borrowed from him,” Matt said. “This weekend I’m beat. I just want to sleep for the next 72 hours.”

I almost mentioned him telling his wife that he was going to be working all weekend, but decided against it.

He stood up, twisting his wedding band around his finger with his thumb. His eyes flicked over my body, taking in every curve and swerve of it. Matt brought his eyes back up to mine, his tan cheeks darkening a touch.

But, it was too late. I saw it. Something that I wanted to see in Matt’s eyes since I started working here.

Desire.

Hunger.

Arousal.

I took off my cardigan and set it on the back of my chair. The industrial style clock on the wall ticked, filling the silence. 

Matt glanced at the front door. Everyone was gone.

He unzipped his pants and headed back to his office. 

I followed behind.
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Matt’s office was nice and cool. And, it became cooler as he drew the blinds against the morning sun. 

I closed his office door behind me. My stomach did cartwheels. 

Matt closed the last blinds, leaving us in the soft light. The green banker’s lamp on his desk cast shadows on the floor.

Matt stood behind his desk, his eyes locked onto me. He unbuttoned his pants and dropped into his chair.

I swallowed and licked my dry lips. Matt adjusted the desk chair, setting it in a light reclining angle. He lay back with a satisfied sigh and parted his legs.

I licked my lips again.

I’m not stupid. I knew exactly what he was expecting from me. 

I crossed the room. A photo of him and his family sat on the shelf behind him. I passed his desk with a gold framed photo of him and his wife on their wedding day. Besides a few extra gray strands in his hair, Matt looked the same as he did a decade ago.

I walked behind his desk. He watched me from behind half closed lids. Matt set his hands on the armrest. His wedding band caught the low light and twinkled.

Stepping towards him, I could hear Matt’s soft breathing. He was as relaxed as if he were laying on a beach, not reclining in his office desk chair with his fly unzipped in front of the intern.

How many times had he done this? The casualness of his body made me think that he’s had a lot of women, other than his wife, go down on him. I wasn’t the first. And, I probably wouldn’t be the last.

But, that’s something to worry about later. For now, my dampening pussy needed Matt. 

And, from the look of the growing bulge in Matt’s underwear, he needed me too. 

I dropped down onto my knees between Matt’s legs.

His thighs tensed, making the leather chair squeak.

“Annie,” he said softly. “You don’t know how long I’ve tried to fight this.” 

I rested my hands on his thighs. The heat from his body seeped through the fabric of his pants.

“I’ve wanted you since you started working here,” Matt said. His voice was as smooth as honey. The bass of it rumbled down his body and tingled my palms.

Matt reached into his underwear. He pulled out his half erect cock. I watched as he gently stroked the thick shaft. The bulb glistened with hunger.

I pressed my tongue into my cheek, wondering if I could possibly fit all of that in my mouth.

I’ve sucked dick before plenty of times for my ex boyfriends. But, none of them had Matt’s size of cock. Not a single one.

Matt must have seen the uncertainty in my face because he smiled sweetly.

“We’ll go nice and easy, Annie,” he said. “Slow and steady.”

I licked my
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