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'Get the fuck out of here!' Jorge typed.

Jorge was one of my online buddies. We played a game online together. I had never met him in person. So, he was the only person I could tell.

'I am serious!' I responded.

'So, your boss let you fuck her while she was on the phone with her husband?' he asked.

'Yes, and the crazy thing was she acted like it was nothing, like I was doing nothing,' I told him.

'Dude, if you are serious,' he said, 'Which I really doubt, but if you are serious, then she's free use.'

'What's that?' I asked.

'Don't you watch porn?' Jorge asked.

'Yeah, but I like interracial stuff,' I replied.

'Look it up, I got to go, talk soon,' Jorge said.

"Free use?" I said as I went to my favorite porn site.

I typed it in and saw a few videos.

"Huh," I said after watching a few of them.

'There is no way,' I thought as I turned off my P.C. and went to bed.

~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Monday morning came quickly, and I was glad to return to work.

As usual, I met Casey and Kenny downstairs and walked toward the building.

There was no way I would tell either of them what happened, even though they were my best friends.

Casey would blow her mouth to everyone, and Kenny wouldn't stop saying he told me so. He would say it nonstop, and that would get annoying fast.

"So, I wonder what your crush is going to have in store for us this week," Casey said as we rode the elevator.

"My crush?" I asked.

"Don't do this again," Casey rolled her eyes. "Our boss, Diane!"

"Oh, you still think she has a thing for me?" I smiled as the doors opened, and we walked onto the floor.

"Who has a thing for who?" one of our coworkers asked.

"Nosey!" I exclaimed as I went to my desk.

“We think Diane has a thing for Damien,” Casey whispered.

"At least you learned your lesson and not blurting things out like last time," I smiled.

"Damien, can I see you for a second," Diane said as she strolled by.

"Sure," I answered.

We walked to her office, and she stood by it without entering. "When everybody gets in and get situated let me know, I have something urgent to tell them."

"Of course," I said as she walked into her office.

'See,' I told myself. 'Nothing, probably a one-time thing.'

I waited until everybody gathered in the large conference room, then told Diane we were ready.

Diane entered the room with a smile. She started the meeting by letting everyone know that they had done an excellent job over the past few weeks and wanted them to carry that hard work into the next project.

I was interested in the next project as I took the lead. I had a few project managers in mind; we all wanted to get going as soon as possible.

Then Diane told us about the new promotions and positions. I was incredibly shocked to hear that I was now an assistant director. It had been discussed for months, but I didn't think we would proceed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Now you will be working directly under her," Casey said later at the bar.

"Yeah, I bet she wishes you were under her," Kenny smiled.

"You should have seen her face when she told us about his promotion," Casey smiled. "She looked like she was going to orgasm right in front of us."

"She did not!" I exclaimed. "You are exaggerating."

"She was very happy!" Casey stated.

"Diane is our boss," I shrugged. "She is happy things are going better than they were before she got here, that's all."

"Uh-huh," Lionel said from his chair in the corner as he watched us play pool. "Sounds like Casey is right on this one."

"You work security," I said, lining up my shot. "How do you know anything?"

"We security guards see it all," Lionel said.

"You monitor the first gate," Kenny smiled. "You don't even come into the buildings, you can't. You don't have clearance."

Our buildings were way off the beaten path; many people only saw them from the roads or freeways. 

To get to the actual buildings was a chore. First, we had to get off the highway and then drive a mile to the road that took us to the other side of the trees. Then, we had to show our I.D. and be scanned in, and it was a quarter-mile drive to the next gate. We did another I.D. check and scan, and we could park.

Each vehicle was scanned inside and out as it was lowered to the parking deck below. One thing out of the ordinary and security was on us in a heartbeat. 

One time, I forgot I had let a friend borrow my car. She left her kids' play gun in the backseat, and it took another hour for them to tear through the rest of my car.

Monthly drug tests and apartment and housing checks were conducted. Our daily routines were monitored, and social media wasn't even allowed. We were checked and rechecked monthly.

This was the NSA, and they didn't play around with what they had us do. If the general public knew what we were doing in these buildings, there would be riots daily.

"So, just because I can't get into the buildings, doesn't mean I don't know what happens in them," Lionel said.

"Okay, change of subject," I interrupted. "How are things going with what's her face?" I asked Kenny.

"Leighla?" Kenny asked.

"They are done," Lionel laughed.

"I was going to tell them!" Kenny shouted at his brother.

"Why?" Casey asked.

"She doesn't like porn," Lionel laughed.

"Shut it!" Kenny said.

"A lot of women don't like porn, it gives the wrong idea to some men," Casey said.

"Tell them," Lionel said.

"It's not porn, it's a specific thing," Kenny said.

"Anal, I told you a lot of women don't want a dick up their ass!" Fiona said she was sitting beside Lionel. I didn't like her, but she was dating Lionel, so I had to put up with her for now.

"Nope, not that," Lionel was still laughing.

"What?" I asked.

"Tit fucking," Kenny said in a low voice.

"What?" Casey asked as she came closer.

"She saw that I had favorited some tit fucking videos and she said that it was gross," Kenny said.

Lionel started laughing harder.

"How is that gross?" Fiona asked.

"Again, porn makes it look better than what it is," Casey stated. "I don't want some guy's sweaty ass on my stomach or chest."

"Of course not," Fiona said.

"What's the subject?" Diane asked as she approached the pool table.

She had another bucket of bottled beers.

"Damn! You just sneaked up on us like a cat!" Casey said as she reached for one of the beers. "Didn't know you were coming, but you read our minds."

"Thanks," I said as I took one.

We started drinking, and Diane settled into one of the stools and looked at us. "I'm not a boss, remember? I'm just here to chat and hang out."

"Okay," Fiona nodded. "You've got bit tits," she stated.

"That's an understatement," Diane agreed. "But carry on."

"Is tit fucking gross?" Kenny asked.

"No," Diane quickly replied.

"What about if he sits on your stomach?" Casey asked.

"Not one of my favorite ways of doing it," Diane drank from her bottle.

"See," Casey stated.

"But there are other ways to do it," Fiona corrected.

"Many other ways," Diane interjected.

Kenny explained what his girlfriend stated and their argument, which led to them breaking up.

The women laughed about it, and the guys just shrugged it off.

"Can you imagine tit fucking Diane," Casey said as we went to our cars.

"She's right there!" I motioned to Diane's car a few feet from us.

"She can't hear us," Casey said as she looked at me.

"Not getting into this," I responded as I got in my car.

The truth was that I couldn't stop thinking about it. From the moment Diane said she didn't mind being tit fucked and that she liked it at times, I hadn't stopped thinking about how it would feel to fuck those humungous-sized tits.

'I had fun tonight,' Diane texted me as I lay down.

'Yeah, it's great to unwind after a long day,' I replied.

'Your friends still think I am the bad guy, don't they?' Diane asked.

'Not after tonight,' I sat up. 'I think they got to see that you can talk just like one of us.'

'That's good to hear. I truly enjoyed myself,' Diane stated.

'Even though the topic is always about sex,' I responded.

'People like sex, I like sex, so it's not that bad of a topic,' Diane replied. 'Especially if it helps someone like Kenny.'

'Yeah, I think his ex-girlfriend took it a bit far,' I said.

'Way too far. A lot of guys like seeing their dick go between breasts,' Diane stated. 'I like the feeling personally.'

'It's one of my favs if we are being honest,' I admitted.

Hopefully, Diane would take the hint and keep talking about it as my dick throbbed.

'Really? Which way?' Diane asked.

'Any, not picky,' I laughed and sent a laughing emoji to accompany it.

'Ah, not being picky is good,' Diane responded. 'I have a few favorites of how I like it.'

'Now I am interested,' I replied.

There was a pause, and I wondered if Diane's husband had caught her flirting with a coworker.

I put my phone down, disappointed that I didn't get to talk about fucking her tits for a bit longer. My phone went off as I put my head down on the pillow.

I reached for it and was met with a porn video.

A woman with enormous tits was bouncing them on a black man's cock as he was seated on the couch watching football.

It went off again, and there was another video of another black man fucking a woman's giant tits as she lay down on the bed.

Another video of a woman with a tank top on and tit fucking a man under the top.

Another video of a woman with a bra on doing the same.

'And this one is my favorite,' Diane texted.

It was a woman fully dressed in an office chair. A man was straddling her chest as she sat back. I could see that some of the buttons on her shirt were undone, and his cock was through the shirt and under the bra. The man held the back of the chair as he fucked her tits.

'That's your favorite?' I asked.

'Yes, but got to go, it's getting late, and he is asking questions,' Diane replied.

'Oh, okay,' I replied.

'Looking forward to working with you closer now that you are my assistant,' Diane said.

'Me too,' I replied, still looking at the video.

'If you have any questions or concerns about anything I said about the meeting or anything else I said today, I hope you don't take matters into your own hands; I will gladly assist you tomorrow with ANYTHING,' Diane responded.

I didn't reply as I knew he must have been looking or, worse yet, seen her phone.

I kept looking at the videos Diane had sent and immediately wanted relief. I wrapped my hand around my cock.

It was then I thought about what Diane had said. 'Not to take matters into my own hands,' I thought as I looked at the text. 'Did she mean not to jerk off?' I questioned myself.

I thought about it, then put my phone down and went to sleep. I will see what tomorrow brings.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I walked into the office without thinking that today would be like any other day.

Once everybody got situated, I decided to go and see what Diane had in store for the day.

"Hey," Diane said as I entered her office.

"Hey, everyone got started," I told her. Is there anything you want from me before I start the project?"

"No, everything looks good," Diane looked up from her paperwork.

'Damn, she's wearing what looks like the same shirt from that video,' I thought as I saw the same baby blue button shirt stretched across her massive chest.

Even from this distance away from Diane's desk, I could see some of the clear white buttons about to say, 'fuck it' and come undone.

'Just a coincidence,' I told myself repeatedly.

I walked out of the office and went to my station.

It was hard to concentrate with that image in my head. I looked at the other workers; everybody was working. The sound of fast fingers moving over keyboards filled the room.

I started to focus on my work and leading the project.

'When you get a chance, come back to my office,' Diane said via office messaging.

I saw Casey's head pop up from her cubicle.

'Bow chicka wow wow,' Casey texted me.

'Stop it!' I replied.

'Go get you some
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