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I could feel the eyes following me. It was my fault, of course; my skirt was almost short enough to risk a trip to HR. Even the women in the office were following the sway of my hips as I walked past.

Stopping at the office door, I gently knocked, hearing a voice beyond it let me in. I swing the door open to see James, my boss, behind his desk pouring over a stack of folders.

He looked up, but his eyes never made it past my tits. They never did. Even with my blouse buttoned up, it hugged the curves of my DD cup breasts beautifully.

“You wanted to see me?” I asked

James had a difficult time pulling his eyes up to my face. I grinned. I loved the attention. Having all these men, especially James, undressing me with their eyes made me wet.

“Yes, can you get me all the documents for the Pensky file?”

“All of them?” I asked, stepping closer to his desk.

I leaned over slightly, not enough to be obvious, but still enough to give James some ideas. I saw him swallow.

“Yeah, I know it will be hard to gather them all together, but I need to see all of them to finish my report.”

I smirked and placed my hands on his desk, looking into his eyes.

“That’s ok, I like hard things.” I said with a wink, glancing down.

I exited the office and spent the next several hours gathering all the documents and printing everything we didn’t have a hard copy of. I stood next to the printer, organizing the papers into folders. The printer room was so cramped that two people could hardly move past each other.

I must have been too caught up in what I was doing because when James came in, I didn’t realize it until a hand gently touched my waist.

I jumped in response.

“Sorry, I just need to sneak past you.” James said.

His hand sent a tingle straight to my pussy. He gently held my waist as he slipped past me towards the printer. I felt his body brush past mine, too close for a boss intern relationship. There was something more, something that excited me.

Maybe my flirting was paying off.

“I guess I was too engrossed in my work.” I responded.

I bent over the counter, sticking my butt out for him to admire. I pretended to gather up some papers that I had to reach for, but really, I wanted to see how he would react.

He was staring at my ass.

I looked over at him, and he quickly looked away, busying himself with whatever he was photocopying. I turned and leaned against the counter.

“I saw that sir.” I said with a wink.

“I would say that I’m sorry, but I think you did that on purpose.” He replied, gathering up his papers and turning to face me.

“Maybe.”

He walked towards me, turning to face me as he shimmied past. This time, he put both hands on my waist. He dragged his crotch over mine as he passed by me, which made me smile a seductive smile.

“I’ll have these documents for you soon sir.”

“I look forward to it.” He said as he walked back to his office.

Five o’clock came and went, leaving the office empty. Or so it seemed. I unbuttoned my blouse to expose enough cleavage to guarantee a visit to HR.

I walked past the rows of empty desks, pausing to knock at his office. As I entered, James caught my eye.

He stood, leaning against his desk, his grey collared shirt clinging to his muscular chest, the rolled-up sleeves accentuating his swollen biceps and powerful forearms. He stood at least six feet tall, a strong frame topped wth short dark hair and piercing brown eyes.

For a moment, I forgot why I’d entered the office, but the weight of the file folders reminded me.

“I have the documents you needed James.” I said, trying desperately to avoid making it too obvious that I was undressing the man with my eyes.

He smiled at me, eyes dropping to my generous cleavage. His obvious gaze lit a fire between my legs, a fire I would no doubt have to deal with when I got home.

Was I trying to entice my boss? Maybe. I definitely left my blouse unbuttoned enough to scarcely cover my lace bra. I also chose to wear the tightest-fitting blouses to accentuate my large breasts, complemented by the skirt hugging my curvy hips.

Having all the men and some of the women oggle my body turned me on to another level. Almost nightly, I lie in bed, vibrator set to maximum, riding out multiple orgasms, thinking of the naughty adventures I could have with them.

That was it, though. I valued this internship too much to risk it by pursuing any of these men, but for some reason, I could not help but shamelessly flirt with my boss. There was something about him that drove me to entice him to make a move.

“You didn’t have to stay late; I could have waited till the morning.” James said, reluctantly dragging his gaze to meet mine.

I loved having him admire my tits. The tingling in my pussy told me that my fantasies about him tonight would be earth-shattering.

I stepped forward to place the files on his desk. My arm brushed against his, igniting another electric shock straight to my pussy. For a moment, I forgot where I was and what I was doing. The feeling of his skin against mine was divine.

“You smell nice. I like that perfume.” He said.

I froze. The response was lost in my throat. I wanted to say thanks, but the words didn’t find their way out. I felt him move away from me, and I heard the office door
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