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I couldn't sleep. I kept going back to what Diane said. 

I remembered the look on her face when she said she wanted me to unload in her. I wanted to masturbate to that thought, but something told me to save all of it for her. If she wanted it, she could have it less for me to clean up.

I loved fucking her massive tits. What was best was cumming inside her. I had heard stories and read some erotic stories about cumming inside married women was the best feeling ever, even better than being with a virgin.

Since I had been with a virgin previously in my life, I had to say cumming inside Diane while she was talking with her husband was ten times better than Amy, the virgin back in college. Hell, who was I kidding? It was a hundred times better.

'Damn,' I thought as my cock got hard.

If Diane were here right now, I would want to fuck her tits and cum on her face or in her mouth.

That's what I wanted to do next; I wanted her to suck my cock. 'But how?' I thought.

If I had to go on with the rules of free use, it had to be within the work environment. Something that would make her willingly suck my dick.

I thought about it at length before I finally fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"LATE NIGHT, HUH?" CASEY asked as I yawned again as we rode the elevator up to our floor.

"Yeah," I yawned again. "Couldn't sleep."

"You should try those pills I gave you," one of our co-workers said. "They knock me right out."

"Not taking drugs to sleep," I shook my head as the elevator doors opened.

"Damien," one of the reps said as we exited the elevator.

"Dun, dun, dun," Casey smiled.

I hated the HR reps.

"You have a meeting at four," he said.

We were never given a warning about our HR meetings. They were part of the job. They would ask questions about our job and how we felt. It was more of a psychological evaluation than an HR visit. 

The company had problems before with people not feeling good or having doubts about the work that we did here.

The visits usually lasted just under an hour, and depending on the results, some people were let go, while others received raises or were put in for promotions.

"Do you know who will do mine?" I asked.

"Nina," the rep said as he walked away.

I heard Casey laughing.

Everyone hated their meetings with Nina. I had always got Melanie or Hank; this would be my first time with Nina.

"There goes your night," Bonnie said as I sat down.

Nina was known to go by the book, every single page of the book. Every word, every syllable. Meetings with her were known to last for two hours or more.

"Fuck!" I said as I sat down.

There was no way out of it. If I didn't show up, I would get fired. The only way out was a family emergency, which I would have to prove that it actually happened.

"I could cut you, make it look like an accident," Casey laughed.

"Please," Bonnie laughed. "Nina will have him go to the medical room, get stitches, and still show up for the meeting."

She was correct; Nina was not to be messed with. She had the chance to be promoted and go directly into higher management, but she refused. Nina liked where she was and what she did.

I had my mind on the meeting when Diane came over to me.

"Everything okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," I smiled, thinking about yesterday. "Actually, I needed to ask you something in private," I whispered.

A plan was forming in my head.

"Sure, come to my office," Diane smiled as I stood and walked behind her.

We walked into her office, and she closed the door behind us and walked to her desk.

"How can I help you?" Diane asked.

"Well, I was going over things for my HR meeting later with Nina," I stated.

"She can be a real stick in the mud," Diane smiled.

"Exactly," I said. "I was going over some of the questions from the last meeting I had and while I got most of the written questions correct," I had gotten up and stood beside her.

"Carry on," Diane said as she stared at me.

"The oral questions had me a bit stumped," I said as I took out my cock.

"Oh," Diane said as she looked at my cock. "Yes, the oral questions are a bit hard and can be a bit stressful."

"That's exactly what I was thinking," I smiled.

"Sit down and I will see if I can help you with that," Diane said as she got up.

I took her seat, and she quickly got down to her knees.

"Now, the key thing is to relax and think nothing about it," Diane said as her mouth opened and she took my cock into her mouth.

'It fucking worked!' I thought as I looked at Diane as she started sucking my dick.

I couldn't believe a stupid porn trick worked in real life. Diane's dark red hair bobbed up and down as I sat in her chair.

Diane was really going at it. I loved how she didn't use her hands or come up for air. She was a pro at this.

"Now," Diane stopped. "The real thing about Oral questions is the pace, some like to go quick and try to get it out of the way, answer as many questions as possible as fast as possible."

"What do you like?" I asked.

"I love taking my time with Oral. I really get into it," Diane said as she returned to sucking my dick.

Diane went slow. Her green eyes looked at me as she sucked every inch of my cock. She even deep-throated it and buried my cock in her throat.

Slowly she snaked my cock out of her mouth and made an audible pop as the head came out.

"But there is a time for a quicker pace," Diane stated as her head went up and down quickly.

'Goddamn!' I thought.

Diane was about to make me cum.

She alternated between quick and slow. Every time I was close to cumming, she went slow to stop me, then quick to get me there again.

"Damn!" I said I couldn't pretend anymore. I wanted to cum in her mouth.

When her head got to the bottom, I held it down.

"Fuck!" I said as I came into her mouth. My cock throbbed and pulsed as I shot my cum down her throat.

I held it there until I was spent.

"Did that help you with your question?" Diane asked, wiping her mouth.

"Yes, it did," I answered.

"Good, remember all you have to do is ask," Diane smiled as I stood up.

"I will keep that in mind," I pulled up my pants and walked out of her office.

I made a quick trip into the bathroom to straighten myself out.

I got what I wanted. I smiled at myself in the mirror as I wondered what I had to do to get Diane to ride my cock. I wanted to see those big boobs bounce as she rode me.

I would have to look up more free-use porn and see if there was some cheesy line I could use that might work.

I knew I couldn't just say it. There had to be a work-related reason.

I returned to my desk and tried my best to think of something.

'Reminder, your meeting is in thirty minutes,' the notification on my computer chimed.

I had been so busy daydreaming about Diane riding me that the time had flown by.

I shut everything down and went to the elevator.

One floor up, I was walking through the many offices that made up the HR department.

I sat outside Nina's and waited for her to summon me inside.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"YOU'RE ON TIME," NINA said as she opened the door.

"Yes," I smiled.

"Come in," she motioned for me to enter her office.

Nina wore the same color and skirt combo daily: a black skirt to her knees, a white shirt that showed off some cleavage but not too much to break company policy, and a black blazer.

She stared at me over thin-rimmed glasses.

"Damien Gray, right?" Nina asked.

"Yes," I replied.

"Been with us for seven years?"

"Yes."

"No affiliation with Marcus Gray?"

"No," I replied. Marcus was the head of security, and although we shared the same last name, there was no relation.

"Recent promotion got turned down, are there any hard feelings about that?" Nina asked. "Any resentment or thought that this decision was racial, or discriminatory?"

"No, I was told the reason, and I found it valid," I answered.

"Do you have any bad relations with your current administrator, Diane Cordell?" Nina asked, crossing her legs.

I thought Diane was pale. Nina was as pale as a new piece of paper.

"No, not at all," I answered.

"Good," Nina smiled.

Nina took out a briefcase.

Usually, they would hand you a piece of paper and a pencil, and we would do the quiz, turn it in, and be on our way. Later, we were told if we still had a job or that the company would release us.

"If you would," Nina said as she handed me a recently sharpened pencil and the questionnaire.

I sat quietly as Nina sat near me. She wasn't looking at my answers.

The last rep sat near me. When I would go to the wrong answer, he coughed or made a slight movement with his hand.

Nina sat there like a robot. Quiet and unmoving.

They always said these questions had no wrong answer, but we all knew they did.

It was a test of loyalty to the company. Not morality.

Any person with a sense of morality would not pass this test.

"Done," I said, pushing the paper over to her.

Nina smiled and put it in a sealed envelope.

I started to stand.

"One question, before you go," Nina turned in her chair to look at me.

"Sure," I responded.

"What is your relationship with Diane?" Nina asked.

Her thin-framed glasses tilted down her face a little as she looked at me.

"She is my boss," I replied, standing near the doorway.

"Is that all?" Nina asked, crossing her legs.

'What did she know?' I thought.

Something about her face, the slight grin, the eyes staring at me, told me she knew more than the others.

'If I lied, what would she do?" I thought.

Her long fingernails were painted black, and they did the tip tap danced on the sealed envelope.

"Should I ask the question again?" Nina said, her fingers dancing harder on the envelope.

"No," I took my hand off the door.

"Good," Nina said, her high-heeled shoe kicking the chair before her. "Sit!"

I sat down obediently.

"Now, tell me, everything!" Nina leaned slightly forward.

I told her some of the truth. Being in my job for so long, I was good at telling a lie and making it sound like the truth. I told her we had a nonprofessional relationship, and we often talked about her failing marriage and my recent breakup.

"So, you found solace in each other," Nina said. "Which has led to?"

"We have had sex," I admitted.

"Oh, who initiated it?" Nina asked.

"Both," I answered.

"Lie," Nina said. "But that's fine, everyone has their secrets."

Nina stood up and put my envelope in a file. "It will go off tomorrow as you have written it," she turned to me.

"Okay," I stood up.

"Sit," Nina said. "Now you will do something for me."

"What?" I asked.

She pulled the pin out of her black hair and let it fall past her shoulders. "You heard that I recently got married, yes?"

"Three weeks ago, I think?" I replied.

"Two weeks and four days, to be exact," Nina said as she stared at me. "It has been," Nina paused as she stood over me. "Excruciating."

"New marriages can be tough, so I heard," I answered.

"I mean I love him," Nina bent at the waist and stared into my eyes. "But the sex is very much lacking!"

"Oh," I stared at her cleavage that was right in front of me.

Nina wasn't even half of what Diane carried around, but she was more prominent than average.

"I saw you staring at them," Nina stood up. "Not nearly as big as Diane's, but bigger than your ex, am I right?"

"Yes," I answered. "What does your sex life have to do with me?"

"Well, I am so glad you asked," Nina said. "You will provide for me what he is lacking."

"What?" I exclaimed.

"You will do what he can't," Nina turned to face me. "He cannot please me in the bedroom," Nina explained. "He was saving himself for marriage and now that we have had sex, he for all of his attempts cannot keep it up. He says I am too much."

I smiled. "He just needs practice."

"I am not that patient," Nina shook her head.

"Why should I do anything you say?" I asked.

Nina smiled as she pressed a
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