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Chapter One: ​Working Overtime
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I work at a shipping firm. I mainly take orders from my boss and tell others what she wants. Usually, the moment she comes in, she heads straight to her office, closes the door, and calls for me over the intercom. Then the barking begins.

Today, I looked up at the time. Four minutes from now, the doors will open, and Lauren will walk in. As usual, I had her coffee ready, the sales reports ready, and a few other things that she had texted me earlier that she wanted when she came in.

The doors opened like clockwork. Lauren came walking in, passing all the other people in their cubicles. I jumped up and started walking by her side.

"Morning," I said.

She put her hand out. I put the coffee in her hand. She took a sip of it. She nodded her approval. She pushed the door to her office open and then walked in. Usually, this is where I would turn away and then walk back to my desk until she needed me.

"Come in," she said, motioning for me to come in.

I had left a box on her desk that morning.

She looked at it and smiled, "You remembered," she said, beaming from ear to ear.

"Happy Birthday," I smiled.

I had got her a new bed set that she had eyed in a catalog.

"How did you know?" she said as she opened it.

"You circled it in the catalogue," I smiled.

"Thank you." She smiled and gave me a huge hug.

She sat down at her desk. "I will be taking an early day," she said, pulling her seat up to the desk. She looked up. "I can leave you in charge, can't I?"

"Of course," I nodded. "Was there anything specific you wanted?"

"No, sales reports to go to the main office by two pm, no later. The new model phones to be put on the trucks by..." she began to say, then stopped as she saw me nodding.

"I've got this," I smiled.

"You're a lifesaver, you know that?" she smiled. "Now go out there and pretend I just chewed you a new one."

I smiled. This was our usual talk. I walked to the door and slowly began to open it.

"Seriously do I have to tell you everything!" she shouted as I opened the door. "By now you should have figured it out!"

"Yes Lauren," I nodded, then closed the door.

All the others shook their heads at me.

I passed out everyone's assignments and then got down to the things I had to do. The day went by fast as I was up to my neck in calls, orders, and everything else that could happen. I did not even notice when she left.

"How do you put up with that bitch?" Mike said.

Mike was one of those coworkers who hardly ever worked. And when he did, he made it seem like the most demanding job on the planet.

"Mike, not now," I said, shaking my head.

I had been aiming to get out by five on the dot, but last-minute orders had me running behind.

"I mean it, she treats you like dirt!" Mike continued.

"No, she doesn't," I shook my head. "She just likes things done. She is also under pressure."

Mike shook his head and then went back to whatever he did.

I finally got out just past seven.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, as usual, I got there just before everyone else. I set up all the things that needed to be done, and before I knew it, everyone had shown up.

The elevator opened, and there she was.

"No," Lauren said, waving her hand at me as I offered her coffee.

As she got to the door, she looked at me. "I want to be left alone!" she said, closing the door.

"Well, that's new," Mike said as he came over to my desk.

It was true that Lauren had always taken her coffee first thing in the morning. Most of the time, she would call me to come in by now to go over the day's schedule. I waited for hours, but there was no call. She didn't even come out for lunch, which was a sure sign of something wrong.

"Excuse me," I said as I knocked on her door.

"Told you I wanted to be alone!" Lauren shouted through the door.

I nodded, then went back to my desk.

This was very unusual, even though she may have had a personal problem at home. She never brought personal issues to work and vice versa.

I waited until everyone had gone for the day. "I am going home," I said. "Do you want anything before I go?"

There was no response. I turned to leave.

"Wait," Lauren said. "Come in."

I entered to see most of her things on the floor.

"He left me!" Lauren blurted out.

I shook my head; now I knew the reason for her earlier actions.

"Sorry," I replied as I began picking things up.

"Some blonde headed bimbo!" Lauren yelled. She tossed her phone at me.

There was a picture of her husband on a boat with a blonde woman.

"She looks plastic," I said.

"She is!" Lauren yelled. "Fake tits, fake ass, fake everything!"

Everything about the woman in the picture looked off. She had super-sized tits on a skinny frame. Her waist was nearly non-existent, and her hips were super thick. She looked like a perfect hourglass.

"She is one of those women, that you see on those sites!" Lauren said, sitting down. "Where they try to look like human barbie dolls. She got her huge boobs, did waist training in corsets to get her waist like that, then butt implants!"

Lauren shook her head; she started crying again.

"There is no substitute for the real thing," I replied as I turned her phone off.

"Yeah right!" Lauren responded as she wiped her eyes.

"You will find someone," I smiled as I continued to pick up her stuff.

"I am forty-five!" Lauren said.

"A good looking forty-five," I said without thinking.

"Yeah right!" Lauren replied sarcastically.

"You are," I stated. Looking right at her.

Lauren was attractive, not only to me. I knew many men who thought the same as I did. Most of them wouldn't admit it, but they were attracted to her.

Lauren had dark black hair and green eyes. Her hair hung down in layers to her shoulders. She was short, which I guessed was around five feet two or maybe three inches. She had a great body because she didn't drink, and she liked to visit the gym at least three times a week.

I once saw her working out in the company gym. I nearly did not recognize her. Her hair was in a ponytail, and she was wearing a pink sports bra and pink shorts.

I had thought it was someone else, so I was staring for a while, wondering who had an ass like that in those short shorts that barely covered her ass. When I looked in the mirror, I could see Lauren's big boobs almost smacking her in the face. 

Then she moved. And I saw it was her. I disappeared out of sight. I never told her that I had seen her.

"You're just saying that because I am your boss," Lauren smiled. "I have seen how some guys see me." She shook her head. "They think I am a heartless bitch!"

"You like them to think that, so they leave you alone," I replied.

Lauren nodded. She did like it. It kept people on edge around her.

We sat in her office until just after eight. We mostly talked about the job and her getting back on her feet.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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THE NEXT DAY, THINGS were back to normal.

"Morning," I said as she came off the elevator.

"Morning," Lauren replied with a smile.

I handed her the coffee, which she took. I went to my desk and waited as usual.

"Come into my office please," she said over the intercom.

She was sitting behind her desk as I entered.

"Thank you for the pep talk," Lauren smiled.

"What are assistants for?" I responded.

She gave me the checklist for everyone. I nodded, then began to walk out.

"Mind working in here today?" Lauren asked.

It wasn't an unusual request. There was another computer table in the corner. Sometimes, Lauren had others work on it so she could see their work and offer any help, especially when it came close to evaluation time.

"Sure," I replied.

I sent everybody their work assignments, then began on my own. I overheard her talking on the phone with her ex.

She hung up furiously.

"Don't let it get to you," I said, turning around.

"I'm not," Lauren said, taking a deep breath.

She looked over at me.

"I just get mad thinking about him moving on so fast!" Lauren said, highly annoyed. "He is already talking about the divorce and how things should proceed, just the other week we were talking about another vacation!"

"Then you move on," I shrugged.

"Right!" Lauren smiled. "All I know are work people, all my friends are his friends."

"You will make new ones," I told her.

Lauren thought about it for a moment, and a smile crept over her face.

"My sister always said, if you want to get over a dick, jump on another," Lauren said with an evil grin.

I laughed. "Well, it certainly helps," I grinned.

"What?" Lauren said, stunned.

"Why do you think guys fuck other women after a breakup?" I shrugged.

"Get the fuck out!" Lauren exclaimed.

"Nope," I smiled.

"I couldn't," Lauren said as she thought about it.

"Sure, you could," I assured her. "He is."

Lauren looked at me. "This is why I couldn't do without you!" she smiled. "You know exactly what to say."

"So, go out there and jump on one!" I laughed.

Lauren sat there in her chair with a pen against her mouth as she thought for a few minutes. "I don't know anyone I would want to, not off the top of my head, anyway."

"I am sure there are a few that come to mind, most women have a backup plan or back up guy," I stated.

Again, she shook her head. "Nope, not me, he was it, and the ones that ever hit on me would take it too seriously," She was staring right at me. She shook her head again. "Forget it," she said, looking down at her papers.

"Okay," I shrugged.

Moments passed, and we sat in silence.

"Unless you wanted to," Lauren said barely audibly.

"What was that?" I said, not believing what I heard.

"Nothing," Lauren said, shaking her head.

I knew I heard what I did. But did Lauren mean it in that way? I had so many thoughts about her after seeing her in the gym. Some of them never went away.

"I mean if you meant what you said. Then of course I would," I said.

She looked up at me.

What happened next was like a blur of bodies. I was by Lauren's desk as we kissed each other. She pushed me back onto the desk as she unbuttoned my shirt. 

I started to undo the buttons on her business suit. She reached for my belt and then began to unbuckle it. She reached into my pants, grabbing my hard dick.

"Already?" Lauren said as she looked up at me.

I nodded.

Lauren managed to pull my pants down. She was on the floor while I was sitting at her desk.

"Very nice!" Lauren said as she took my dick in her hand.

Slowly, her mouth opened. I moaned deeply as she slid her mouth over and down my dick. Slowly, her head went back and forth. Both of us were moaning. I was so glad the room was soundproof. She began to go faster.

Twisting her head as she sucked on my dick.

"That's it!" I said as I put my hand on the back of her head.

Lauren was moaning louder now. I looked down. Her eyes were closed. My dick looked so good in her mouth.

"You like sucking dick, don't you!" I said down to her.

Her eyes opened, and she looked right at me and nodded her head with my cock in her mouth.

I spread my legs wider, leaning back on the desk. I watched my boss suck my dick like it was the last one on the planet. She took it out of her mouth and began to give me a handjob as she licked and sucked on my balls.

"Like seeing your white boss, on her knees. Sucking your black dick, don't you?" she said, looking up at me.

Lauren glided her tongue along the entire length of my cock.

"You bet I do!" I nodded down to her.

"Good!" Lauren replied, "I have never sucked on a black one before."

Lauren began sucking on it again, this time with her eyes open and staring right at me.

I stopped her. "Sit on the chair!" I ordered.

She smiled as she got up on the chair.

"Take that top off," I said.

I stroked my dick in front of her. She slowly took off her top, revealing a dark blue bra.

"Those are fucking huge!" I said.

"And one hundred percent natural!" Lauren smiled proudly as she squeezed them together. "Now order me to take the bra off!"

"Take it off," I said.

My dick was so hard in my hand. Lauren dropped the bra to the floor. She squeezed her big tits together, then pushed them up to her face, sucking on both nipples.

"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed, staring at my boss's tits as she licked both of her hard nipples, then she sucked on one, then the other.

"Like what you see?" Lauren asked.

She squeezed them together and rolled them around on her chest.

"What's not to like?" I replied.

"Come here," Lauren ordered. I came closer, standing between her legs. She leaned back in the chair, pulling her tits apart. "Put your dick right in the middle."

I slapped my dick down between her tits. She pushed them together around it.

"Fuck my big fucking tits!" Lauren ordered.

I nodded and held the back of the chair as I began fucking her huge tits. She kept them clamped around my dick.

"Fuck them harder!" Lauren shouted. "They can take it!"

I fucked as hard as I could. The chair rolled back and forth.

Lauren started bouncing them hard against me, squeezing them between her tits. The pressure built between them as I fucked them as hard as I could.

"Fuck, I am cumming!" I stared right at her face as she grinned at me.

Lauren released my dick from her chest, then held it in her hand as she aimed it at her face.

I came hard. Lauren took every shot on her face, squeezing my dick as it came.

"Did you like cumming on your boss's face?" Lauren smiled.

"Yes," I said, gathering my breath.

"Now get out!" Lauren said with a smile.

"Yes Ma'am," I said, pulling my pants on.

I opened the door.

"I can't believe you fucked them all up!" Lauren yelled.

"Sorry," I said, turning around.

"Look at this mess! You did this!" Lauren yelled louder.

She was licking her lips.

"I thought that you would..." I began to say.

"Teenagers do better work than this!" Lauren said with a smile.

"Sorry," I said.

"You better come in tomorrow, ready to put in a full day!" she screamed.

I smiled as she put her hand down the front of her and between her legs.

"You're fucking this tomorrow," she mouthed without making a sound.

"Yes Ma'am, a full day!" I nodded.

"Close my fucking door!" Lauren yelled, throwing a book out the door.

Everyone looked at me.

"She is having a bad day," I told them as I made my way to my desk.

I sat down at my desk and started working.

"Rumor is, she got dumped for a younger model!" Mike said, coming to my desk.

I shrugged. "Don't start rumors," I looked at Mike. "She is having a bad day, that's all."

"She is taking it out on you," he said. "You could go to Human Resources! You can even add in the whole race card thing!"

I looked up at him, shaking my head.

"She is going through a rough patch," I shrugged. "Better me, than you guys. Right?"

He patted me on the shoulder. "Thanks," he said.

"For what?" I replied.

"Taking one for the team," he winked back at me.

"Not a problem," I winked back at him. "Not a problem at all!"
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Chapter Tw​o: People In Charge
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So, the week has gone well for me so far. After tit-fucking my boss for the first time just yesterday at work and then finding a new apartment that was larger and cheaper than my last apartment, I was on cloud nine.

I had wanted to see my boss's huge tits since the day I was hired.

Nothing I had ever thought of had even come close to the reality of seeing them in person. I never imagined I would ever fuck them. It was a memory that would stick in my head for a lifetime, even if it was to be a one-time event.

She had hinted that there would be more to our adventure today, but I wasn't counting on it. Yesterday's event might have been brought on by feelings she still had for her ex-husband. Now that I had seen what she had to offer, I couldn't believe anyone could leave her.

I got out of bed and began my usual daily routine of getting ready for work. I was going to go to work and pretend yesterday had never happened. After all, it was the right thing to do since we worked together, and I didn't want a misunderstanding to jeopardize that.

"Hey Eric," I said as I pulled up to the security gate.

"Morning, Kevin," the guard said as he opened the gate.

The complex I work in is massive. It has three buildings: the corporate office, which everyone can see from the highway with the bright glowing logo and the glass windows; the other building is for advertising our products; and my building, which can only be seen from the side streets; it's the one with the semi-trucks parked at all the bay doors.

The offices are on the second floor at the back of the building. Getting there is usually straightforward, depending on the day. Today, when there is less shipping, it's a simple walk across the delivery floor to the elevator. On other days, it would be worse, as I would have to dodge the large forklifts as they go back and forth.

"Hey, Mike," I called.

He turned to look at me with a guilty look on his face.

"I wasn't doing anything," he replied.

"Sure," I nodded as I sat in my chair.

Usually, I am the first one up here, so I was caught off guard by him being here. He looked at me, then began to walk over to my desk.

"What is it?" I asked.

"You know, Tiffany?" he asked.

I let out a deep sigh. Tiffany was a redhead that worked down on the shipping floor. He has had an enormous crush on her for months now.

"I popped the question!" he said with a smile. "She said yes."

"It's about time," I said as I turned on my computer. "So, when are you guys going out?"

"What do you mean?"

"You asked her out on a date, right?"

He shook his head. "No, I asked if she was single."

I shook my head and then turned away from him. Thankfully, he took the hint.

I started to prepare for the rest of my co-workers. Being the boss's assistant meant a lot to me. Lauren trusted me to get everyone started. It also meant that by the time she came up here, she wanted everyone to be busy, and that was up to me.

The first thing was the shipments. It was unbelievable how many things people bought and sold online that we covered. Packages came in that had to be processed and then shipped back out. Then, some things were made in-house that had to be loaded up and sent to the buyers. Sure, the workers downstairs took care of that part, but it was up to us upstairs to ensure the labels were addressed correctly and appointed to the proper shipments.

By the time everyone came in, they all had their assignments. Their heads were glued to their monitors, and they were making phone calls within minutes of arriving. I smiled as I looked at them, busy with their work. I sat back and looked at the time. I had a few moments left before Lauren would be walking off the elevator, which gave me time to make her coffee.

"She's early," one of my co-workers said.

I sprung out of my seat. Sure enough, Lauren was getting out of the elevator. I began to walk towards her.

"You're early," I said.

"Surprised?" Lauren replied with a smile.

"Absolutely."

"Good."

Lauren smiled at most of the people she passed on her way to the office, something she rarely did. She usually just walked straight to her room. Also, she was wearing a skirt, which I had never seen her wear before. She mainly wore pants.

"Surprised again?" Lauren said as she noticed that I was looking.

"Yes, is there an occasion?"

"Yes and no," Lauren said as she walked into her office.

I followed her into the room and then closed the door behind us. Lauren quickly turned around and pinned me against the door. She pressed her body against mine, then kissed me. I pulled her closer to me, kissing her deeply while cupping her ass with one of my hands.

"I thought you were more of a boob guy?" Lauren looked at me.

"I am."

Lauren walked back to her desk slowly. I took a better look at her.

Lauren was wearing a grey pencil skirt that came down to just below her knees. It hugged every inch of her body. Her tight ass swayed from side to side. On top, she was wearing a grey blazer over a black silk button shirt.

"Well, I can see that you like it," Lauren smiled. "You also look surprised."

"I thought that yesterday was a one-time thing, maybe because you were not over Gary's betrayal."

Lauren grinned as she sat down.

"Sit."

I sat in the chair across from her. She looked at me as she put her hands on the table.

"Not a one-time thing for sure, but not a relationship either. After all, there is a huge age gap between us."

I took a deep breath.

"Does that work for you?" Lauren asked.

"Of course, I was worried, that's all."

She shook her head. "Worried that you wouldn't be able to put that dick of yours to work again?"

"Absolutely."

"Well, I can assure you that it will be put to work very soon," Lauren said, pulling out a stack of papers. "First, we have a meeting to attend."

"We do?"

"Yes, we got called to the office. It seems Samantha wants to go over a few things," Lauren said, our boss's name with a bit of aversion. The two of them had never seen eye to eye.

"Okay," I said, a bit caught off guard. "What do I need to bring?" I asked, standing up.

Lauren walked past me. "That cute smile and this," she said as she grabbed my groin.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I HAD ONLY BEEN TO the office building once when I was hired. The rest of the time, I drove past it or through the back entrance. As we were shuttled across the large open area toward it, it seemed a lot bigger than I remembered.

"Breath," Lauren smiled. She could tell that I was tense. "They put their pants on one foot at a time just like you."

"But their pants cost more than my whole wardrobe."

She laughed. Lauren had one of those smiles that made everything seem alright. Even if I were having the worst day, she would smile and make everything better.

"Trust me," Lauren said, holding my hand. "I will take care of everything, leave it to me."

I nodded as the cart pulled up to the back of the building. The driver nodded and waved as he pulled away. We went inside immediately. All the sounds from the outside were gone, and it was dead quiet inside. The carpet was sea green, and the walls were pale white.

A petite lady came to greet us.

"Office meeting or staff meeting?" she asked. She didn't even look at us the way you would usually greet someone. It was more like an annoyance, the way you would look at someone if they interrupted your favorite movie.

"Office," Lauren replied.

"Take the hall..." the lady began to say.

"I know the way," Lauren said. She pushed her way past the woman.

"Come on, Kevin, this way."

I apologized to the lady and then went to catch up with Lauren. We went down a few halls, turning this way and that. It was like a maze. Then we took an elevator up two floors and went down another series of hallways.

"How the hell do you know where you're going?" I asked.

"I used to work in this building," Lauren shrugged. "I know it like the back of my hand."

Then I saw them, the head honchos. They were standing in a room, visible through the glass wall. I froze. I knew two of them from my third interview. They had been coarse. They kept asking question after question. Not that I wasn't prepared for something like that, but the looks of judgment on their faces told me they didn't want to hire me.

"What?" Lauren asked.

"Those two... "I said with a bit of panic in my voice.

"I know," Lauren looked at me. "Remember to trust me, not them." She took my hand and walked me towards the door. "Ready?"

I took a deep breath, then nodded.

"Hey, everyone," Lauren said as she entered the room.

"Finally, Marketing and Shipping is here; we can get started," a large, bulbous man sitting at the head of the table said.

"Well, usually we have to wait for Advertising to stop eating all of the good stuff. So, we decided to take our time," Lauren said without skipping a beat.

The large man shook his head. His chin stopped shaking moments after his face did. We took a seat at the large table. Everyone sat down, and the meeting began. A tall woman headed it. I had heard of her before, but I had never met her in person.

"That's Samantha," Lauren whispered. "She only answers to the board of directors and the CEO."

"Yeah, like that makes me feel a lot better," I said to myself.

The meeting dragged on as people began to talk back and forth. I want to say that I knew what they were talking about, but most of it was way above my pay grade. I didn't even know why I was here.

"The new layout for the website has been a big hit, Lauren, even though it should have gone through Advertising first," Samantha said.

That statement brought me out of my thoughts about a video game I had been stuck on for a few days.

Lauren smiled her usual smile. "Thank you. Well, I had approached Advertising, mainly Marcus and Sherrie, because of customer complaints. Most of the complaints were that the site was hard to navigate," she said while looking over at two people. She then looked back at Samantha.

"While getting to pick out, the product was easy to navigate. Some of our customers found it hard getting through the actual ordering and shipping, especially if it wasn't going to the person that had ordered it," she looked back at the bulbous man and the lady sitting next to him.

"Yes, we also got those complaints," another lady said.

Samantha sat back. It was the first time I got a real look at her. She was an exquisite-looking woman with a professional look. She wore light makeup, not plastered on like some of the other women in the room. Her hair was fiery red with streaks of blonde here and there. It was straight and came down to her shoulders. Her eyes were green/brown.

Samantha turned quickly and caught me staring. I had to look away quickly.

"And you," Samantha said, interrupting the person talking. "I haven't seen you in this meeting before."

"He is my assistant," Lauren said. "He was hired as a tech for the warehouse, after the incident with my last assistant I decided to promote from within."

"Yes, I remember that email," Samantha said, leaning back. "So, does this assistant have a tongue, or do you do all the talking for him?"

I was staring at Samantha again. Not at her face this time but at her chest. She had sat back in the chair. Even though she was wearing a red blazer, it was half-open, showing the white button shirt underneath. The buttons were barely holding together. Lauren had big boobs, but next to Samantha, they were average at best.

'Say something,' the voice in my head said. 'Anything, say cheese or utter anything but stop staring!' it shouted at me.

Then, I felt a pinch in my thigh that brought me back. "Yes, I was just thinking about what he had said," I said as I pointed to one of the men.

"Jake, from Customer Service," he said.

I smiled. "I thought you were going to say Jake from state farm for a second there."

Everybody laughed, even Samantha.

"But Jake from customer service said that most of our clients aren't the best when it comes to navigating our site, especially the furniture and antiques. Face it, most of our customers that do go to our site are going straight to electronics. Those customers we do not get complaints from."

The whole room nodded. Samantha leaned forward, thankfully hiding her massive chest.

"That's why a few of us at Marketing decided to simplify the ordering part of the website," I said as I sat back.

The room fell silent. Lauren smiled at me. She gave me a thumbs-up under the table. Samantha was staring at me now. She leaned back in the chair.

"Did you know about this?" she asked Lauren.

"No, not until they showed me the finished page. Which I sent to Jake," Lauren smiled.

"I sent it to the Advertising team, and they sent it to the home office where it got approved," Jake admitted.

"So, no one in this room apart from... "Samantha said as she looked at me. "What is your name?"

"Kevin," I smiled.

She smiled and nodded. "Not from state farm?"

"No, I am not," I laughed.

"Good, I hate them," Samantha teased.

"So, none of you took it upon yourselves to take a look at the site to change anything?" Samantha asked.

There was dead silence on everyone's faces.

"Neither did I, nor anyone else even at the home office," Samantha told us. "Thank you, Kevin, for taking the initiative. I will let my superiors know who the real brains behind the idea were. And it wasn't Advertising," she said with a stern look on her face.

The large man just looked away. The rest of the meeting went much more comfortably than the beginning. I was brought into most of the conversations, and I asked questions about things I didn't understand. I also cracked a few more jokes that went over very well.

"Thank you for coming," Samantha said as she stood by the door.

"Lauren, it was nice to see you again," Samantha said as Lauren came to the door.

"Yes, it was, congratulations on the promotion," Lauren said.

"Don't congratulate me. Just between us, I would rather be back here," Samantha whispered.

Lauren cracked a smile and then went out the door. I was right behind her.

"And you, sir," Samantha said, holding out her small hands. They were small compared to mine. They had red nail polish on her tiny fingers. She took my hand in hers, covering it completely. "A job well done, and I hope to see you again soon."

I nodded as I walked forward, but she was still holding my hand.

"Thank you. I hope to see you again too," I replied.

"Wait a minute," Samantha quickly pulled me back. One of her hands let go of mine, but the other still held on tightly. "I have something."

Samantha reached into her blazer, and as she moved, her white shirt moved. The buttons were still barely holding on, trying to keep her massive chest from exploding out of her shirt. Two of the buttons looked like they were about to say, 'fuck it!' and tear off. Now that I was closer to her, these things weren't just enormous.

They could have their own zip code. Then I saw it. The small gap between the buttons gave way just enough to reveal her white lace bra underneath.

"Here you go," Samantha said, handing over a card. "Any more of those bright ideas come up in that head of yours, give me a call."

With that said, she let go of my hand and continued to say goodbye to the others. I walked ahead to catch up with Lauren.

"She likes you," Lauren grinned.

"She scared me," I shook my head, looking back.

Samantha was still standing by the door, talking to the big man from Advertising. She didn't look happy as she spoke to him. Her red skirt came just above her knees, and she was wearing red high heels. From way over here, her chest didn't look that big, but I knew better.

"Before we go back over, I want to show you my old office," Lauren said.

I followed close behind her. Her office was on the third floor, overlooking the highway.

"It's nice," I said. "No one is using it?"

"No, has no privacy," she said as she pointed to the highway.

"Thought they couldn't see in?"

"If they are passing by, they can't see anything, but if there is an accident or traffic jam, with nothing else to do but stare at an office building. They get to look in and see things."

I turned to look at her. "No!"

"Yup, right over there," Lauren pointed to the empty desk. "My husband and I were going at it, a few days later I got a phone call."

I laughed. "Well, at least your new office has no windows."

"And it's soundproof," Lauren said.

I turned to look at her again. "Seriously?"

"Yup, my secretary heard one of my solo sessions," Lauren shrugged. "What can I say, I am one horny woman."

"That is true," I smiled.

"Follow me," she said as she led me out of the room.

We went down the hallway, and then she pulled me into another room.

"What are we doing here?"

"Guess," Lauren said as she got down on her knees.

In one swift motion, she had my pants down. "You were so good in there, taking control like that. It got me so hot and horny; I wanted to take you right there on that table."

Lauren took my dick in her hand. I leaned back against the wall as she began to slide her hands back and forth on my dick.

"Won't anyone catch us?" I asked.

"This whole floor is deserted, it is usually just used for storage since Accounting got moved," Lauren said as she licked the underside of my dick. "Besides, do you want me to stop?" she asked as she looked up at me.

Even in the dark of the room, I could see her eyes looking up at me. I knew she wouldn't stop even if I told her to. Her mouth wrapped around my dick as she took my dick into it. I leaned back against the wall, watching her head bob back and forth on it.

"Do you like that?" Lauren asked as she looked up at me. Both of her hands wrapped tightly around my dick.

"Of course, I do," I replied.

"Well, I am sure you will like this better," Lauren said as she stood up.

Lauren put one of her hands on the wall next to me, and with her other hand, she pulled up her skirt. It rolled tightly off of her ass, revealing her black lace underwear. She gave me a look, then bent slightly at the waist. Immediately, I stood behind her, pulling panties down. I lined my dick up to her entrance, barely pushing the head inside.

"Do it! Put it in me!"

I pushed forward, feeling her tight pussy grip my dick as it entered her. Instantly, her eyes rolled as she let out a deep sigh. I grabbed her hips and began to fuck her.

"That's it, fuck me, use me!" Lauren shouted.

I fucked her harder, reaching under her and squeezing her huge tits as they bounced under the shirt.

I was not happy with the angle, so I took both her hands off the wall and pulled her to a standing position.

"Oh fuck!" Lauren screamed as her pussy tightened around my dick.

I ripped the silk shirt open and began squeezing her big tits. I loved the way they made my hands feel small. I held onto them both as I fucked her. She reached behind her, grabbing my head for support. I put my head on her shoulder, biting and sucking on her neck.

"That's it, fuck me, please," Lauren begged. She moved forward, pressing her body against the wall.

I gave it all I had as I fucked her as hard as I could. My hands were pressed between the wall and her tits. Only the bra was between my hands and them. As I fucked her, she was pushed harder against the wall. I grunted with every thrust.

"Fuck your boss!" Lauren yelled. "Fuck her! Dump your cum into her!"

Luckily, no one was on this floor, or they would surely hear her. Between my grunts and her yelling, there was no way we couldn't be heard.

"I am cumming," I grunted in her ear.

She just nodded. "Cum inside me, fill me up. I want to feel it inside me."

I pushed my hands upwards, grabbing tightly onto her shoulders. I pulled her down onto my dick as I pushed up. The force of cumming had me standing on the tips of my feet. I let it go. My body shuddered as I came hard inside her.

"That's it, dump it all inside me," I shuddered a few more times as my balls released all the cum it had inside of her. Slowly, I lowered my body down.

"Thank you," Lauren said, turning around.

"Shouldn't I be thanking you?" I said as we put ourselves back together.

"Oh no," Lauren said, shaking her head. "I am the one who should thank you. "She smiled, giving me a wink. Anytime you want to dump some of that, you bend me over and take me."

I stood there as she walked to the door. I couldn't believe my luck. Did my boss just tell me to use her as a cum dumpster? I shook my head and walked to catch up with her. We walked through the corridors, and then she pointed me to the doors.

"You know the way back, right?" Lauren asked.

"Yes, but aren't you coming?"

"Not right now. I have to visit the ladies room," she then looked over at the cubicles with people working in them. Lauren leaned closer to me. "Your cum is leaking down my leg," she said with a smile.

"Sorry, but you said..." I began to say before Lauren placed a finger on my mouth.

"Don't be. I love this feeling. I loved the feeling of your cum inside me," Lauren got closer and then grabbed my crotch. "Remember, anytime you want."

Lauren turned and then walked the other way. I coughed, then walked out into the parking lot.

I began to walk back to our building. I had the strangest feeling that someone was looking at me. I turned around and looked
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