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         It’s a nice day. A Wednesday morning. A quiet day at work, except for the fact that I have a deadline tomorrow. A meeting I just had has put me at ease, and deservedly so. I feel refreshed and ready for everything today has to throw at me.


I started the day with a nice long shower. It’s rare that I’ve had time for that since changing jobs. Starting an hour earlier than my body is used to can put a strain on it that takes a while to overcome. But, I feel like I am on the right path! I didn’t get the secretary job I really wanted, but am still happy that I actually got employed at this company. This is a better job for me in many ways. And the pay is better!


Right now, I am sitting on a chair in front of the computer. I’ve just cleaned and polished my screen. First with a “wet” napkin, then a “dry” one. A new day and a new start with a clean screen.


I notice that I too am rather “wet” in a certain area. I think something happened in my brain when I read the word “wet”. It’s a much-used word to describe a woman’s reaction when she is sexually aroused. Vaginas produce a liquid that lubricates their slit and makes their entrance ready for penetration.


I shift forwards and backwards carefully. It’s exciting to feel the firm cushion on my chair tight against my warm pussy. If I think of the chair as something other than a chair – as a large and strong man, for example – my panties become even wetter.


I stroke myself along my belly. I feel my way towards more exquisite areas. I stick one hand under my skirt quickly, as if afraid that someone is watching me. After all, my office does have windows. Two, in fact. Someone could easily be standing on the other side of the street with a pair of binoculars. What an exciting thought...


I begin to massage myself, forwards and backwards, stopping briefly on my clit. Mmm...


I massage it firmly. I want to explore other warm places, too. I move my fingers further back towards another hole. I make it wet first by running my index finger around and around gently. Then I swap my index finger for my middle finger which I carefully insert into my warm paradise. All the muscles in my body tense up. My nipples become erect. Now I’m properly horny.


Turned on. Full of desire. I am sitting here at work and absolutely cannot concentrate on what I’m supposed to be doing. My thoughts are what lead the plot in this film. It certainly feels like a film. And I am playing the main role... One that breaks boundaries... In and out...


It is building up inside of me. Oh my! I begin to sweat in my silk blouse. It clings to this fulsome female form I have been blessed with. Now I’m sure that everyone must have noticed I’m not wearing a bra today. If there were anyone else here at all, that is. For the time being, I am completely alone. But someone could walk through that door any minute! It often happens that I get important messages from my boss. The thought excites me. The risk of being caught red-handed...


I like not wearing a bra! It’s an unnecessary item of clothing in my case. That is, with breasts as firm and tight as mine, messing up the overall look by wearing some pink thing over the top is quite unnecessary. Besides, it feels sexy to walk around without it.


My skirt, that has now ridden way up my thighs, is wet at the back. I won’t be able to get up and go for a walk any time soon. Otherwise, everyone would see what I’ve been up too. It might come as a shock to them – I normally come across as such an ‘upstanding’ woman.


It strikes me that it’s nearly lunchtime. My boss, Henriksen, was going to come with some papers right before lunch. We have an agreement. He was going to deliver some images which I should use for the hospital job. The deadline is tomorrow. There’s plenty to think about. But I just keep on massaging myself. I finger both my holes at the same time, noticing that I am moaning quite loudly. I keep going...


Suddenly, there is a figure standing outside my office. My eyes are closed so it takes a second for me to comprehend the situation I am in. Then I realise who it is who is standing outside the office – Henriksen. Calmly, and far from shocked, he asks me if everything is okay. I say that it is and give him a trembling smile.


I can feel the scent of sweat wafting into my nostrils. It’s coming from me. Too late to hide what I’m doing...


He stretches his face into a smile and looks at me with a serious, intense and piercing stare. This excites me even more. A strong, muscular man, standing in my office. I wonder what he looks like naked? Is he well-endowed?


He is very handsome. The right age, too. Certainly experienced. Married. Comfortable. A family man. Who absolutely should not be standing in this office right now. The best thing to do in his situation would be to turn around and leave. Unless he was looking for a little bit of excitement to break up the monotony of the day...


Henriksen closes the door behind him firmly. He explains that people might encounter things they really shouldn’t. I swallow. There is a noise, a sort of hint that I know what is about to happen. My hands are still firmly planted between my legs and I have one finger inside my vagina. I can’t take it out. Henriksen says that he can see I’m horny. Smiling, he tells me that he is too. There have been some “hard moments” for him ever since he saw me for the first time that day in April. My first day at the new job.


Henriksen kneels down in front of me. His eyes rest right where it turns me on the most. He carefully places his large, masculine hands on my thighs. They are tanned and I imagine that he has worked plenty of summers in the outdoors. Day after day, he has let the sun carefully, yet also gently, tease out the pigment in his skin. These are hands that know what they want. Experienced hands.


He looks me straight in the eyes, dangerously, as he firmly pushes my thighs apart. A dark and mature man’s voice tells me that he is going to take charge now. Elegantly, and with more than a hint of experience, he pulls off my pink, wet silk panties. Now he can see my entire paradise. He carefully lowers his head towards my swollen pussy. I scream with lust. Oh! Just as I wanted, he is going to be inside me. Only for a moment!


I feel his warm breath against my outer labia. His breath is trembling – he’s turned on too. He touches my aching clit delicately with his soft tongue. Then he sticks his tongue right into my hole, so delicately that I gasp. He quickly moves it in and out, his rhythm fast. He stimulates me to the point of climax. I feel a finger sneaking in through my backdoor. I’m definitely about to come now...


In a swift movement, he stands up, pulling me with him, and bends me over the desk. I nudge the computer away and really hope it doesn’t fall to the floor.


That arm that nudged it hurts a bit. Henriksen lifts up my skirt and soon I feel his stiff member pushing into me from behind.


Moan! With quick movements, he thrusts into me hard time and again. I can feel him deep inside my belly. It hurts a little but most of all it is wonderful and amazing. I want him to take me harder. More! He makes me feel like a wild animal.


An orgasm is building inside of me, ready to burst forth in a wave of desire. But he doesn’t stop. Quite the opposite. It seems he hasn’t achieved his release yet. After all, he is a married man and after all those years of amazing sex he must surely have learnt how to hold off...for such a long time!


Henriksen withdraws and sticks his hard, wet stake into my anus, carefully at first, before beginning to thrust in and out rhythmically. He moans. We are so sweaty that there are little splashing sounds when our bodies meet between thrusts. Henriksen roars. He pulls out and massages his member powerfully, rubbing it against my butt and moaning in delight.


I feel his warm cum shooting over my body. It hits me between my buttcheeks, creating a river of hot love that runs down into my rearmost hole.


Before I can collect myself, Henriksen is gone, out of the room. I am still lying there, bent over the desk, exhausted. I feel the moisture in my rear and carefully stroke it forwards and backwards.


As I lie there, Henriksen sticks his head through the door and watches me with a warm and satisfied smile.


He acts as if nothing has happened and tells me in a very matter-of-fact way that he has fired his secretary. In the same sentence, we agree that “What happens on tour, stays on tour”. I am absolutely fine with that. From now on, I am his personal secretary...
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