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Let me start out by saying, I’m not a slut.

 


I know what you’re thinking, a girl can’t do the
kind of things I did and not be a big giant whore who spreads her
legs for anyone that wants a taste, but you’re wrong. I’m actually
a virgin.

 


Sure, I’ve done things. I’ve given blowjobs and I
even let a few of my boyfriends fuck me in the ass, but that stuff
doesn’t count. Anal? Guys will stick their dick anywhere. And
blowjobs? Well that’s just like a kiss, isn’t it?

 


But that special place between my legs? That’s a
sacred hole. That hole, I’m saving for someone who really matters,
someone I love.

 


***

 


I came home to my apartment after a wild vacation in
Mexico. It had been a crazy time. Sure there had been the usual
snorkeling and beaches, but what had really made an impression were
the boys. I’m not going to lie, in the two weeks that I had been
there, I’d hooked up quite a bit, but even though every one of them
tried their best to get inside my pussy, I was still a virgin.

 


I unlocked the front door of my house, calling out,
“I’m home!”

 


No answer.

 


I noticed a note tacked to the fridge. Written in my
roommate’s precise handwriting, it read – “Heading home to visit
the family for a week. Voicemail message from your boss on the
landline. He sounds kind of pissed so listen pronto. Laters!”

 


Puzzled, I played the recording.
“Diana, please come into work half an hour early tomorrow. We need
to have a discussion.”

 


My boss had always been a strict, no nonsense man.
He didn’t put up with employees slacking off in the office, but I’d
always been a model employee, saving my wild child antics for when
I was off the clock. I couldn’t imagine what was wrong.

 


I hated the thought of
disappointing him. Mr. Pope had taken a chance on me right out of
college, giving me a job when most of my peers were picking up
shifts at the mall to make ends meet. I tried to repay the
generosity with being a perfect employee, but someone I must have
screwed up.

 


All the dirty things I did with
the guys I hooked up with just made me realize what a good guy Mr.
Pope was. He was an extremely sexy guy, and a lot of the younger
women in the office absolutely threw themselves at him. Mr. Pope
might have been twenty years older than me, but he looked GOOD. Tan
skin, dark hair with just a tiny bit of gray, and those muscles. .
. he had turned one of the empty offices into a gym, saying that a
sharp body and a sharp mind worked together.

 


“Sitting at a desk all day long gives too many
people an excuse to get soft,” he had growled as he bench-pressed a
huge stack of weights. I couldn’t fault him for wanting to avoid
the middle aged spread and everything he was doing was definitely
working. His abs were cut and his chest was perfectly sculpted. I
stared at his bulging muscles while he lifted those heavy iron bars
and I felt a rush of heat go through me, all centering between my
legs.

 


If only he wasn’t my boss, I could
be the one straddling his hips and we could see if Mr. Pope could
bench press me.

 


“Are you feeling okay, Diana?”
he’d asked that day. “You look a little flushed.”

 


I had been flushed that day, but the only sickness
had been the realization that my boss was the one making my panties
slick and my nipples hard.

 


I shook my head, bringing myself back to reality.
‘There’s no way he could have figured out that I wanted him,’ I
thought, trying to ignore the dampness in my panties from that
brief tangent.
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