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“Come on, baby. Don’t be
such a tease. Just touch it.”

 


My boyfriend Marco had been begging me for
the last half hour to put my hand down his pants. A pretty
impressive bulge tented up the front of those khakis, and I really
did want to get a look at what was inside, but I kept saying
no.

 


Between my legs, I was slick and ready.
Marco had wheedled me out of my shirt and bra as soon as the door
closed on my office, and he’d spent ages squeezing and licking my
nipples while my legs stayed clamped shut.

 


I don’t know why I kept saying no. I wanted
to feel something big and thick between my legs, touching all the
spots that my fingers couldn’t reach. I wanted a dick inside me,
but some part of me deep down inside knew that the dick I wanted
wasn’t Marco’s.

 


So I teased. After all, a girl like me can’t
be without a boyfriend. I had a reputation to uphold, and Marco was
a hottie. Tall and blond with a smile like a toothpaste commercial,
Marco would have any girl’s panties dripping after a few minutes –
including mine.

 


But I wanted the cock that finally split
open my cherry to be something different.

 


Something bigger.

 


Something a billion times more
impressive.

 


I feel wrong for even thinking it, but in
the nights when I’m alone in my bed and I can’t sleep, I’ll put my
fingers between my legs to find that wet slit that no man has ever
put his fingers inside. I’ll muffle my sighs in my pillow while I
pump my fingers in and out of that tight hole and I’ll think about
my boss and the thick piece of meat I know he’s carrying inside his
pants.

 


I started working for Mr. Lucas right out of
college, and my appreciation at being hired quickly grew into a
crush. You couldn’t really blame me for it. He was tall with a
killer smile and muscles that went on forever. I definitely wasn’t
the only girl in the office lusting after Mr. Lucas.

 


Then one day I walked in on him naked.

 


Mr. Lucas had a habit of biking to the
office a few times a week. His schedule didn’t give him as much
time to workout as he wanted, so it was an easy choice for him. He
kept a change of clothes stowed in his office so that he could
change out of his casual clothes once he arrived.

 


I walked into the office that morning to see
a memo on my desk asking for the expense file immediately. I’d been
up half the night finishing it, so I rushed into his office without
even taking off my coat. The door was unlocked, and when I opened
it there was my boss, totally naked. Between his muscular tanned
thighs hung the largest cock I’d ever seen. It was half-hard so
he’d obviously been enjoying the bike ride, and all I could do was
stare at that huge piece of meat dangling between his legs.

 


“Sorry!” I exclaimed,
flushing hotly and backing out of the office and closing the door.
“I didn’t know you were in here!”

 


I ran into the employee bathroom and closed
the door, leaning back against the wood as the realization that I
was soaking wet hit me. Inside my bra, my pale pink nipples were
hard peaks. I double-checked the lock on the door and pushed my
hand down the front of my pants, finding my slippery pussy. The
sight of Mr. Lucas’ cock filled my mind as my fingers skated over
my wet flesh. Within minutes, I was shaking and biting back a gasp
as I came.

 


That was the first time I masturbated to the
thought of my boss, but it definitely wasn’t the last.

 


The craziest thing was, Mr. Lucas was WAY
overprotective of me. I was just another employee, but something
about my boss glowering at them made every man I ever dated run the
other way from employee functions. When a guy tries to make small
talk with your boss and gets greeted by a 6 foot 5 man with muscles
that look like they’re going to split his shirt, they tend to run
away.

 


At least, that’s the excuse I made for them.
The truth really was that I was a virgin. I hadn’t really intended
to stay a virgin for this long. I went through college dating a few
boys casually, but I wasn’t into random hookups so it never
progressed beyond a few gropes above the waist. By the time I
graduated my virginity had turned into a BIG DEAL with every guy I
met.
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