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“Just breathe, Georgia,” he said, still panicked.

I did as commanded, sucking in huge lungfuls of air that raised my shoulders and took my tits with them.  They pressed against my white t-shirt and I felt the rush of arousal in my nipples.

“Good,” he said, nodding and breathing with me.

“I still want you,” I said again, staring down on him.  I held his face with a hand.  “I want you to be my first, Mr. Harrison.  Put it inside me, please.”

“Georgia, I can’t just—”

“You can.  Treat me nasty.  I want to be fucked for the first time.  Please do it.  Please fuck me.”

He was shocked by my cursing.  He looked back to the door as though I was breaking his resolve, then he turned back to me.

“I can’t Georgia.  It wouldn’t be right.  You’re not thinking straight.”

“I’m thinking perfectly straight,” I said, sounding more aware than I had in the preceding few minutes.  “I want you, Mr. Harrison.  I want you bad.”

He tried to keep his eyes on mine but I saw him glance down, briefly eyeing my stiffening nipples that were pushing against my tight t-shirt.  He swallowed hard and his eyes return to mine.

“Do it,” I dared, sensing a wavering inside him.

“Georgia, we can’t,” he said, but his tone lacked conviction.

“Do it,” I said again.  “Right here.  Fuck me.  I’m ready.”

The helium had made the initial confession easy.  The rest followed without aid.  I was fully cogent and begging my boss to deflower me.

I started to rub my hands over my tits, moving them beneath my t-shirt and watching as he locked his eyes onto the bouncing orbs.

“Georgia,” he said distantly, but he seemed mesmerized by my breasts now.

“You like that?” I asked, slowly peeling up the bottom of my shirt and showing the skin of my stomach.

I watched his stubbled jaw tighten as he stared down.  He seemed hypnotized by their movement and his pupils grew fatter as more and more of my flesh was revealed to him.

I was sliding my t-shirt across my nipples now, with the underside of my breasts hanging out beneath.  Mr. Harrison swallowed hard and stared without blinking.  He straightened out a leg and I noticed then the big bulge that had appeared at his crotch.

“Is that for me?” I asked, looking at it.

His gaze faltered for the first time as he focused on his stiff cock that was stretching out in his pants.

“All for you,” he said, and I knew then that I had him.

I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and sat topless in the huge room, moving my hands over my naked tits now and inviting him on to me.

He lunged forward like a striking cobra, placing his mouth on my tits in an instant.  He enveloped my nipple with his mouth and pushed my tits into his face with his hands, sucking on my breasts and encircling the stiff node with his pointed tongue.

“Yes!” I cried, feeling my pussy swell and dampen.

“You wanted this?” he said, keen to absolve himself of the responsibility.

“I do,” I moaned, holding his head on me.  “I want you to fuck me.  Be as rough as you want with me.”

My boss looked up and smirked.  “You might come to regret saying that.”
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“You’re pretty booked up these days, Mr. Harrison, huh?” I said, walking around the large function room that we were setting up in.

“Things are going better than I ever thought,” he called over.

He’d started his party balloon business earlier last year, but hadn’t anticipated the growth being as quick and sudden as it had.  On the plus side it meant he needed to employ a staff, and that was where I came in.

“This has gotta be one of the biggest rooms you’ve ever done?” I asked, staring up at the high ceiling.

He looked around the grand hall that was part of a much larger hotel.  “I’ve got big plans for this place.”

There was a knock on the large double-doors at the far end of the room and he briskly skipped over to answer.

I watched as he spoke to the guy at the door, and then they wheeled in a large, metal cylinder that looked like a damn missile.

“Anything else you need, just give us a shout, Mr. Harrison,” the hotel’s employee said.

My boss thanked him and closed the door wheeling the big metal tube over to the centre of the room.

“What the hell is that?”

He said nothing, instead grabbing an empty balloon and fitting it over a valve at the top.  With a flick of his wrists it started to inflate.

“Helium,” he said.

“Helium?”

He tied the knot to a string and let the balloon fly upwards.  “Helium,” he repeated.

“That ought to speed things up,” I said, grabbing a balloon and going for the valve.

“Give it a shot.”

He watched as I peeled the opening of the balloon over the tip of the valve.

“How does it—”

“Just bend it,” he said, watching carefully.

The balloon started to fill and my eyes swelled in amazement as it did.  I was easily please.

“Perfect,” he said, pinching the balloon from my fingertips and tying a knot on the end.

I smiled warmly at him.  I don’t know why that moment in particular made me melt for him, but seeing him amidst his job that he’d made a success of just did something for me.

“I love you, Mr. Harrison,” I said from nowhere, launching myself on him to give him a hug.

He laughed bashfully and put his arm around me.  Since I was eighteen I’d had these naughty, sinful thoughts about him, but so far I’d managed to suppress them.  Now that I was nineteen they hadn’t faded.  I’d expected them to wane as I got older, but they seemed to have done the opposite instead.  A year in his company had made me long for him.

When I pulled away I had tears welling in my eyes from the confession.

“What’s gotten into you, huh?” he asked sweetly, wiping at my cheeks with his thumb.

I knew what I wanted to get into me, but there wasn’t much of a chance of that.

I laughed and shook my head.  “Hormones,” I said.  It was always a good excuse.

For the next twenty minutes I inflated balloons for him and he tied them to the big archway that he was slowly sculpting, like a florist arranging a bouquet.  The balloons slotted in seamlessly until they formed part of a bigger picture that only he could envisage.

“It’s taking shape,” he said excitedly, standing back to admire the structure.

I took a sudden sip on the nozzle of helium and inhaled.  “It sure is!”  I squeaked.

Mr. Harrison looked over and started to laugh.  I did too and it came out in high-pitched hiccups.

“Careful,” he warned, and I went for another gulp of gas.

“Give me all your ballooooooons,” I wailed, leering forwards with my arms outstretched like a chirping zombie.

Mr. Harrison chuckled as I moved forwards, but then the rush of it all caught my head and I felt a brief dizziness.  I staggered and he caught me in his arms.

“You okay, Georgia?” he asked, looking down on me with concern.

I stared up, feeling an intoxicating, sudden delirium.  It was like a damn truth serum.

“I want you,” I murmured.

“Georgia?”

“I’ve always wanted you,” I continued.  My mind was trying to stop me, but my mouth kept going.

“Do you want me to go get someone?” he asked, startled by the confession.

He looked to the door and then to the phone on a table close-by.

“I’m gonna put you in this chair and—”

“No,” I cried.  “I’m fine.  You’d ... you’d be my first, Mr. Harrison.  I want you to be my first.”

The confessions poured out of me, each one more sinful than the last.

“Georgia, you don’t know what you’re saying, I’m gonna—”

“I mean it,” I said, falling into the chair but keeping my eyes on him.  “I want your big cock inside me.  Oh, I bet it’s big, isn’t it?

My boss stared forward blankly.  He was in a daze of confusion.

“Show it me,” I urged, staring into his crotch.  “Show me your big, hard cock.  I want to see it.  I want it inside me.  I want you as my first.”

Mr. Harrison knelt in front of me and put a hand on my knee. I  looked down into his eyes with a raging lust.

“Just breathe, Georgia,” he said, still panicked.

I did as commanded, sucking in huge lungfuls of air that raised my shoulders and took my tits with them.  They pressed against my white t-shirt and I felt the rush of arousal in my nipples.

“Good,” he said, nodding and breathing with me.

“I still want you,” I said again, staring down on him.  I held his face with a hand.  “I want you to be my first, Mr. Harrison.  Put it inside me, please.”

“Georgia, I can’t just—”

“You can.  Treat me nasty.  I want to be fucked for the first time.  Please do it.  Please fuck me.”

He was shocked by my cursing.  He looked back to the door as though I was breaking his resolve, then he turned back to me.

“I can’t Georgia.  It wouldn’t be right.  You’re not thinking straight.”

“I’m thinking perfectly straight,” I said, sounding more aware than I had in the preceding few minutes.  “I want you, Mr. Harrison.  I want you bad.”

He tried to keep his eyes on mine but I saw him glance down, briefly eyeing my stiffening nipples that were pushing against my tight t-shirt.  He swallowed hard and his eyes return to mine.

“Do it,” I dared, sensing a wavering inside him.

“Georgia, we can’t,” he said, but his tone lacked conviction.

“Do it,” I said again.  “Right here.  Fuck me.  I’m ready.”

The helium had made the initial confession easy.  The rest followed without aid.  I was fully cogent and begging my boss to deflower me.

I started to rub my hands over my tits, moving them beneath my t-shirt and watching as he locked his eyes onto the bouncing orbs.

“Georgia,” he said distantly, but he seemed mesmerized by my breasts now.

“You like that?” I asked, slowly peeling up the bottom of my shirt and showing the skin of my stomach.

I watched his stubbled jaw tighten as he stared down.  He seemed hypnotized by their movement and his pupils grew fatter as more and more of my flesh was revealed to him.

I was sliding my t-shirt across my nipples now, with the underside of my breasts hanging out beneath.  Mr. Harrison swallowed hard and stared without blinking.  He straightened out a leg and I noticed then the big bulge that had appeared at his crotch.

“Is that for me?” I asked, looking at it.

His gaze faltered for the first time as he focused on his stiff cock that was stretching out in his pants.

“All for you,” he said, and I knew then that I had him.

I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and sat topless in the huge room, moving my hands over my naked tits now and inviting him on to me.

He lunged forward like a striking cobra, placing his mouth on my tits in an instant.  He enveloped my nipple with his mouth and pushed my tits into his face with his hands, sucking on my breasts and encircling the stiff node with his pointed tongue.

“Yes!” I cried, feeling my pussy swell and dampen.

“You wanted this?” he said, keen to absolve himself of the responsibility.

“I do,” I moaned, holding his head on me.  “I want you to fuck me.  Be as rough as you want with me.”

My boss looked up and smirked.  “You might come to regret saying that.”

He continued to suck on my tits as the arousal blossomed inside me, growing like a raging fire until I could scarcely contain it.

“Let me see it,” I urged, scrambling for his belt.

“Stay on the chair,” he said.  I moved back, slightly surprised at how stern his order sounded.

He unfastened his belt and I stared forward eagerly, licking my lips and reaching out a hand for him.

He smacked it away.  “Hold the chair.”

I was breathing quick and hard now, eager to see him.  I gripped the side of the seat like he’d demanded, pressing my tits together between my arms and rocking back and forth with impatient excitement.

“Show me,” I hushed.  “Show me, Mr. Harrison.”

He popped open the buttons of his jeans and opened the bottom of his plaid, button-shirt.

“Yes,” I urged, looking forward longingly.

He tugged his pants wide open with force.  Through the gap I could see the thickness of the bulge beneath the tight fabric of his boxer-shorts.

“That’s it, Mr. Harrison.”

I stared forward, slowing my movements as I became more focused on the reveal.

He teased a thumb inside as he watched me, then he pushed his briefs down until I could see the smattering of his pubic hair.  It was shorn close and tinged with grey, just like the hair on his head.  I grew increasingly excited as he dropped his pants and then I started to pant with lust when I saw the thick barrel become revealed.

His pants continued to fall and reveal more and more inches of his sinfulness until soon I could see the bulbous, soft-pink crown that sprang upwards when the elastic of his briefs unleashed it.

“Is that what you want?” he said, holding it in his fist and giving it a shake.

“Yes, Mr. Harrison,” I said reaching for it.

“Hands on the chair,” he said sternly again.

I quickly returned to grip it, tensing hard to fight against my urges.

“Open your mouth,” he said, and he walked himself closer.

His pants stayed above his knee as he rocked forwards.  I opened my mouth tentatively and looked down my nose as his hard flesh approached.

At the back of the room people walked past the huge glass windows, but none of them stopped to look inside.  If they had, they’d have seen a view so sinful that it could land you in hell at a single glance.

“That’s it,” he said slowly, guiding his thick cock towards my mouth.

As it approached I looked down the long, mature barrel, seeing the veins course up it to the swollen tip that started to press against my lips.

I opened as wide as I could and he let out a breath as he pushed his flesh inside, driving it deep and touching it to the back of my tight throat.

“Yes,” he groaned, as though he’d wanted this as much as me.

I moaned on his cock, gripping tight to the chair and moving my head over him as my tits hung on my chest.

He grabbed my face with two hands and made love to my mouth, pumping his hips slow at first as I pinched my lips around his girth.

“Good girl, Georgia,” he said softly, fucking my face slowly.

Soon his strokes started to lengthen until he was pulling almost all of himself out of me before plunging back deep inside me.

My mouth was wet with spit and each thrust inside me resulted in a clacking sound as my throat tightened over him again and again.

“That’s it,” he said, his teeth clenched.

I kept my hands gripped to the chair, but I was desperate to hold his flesh and feel the strength of him in my hands.

“Take it in your throat,” he said, holding my head and pushing himself into me.

I felt a spasm in my gullet as he pressed himself into me, then my neck bulged and he began to creep down it.

Mr. Harrison pulled out finally and I gasped, my eyes filled with tears from my effort.

“Damn,” I said breathless.

“Stand up,” he ordered, and I did as I was told.

He started to unfasten the rest of his buttons without caution.  I don’t know whether he knew no-one would be returning to bother us, but his confidence certainly made it appear that way.

He tossed his shirt aside and I swooned at the muscled frame in front of me.  I reached out tentatively and he allowed me to touch him.  My hands pressed against his pecs and I ran them down his front, kneeling in front of him and trailing my soft palms down over his stomach.

“Fuck,” I whispered, staring again at his spit-strewn dick.

I gripped it in my hand and felt a swell of arousal burst again inside me.  I could feel the beat of his pulse in my grasp and his cock felt as hard as bone against my hand.

“Can I have it inside me?” I asked, looking up and batting my lashes at him.

“You’re getting it inside you,” he threatened.  “Just like you wanted.

I bit my lip and smiled, dragging my fist back and forth over his length and watching his sinful flesh move under my command.

“All of it?” I asked, looking up at him.

“Every.  Last.  Inch.”

I shivered with excitement and plunged his big cock back in my mouth, winding my lips and tongue around him with fervent vigor.  The idea of him being inside my pussy was making it ooze with arousal, and it looked like I’d need all the lube I could get to squeeze him into me.

My head rocked over him and he moved my hair aside to watch the forbidden sight.  It wasn’t every day that your employee who was half your age swallowed your stiff cock.

I gripped and massaged his balls, kissing down his shaft to suck them as I held his tree-trunk legs against me.

My hand reached through and I squeezed at his ass, sliding my finger down his crack and tickling over his asshole like a dirty little slut.  He went tense and then exhaled calmly, clearly excited by my adventurous fingers.

“Now how do you know about that?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I might never have been fucked,” I said, taking a long suck on his cock, “but I’ve seen plenty of videos.”

I reached beneath him again and pressed a finger against his asshole, looking up to see his eyes close as his mouth opened to moan.

I drove it a little way inside and waggled it against his muscle, sucking on his cock hard as it seemed to stiffen further still inside of me.

“Get on your feet,” he said quickly, looking down into my formerly innocent eyes.

I did as he said.

“Turn around.”

I followed each instruction fast.  Mr. Harrison came behind and hugged me close, kissing my neck and holding my tits in his big, rough hands.

He started to kiss down my back as he bent at the knee, leaving sensual pecks all the way down my spine until he was just above my butt.

When he got there his hands pressed inside the tight waist of my yoga pants and I wriggled my ass as he pushed the garment down.

He took my panties with it, not wasting any time as my toned, tight ass was revealed to him.  I bent a little and arched my back and he pushed the yoga pants down to my ankles and peeled them off over my trainers with minimal effort.

He stood up and kicked one of my legs open until I stood astride with my hands placed on the table in front of me.

Again he kissed my neck but this time I felt his hand wander down my back, following the route that his kisses had before.

He went over my round ass and then under it, finding the sticky, hot spot that I yearned to have him fill.  His fingers teased around the wetness that had dripped from me, then he plunged a couple of them inside me and kissed at my ear as I sucked in a breath.

“Ohh!” I gasped, feeling him pierce me for the first time.

“That’s what you want isn’t it?” he said, curling two fingers inside of me.

“Y—yes,” I whimpered, immediately overcome by the sensation.

He pulled his hand from me and then gripped it around my face, sinking the two glossed fingers into my mouth so I could taste myself.

“That’s it,” he said slowly, watching as I sucked him clean.  “Taste that virgin pussy.”

He seemed to relish feeding my juices to me and soon he returned them to my sex, giving them a fresh coating as he plunged them into my core again.

My pussy tightened on him as he slid his fingers back and forth, then he started to press his thumb against my asshole, massaging it slowly.

“You want to be naughty with me?” he asked, kissing my ear and pressing his bare chest against my naked back.

I stared down at the white table-cloth, furrowing my brow with pleasure as I moaned.

“I want it,” I cried.  “I want to do it all with you.”

“Good, girl,” he said, satisfied.  With that he pressed his thumb into me until he was gripping me like a bowling ball.

I let out a shriek of pained pleasure as his thumb burst through the tight muscle of my asshole and my pussy tightened around him.

He kissed at my neck as he started to breathe harder and I followed his breaths, keeping pace with him as he began to work his fingers and thumb into me.  He gave me a taste of what it was like to get it for real, pressing just the tip of his fingers into me and teasing the first inch of his thumb through my sinful knot too.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, nibbling on my ear and kissing my cheek as I moaned.

“I want it,” I cried.

“You want my big cock?”

“I do!” I wailed.

“Say it.”

“I want your big cock, Mr. Harrison,” I moaned, my eyes shut tight.  “Fuck me with your big cock.”

That seemed to be what he was looking for.  With an urgency he pulled his fingers and thumb out of me and then squared his cock up behind me.  Suddenly I felt the bulbous crown slipping over my wet crease, brushing back and forth like a paint brush as he readied himself.

“Fuck my tight pussy,” I cried, chancing some more sinful words that I thought he might enjoy.

He opened my ass and guided his dick up into my wet O, pushing through the tight muscle until it had no choice but to relent and envelop him.

I grunted with pain as his thickness pierced me, feeling the hard dick burst through my muscle and continue without mercy up inside my sex.

My mouth hung agape in a silent moan that soon became audible.  It manifested itself as a wail at first, but it trailed off into a pleasurable whimper.

It was the girth that was the hardest to take.  He was just so wide that my pussy struggled to stretch over him, but it took the ensuing inches of his length masterfully.

He locked inside me like the perfect jig-saw piece, slotting him like he belonged there.  My pussy gripped him tight as I clenched my eyes shut, breathing quick and calm through my mouth and nose in the hope it might relax me.

Gradually my flesh softened around him and relaxed, accepting his thickness as though it was completely normal.  I was surprised at how quickly I had grown accustomed to his immense size and soon the initial blast of sharp pain had all but dissipated.

“You’re inside me,” I said, as though it didn’t feel real.

“Mr. Harrison’s big cock,” he said, biting my neck.

“Yes,” I hushed, pushing back against him.

His hips hit my ass as I took every last inch he had to offer.  He pushed my back and pressed me against the table.  I remember thinking how soft the cotton cloth felt against my skin, but then he pulled back and gave me a fierce thrust that slid the whole table along the floor a little.

“Fuck!” I cried, feeling the full power of him for the first time.

“Nobody said your first time would be easy,” he said, and there seemed to be a relish in his voice.

I lay the side of my face flat against the cloth and felt him withdraw again, thrusting his many inches back into me quickly as though he was striking my ass with his hips.

He started to pump into me faster, hitting my butt and watching as it bounced up my hips off him.

“Look at that,” he hushed, squeezing my ass as he fucked me.

I moaned with my eyes closed, feeling that hard cock of his rush through me over and over.  It was something I’d never experienced before and I have to confess I wanted more.  Before today the best I’d managed was an adventurous finger or two, but that paled into insignificance when compared to the barrel of flesh that Mr. Harrison wielded.

He pulled me back onto him as he thrust forward, teasing the tip of his cock at my cervix before thankfully leaning back a little to get another look at my bouncing ass.

“You like that?” I asked, looking back over my shoulder at him.  “You like watching my ass?”

His reply came by way of a fierce smack that flashed across my butt, stinging it with heat quickly.

“Oooh,” I yelped, surprised by it initially.

He let down another spank and it felt good.  A hot pain tingled down my spine.  I yearned for more.

“Again,” I urged, daring him as I stared back into his eyes.

He flashed another smack down, then another, and another as he thrust into me, fucking me wildly and turning my ass a searing red color.

“Get it,” I urged, pushing back on him as I felt my own climax approach.

He rained more smacks down on my sinful ass, seeming to enjoy the whimpers that left me each time he struck my flesh.

“Good girl,” he said, stopping now to squeeze my butt.  It throbbed with heat but he was more placid now, gently fondling it.

He stroked softly and fucked me with a calmer rhythm.  His thumb came inside my ass crack and I felt him press it against my muscle again.  He teased around the aperture and then pushed inside again.

My mouth opened in a silent moan as his intrepid thumb eased into my hot asshole.  It clasped around him and he waggled it quickly.  Something about the tickling sensation of him in my ass and the thick, powerful girth in my pussy really did it for me.

Quickly my breaths escaped me and I couldn’t keep a hold of myself.  I gasped wildly and pushed back against him.  His thumb waggled and I felt my vision swirl with color as I moaned out in the vast, empty room.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” I cried, my eyes closed tight as he fucked me from behind.

I pushed my hands on the table and moved my ass back on him, receiving more of his thumb and more of his cock as a result.

He kept his pace and delivered my orgasm, fucking me slow and sensual as his thumb massaged inside my asshole.

“Mr. Harrison!” I cried, soft and heady.

The moan escaped me on its own and I tensed my stomach and held my breath as the flood of climax consumed me.

“Mr. Harrison!” I cried again, this time with more venom.

I started to push back on him quickly, feeling my folds convulse and clench around his cock.  It squeezed him inside and he pulled back, gradually sliding his cock out of my sticky pussy that was closing fast.

When he’d left me completely I started to undulate wildly on the table as though I was being tortured with electricity.  The sensation was overwhelming and for those brief seconds I couldn’t cope.

I squirmed on the fabric and rubbed at my pussy, flailing wildly underneath him like I was in the throes of death.

Finally I emerged from the other side of ecstasy, a brand new woman.  I looked back and delivered him an order.

“Give me your cum.”

“Where do you want it?” he said, stroking his cock and with an apparent urgency.

“Everywhere.  Anywhere.”

I turned back to watch.

“You wanna see it, huh?” he said as I focused on him.

I nodded.

“Get on your knees.”

I slid off the table and crouched in front of him.

“That’s it,” he said, walking closer and pumping his cock close to me.

“Give it me,” I said, looking forward as his dick shook in his hand.

Only a minute passed before his breaths started to run away from him.

“Are you close?” I asked, looking up with excitement.

“It’s coming,” he said, looking down at my eager face.

He worked his cock through his hand faster and faster and his moans started to turn me on all over again.

“Give it me,” I hushed, opening my mouth and putting a tongue out.  I was a fool to think it wouldn’t be messy.

Suddenly his breaths got quick and the moment was upon us.  He started to groan and at first I wondered what was happening.  There appeared to be no evidence of his elation, but then he let out a deep, quick moan and a jet of hot cum sprang from the tip of his cock and splashed across my face.

I jolted with surprise, then I flinched again as the next violent rope dashed over me, lacing over my face and tongue.

I tasted the bitterness and closed my mouth on it, then another rushing leap of cum hit me, this time striking my chin and dripping over my tits.

I rubbed his cum around my face and took the rest of his blast, moaning with him as he released everything he had all over me.

Several more thick webs erupted and then his breath turned calm.  He looked down through loose eyelids at the mess he’d made of me.

I licked at the cum around my mouth and ate as much of it as I could find, then I turned my attention to his spent cock.

I took his shaft from him and he let go of it, watching close as I tended to him.  My tongue wound around the tip and I plunged him inside me with a satisfying moan, sucking hard on the tip and listening to the sharp intake of breath as he pushed a hand through his hair and stared down at me.

“You taste good,” I said, smiling up at him.

I giggled and stood up next to him again.  He kissed my mouth and gave my ass a final slap.

“Get dressed,” he said.  “Someone could come in at any time.”

I looked back to the door.  “Really?!  You didn't lock it?”

He laughed.  “I like the danger,” he said.

“Danger?” I laughed.  “They’d kick us out!”

Mr. Harrison smirked.  “That makes it even hotter.”

I couldn’t argue.  I watched him dress as I put my clothes back on, seeing him slowly change like a chameleon.  He went from lover to boss in seconds and no-one knew but me.

He tossed me a pack of balloons.  “Blow,” he said.  “You’re good at that.”

I gave him a wry smile.

“And go get that face cleaned up.”

I realized then that I was still strewn in his love.  Thankfully the room had its own bathrooms at the side and I rushed to one to clean up, giving myself a smile as I looked at his semen across my face.  Proof indeed that we’d just done something crazy.

“Damn, Georgia,” I laughed, looking at my reflection.  It hardly seemed like me.  An hour earlier and I was a pure, innocent girl.  Now I felt every inch a woman; a woman that had tackled every inch of her own boss and taken him in fine style.  I found myself strangely proud as I fed the last of his cum into my mouth, popping a finger from my lips and giving myself a wink in the mirror.

“Good girl.”

THE END
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I couldn’t believe it when I saw that familiar face of his as I scrolled through the endless list of guys in my area.  I’d narrowed down the criteria to guys over forty.  It was a fantasy of mine to lose my virginity to a much older man, but I never anticipated finding my own professor amongst the potential suitors.

It was a lot to take in.  First of all it meant Mr. Graham had ideas about straying from his wife, but the most shocking thing of all was that he looked hot!  The pictures he’d chosen painted a great portrait of him, and I lost myself as I scrolled through them, imagining that he was just some other guy.

I bit my lip and looked over my shoulder.  The café I was in was fairly quiet, but in rare moments like this I thought it best to be cautious.

I scrutinized his hot body as he relaxed beside the pool.  The water dappled on his firm, hairy abs as he smiled to the camera in his sunglasses.  I gasped when I realized who’d taken the photo.  I’d heard of his vacation to Mexico only last year, and the person behind the lens was none other than his wife.  It was a sordid affair indeed.

As I flicked through the photos I noticed more and more familiar sights.  One on campus, one in the local pool, one of him smiling in the old convertible he sometimes brought to college.  It felt perverse.
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