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It had almost been three weeks since I got to fuck Sara, my boss, or as I commonly know her as, my best friend's mom. It wasn't for lack of trying to fuck her again, but things always came up.

Like a few days ago, when we were both working late, I headed over to her office, and she was glad to see me; right then, Gary, her son, and my best friend called her and wanted to talk.

Other times, it was meetings or any number of different things. I swore the universe was trying to make sure I didn't fuck her again.

That was until this morning when I arrived early to get a jump start on things, and she was in her office.

I walked into the office, and Sara immediately smiled at me. We were alone for another hour and knew what the other wanted.

"Fuck!" I moaned as Sara's lips popped as she released my cock.

"Been waiting for that for three weeks now," Sara swallowed.

'Damn, who knew Gary's mom was a good cock sucker, and swallowed on top of that,' I thought, watching her as she licked my cock clean.

"I guess I won't need this anymore," Sara smiled as she took a protein shake from the mini-fridge.

I smiled as she stared at me as I pulled up my pants.

"You can always have it later," I stared at her.

"Or you can always come back and give me protein straight from the source," she winked as I started heading for the door.

It wasn't even halfway through the shift when Sara called a meeting for the leads. We all walked into the large conference room.

Sara went over a few things, but nothing really mattered. We had heard about all the things she brought up before or had read about in emails.

"Well, that was a fucking waste of time," one of the others said as we headed for the door.

"Tyler," Sara said as I stopped dead in my tracks. "One minute please, I want to go over the last time you stayed late, there was something that came up."

"Busted!" one of them smiled at me.

I waited until the last one left and then closed the doors.

The conference room was soundproof.

I walked toward her, and then she grabbed me and kissed me. "Fuck me!" she said, turning around and bending over the enormous table.

I lifted Sara's skirt and pushed my cock into her.

"Yes!" I growled in her ear as I started fucking her hard.

"You've been wanting this, haven't you?" Sara said with her face down on the desk.

"Yes, I have!" I gripped her thick hips and fucked her hard and fast.

The noise of skin hitting skin filled the conference room, but outside, no one would hear a thing, even if they were standing directly outside the door.

"Yes!" I moaned as her tight walls gripped my cock.

"Both of us have been wanting this," Sara looked back at me. "I want your cock inside me every day!"

I shoved my cock in deep. "Like this, huh?" I smacked her ass. "Like this!" I pulled it out and shoved it in hard.

"Yes, just like that!" Sara yelled.

I smacked each cheek, turning her pale white skin bright red with my handprint.

I could get used to fucking Sara on a daily basis. She wasn't like my ex, who wanted me to go slow or take my time.

Leyla, my last booty call was a dead fuck; she just lay there or let me fuck her.

Sara backed her ass up onto my cock as I fucked her. She wanted this fuck as much as I wanted to give it to her.

"Don't hold back now," Sara pushed her ass back onto my cock. "Cum inside me!"

I held her waist tight as I pushed my hips forward.

I grunted as I came, dumping my cum into her.

"Remember, every day!" Sara said as we made ourselves presentable.

I walked to my desk, and one of the others looked at me.

"What was all that about?" he asked.

"I went over hours, again," I shrugged.

"Most of us want to get out of here," he laughed. "You're the only one that wants to stay here longer."
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