The phone rang and I put down the spoon I was stirring the Hamburger Helper with.  The name on the caller ID was Millinova, Valerie.  My boss?  Why was she calling me at home?  The first thing that ran through my mind was that there was a fire at the office and everything in the server room was melted.  Being the IT guy, I'd be one of the first people she'd call.  I picked up the phone on the third ring.   

“Hi Val, what’s up?”  We have a very relaxed and casual office environment.  Our boss insists we call her Val.  Anything more formal she says makes her uncomfortable.  “The office isn’t on fire is it?”   

“Oh, hi,” she said, obviously caught off guard by my knowing it was her.  “Is this Jake?”   

“Yep.  Is there something wrong, Val?”   

“Oh, hi,” she said again.  “No, there’s nothing wrong.”  I might have been mistaken, but her words sounded a bit slurred over the phone.  Has she been drinking?  “I’m sorry to bother you at home, but I was wondering if you could do me a big favor.”   

“Sure,” I said, using my shoulder to hold the phone against my ear while I stirred my pile of noodles, meat, and monosodium glutamate.   

“Well, I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind if I asked you if you could maybe help me with my computer?”  She didn’t even wait for my reply before she started babbling.  “If you can’t, that’s fine.  I mean, I’m sure you get asked all the time by people...”   

“No, Val, it’s fine.”   

“Oh great,” she said, relieved.  “I’ll pay you of course.  I’d much rather give you a hundred bucks instead of that geek team or whatever it’s called.”  I chuckled.   

“Can you bring it in tomorrow?  I can check it out over my lunch break or take it home, depending on what’s wrong.”   

“Oh, well, I don’t think I can.  It’s one of those with the big box that’s really heavy.”  Yeah, she’s not very tech savvy.  “I was hoping you might be able to come over here.”  Was that a note of anxiety I heard in her voice?   

I glanced at the clock – it was half past eight.  “Sure, I could be over a little after nine.  This could take a few hours, though...”   

“That’s fine,” she said, relief obvious again in her voice.  She was acting different.  At work she was always confident.  “You know where I live, right?”   

“I have your address.  I can google it.”   

“Wonderful!  I’ll see you then.”  I hung up the phone with a polite good-bye and took my dinner off the stove. 

  

After I’d rinsed out my bowl and stored the leftovers, I looked up driving directions, and gathered my usual computer troubleshooting gear.  She only lived about ten minutes away. 

  

I knocked on the door of her two-story house.  I had about two seconds to ponder why she would need such a big house when she lived alone before the door swung open.  I was surprised by the woman that greeted me with a wide smile. 

  

It was obviously Val - those big blue eyes were unmistakable.  I’d just never seen her in anything but a business suit.  I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised.  After all, did I truly expect her to be wearing a suit at this time of night?  Val and I were friends at the office – we talked casually and even joked often – but I never really thought of her as anything but my boss.  Seeing her in yoga pants and an a-shirt was kind of like meeting one of your favorite actors; you become familiar and comfortable with that one aspect of the person – their work-self – but you just don’t realize there’s so much more that you don’t see.  You don’t bother to consider they have a personal life. 

  

I was getting a glimpse of her personal life now, as well as other aspects of her that I don’t get to see at the office.  Her workout clothes left little to the imagination. 

  

“I’m sorry, come in Jake.  I wanted to squeeze in a workout before you came over and I didn’t get a chance to shower yet.”  She led me through the foyer and up the stairs.  I wonder if she knew how difficult it would be for me to not stare at her ass as she climbed the steps.  I couldn’t help it.  It was just right there in front of me, and very pleasing to the eye.  I tried not to think about my boss that way, but I had to walk down the upstairs hall with my laptop case in front of my crotch nonetheless. 

  

“So what’s wrong with your computer,” I asked, hoping to take my mind off things it shouldn’t be on. 


"There's a couple things actually," she said over her shoulder as she led me into her office.  "I just bought an iPod and a printer.  I tried to install the printer myself, but I think I screwed something up.  And now I'm afraid to screw up the iPod, so I haven't taken it out of the box yet." 

  

Her home office didn't look much different than the one at the office.  The desk was smaller, but just as elegant.  She sat down in the chair and showed me what her printer was doing.  Standing next to the chair, I had bird's-eye-view of her chest.  Her breasts, usually well hidden at the office, looked to be full, round, and nearly bursting out of her a-shirt.  Goddamnit, I should not be looking at my boss that way. 

  

"Do you think you can fix it?" 

  

Shit, did she catch me staring at her tits?  "Uh yeah, shouldn't be a problem." 

  

"Good," she said with a smile and stood up, bringing her incredible body dangerously close.  Her scent was strong, natural, and very feminine.  It was beginning to make my head spin.  "I'll go take a shower while you do your thing."  Before she was out the door, she turned and fixed my eyes.  Shit, did she catch me staring at her ass?  "If you need anything, just give a yell."  She was gone with a smile that could have meant any number of things.

I took a deep breath and got down to work.  The printer was simple.  I just deleted what she had, and reinstalled it using the provided software.  I don't know how she could have messed that up.  

  

Her iPod was a breeze as well.  She didn't have iTunes installed, so I downloaded that first.  In the meantime, I decided to take a quick peek and see if she had any music already on her computer that she might want imported and synced to her iPod.  Normally I wouldn't sneak around a client's computer, but since I knew Val, I figured she'd appreciate the gesture.  I went into the My Documents folder and double-clicked My Music; it was the most logical place to look.  Except, instead of the music folder, I must have accidentally opened the My Pictures folder right below it. 

  

The window was set to Thumbnail view, and they started popping up before I could click the Back button.  Once the thumbnails registered in my brain, though, all thought of retreat fled.  The first dozen or so were of a very, very attractive woman wearing a corset, garter belt, and stockings.  The next five or six pictures showed progressively closer shots of the subject's face.  I'd recognize those blue eyes anywhere. 

  

I had a momentary flash of temperance, but it was squelched as my eyes drifted down.  I knew I shouldn't be looking at these pictures - regardless of the fact they're of my boss - but it was like a car crash; I couldn't look away no matter how much my conscience screamed at me.  Except instead of mamed corpses and blood, I was enthralled by perfect tits and baby oil. 

  

I double-clicked the first picture and scrolled through them, almost like a slideshow.  I watched in broken glimpses as the corset came off.  Her breasts glistened in the light; I was pretty sure they'd been augmented, but I wasn't too concerned about it.  All that mattered was that they were exquisite.  Her whole body was exquisite, from the silky black hair tumbling to her shoulders, to the flat and rippled abs, down the miles and miles of silky legs.  Her olive skin was darker in the low light of the pictures, making her even more exotic and fantastical. 

  

A chaise lounge appeared in the pictures.  In one picture she was trailing a finger along the back of it, and in the next, she was bent forward, away from the camera.  I tried to look away, to stop this unethical snooping, but seeing those smooth, velvety folds peeking out from between the most divine set of ass cheeks I've ever seen made it impossible.
The notification of the completed download succeeded where my own will-power failed.  With iTunes downloaded, I was finally able to close the pictures and get back to work.  It wasn’t until then that I noticed the massive erection I had. 

I installed iTunes, trying my hardest to ignore the throbbing hard-on reaching down the right leg of my jeans and the images of my boss’s tits and pussy flashing through my mind.  It wasn’t easy, but I managed.

Just as iTunes came up without any songs listed in the library, Val peaked her head in the door.  Her hair was still wet.  “How’s it going?”  When she moved into the room, I did a double take.  She was wearing a powder-blue camisole that left even less to the imagination than the a-shirt she’d had on before.  The navy blue pants she had on were loose and baggy, but they rode low enough on her hips to make me very certain she didn’t have anything on underneath them.

“Good,” I stammered, tearing my eyes off her and back on the screen.  “I got your printer up and running, and just installed iTunes for you.  It didn’t find any music, though.  You must have it saved somewhere other than the default location?”
“Oh, yeah,” she said happily.  She came around to the right side of the chair and took the mouse from me.  Her hand felt strong and delicate.  “I thought I put it in the My Music folder.”  She was leaning close to me and the lavender scent of her shampoo filled my nostrils.  I took a slow, deep breath as I watched her make the same mistake I’d made earlier when trying to open the music folder.  She uttered a “Crap!” when the cursor slipped and double-clicked the pictures folder.  I watched with a surrealistic feeling of gratitude and discomfort as the thumbnails began popping up.  Before she could utter another curse, the screen was filled with thumbnails of her in various poses and states of disrobe.

“Wow.”  It came out without permission.  Val was cursing and trying to close the window, but she couldn’t decide if she wanted to close the whole thing or just go back.  As the cursor hovered in the middle of the screen, I put my hand on hers, staying the mouse.  When I looked up at her, fear and embarrassment reddened her cheeks and made her eyes sparkle with unshed tears.  “That’s you.”
“Oh my god, Jake, I can explain.  We were just having a little fun...”  She was standing straight now, hands on her eyes trying to cover her shame.  It gave me a perfect view of her tits.  I was about to comfort her, assure her that I didn’t care what she did on her free time, but I didn’t have a chance.  In an instant, her lips were on mine.  At first the kiss was shy, but firm.  She grew more confident, and when her tongue slipped into my mouth, she climbed onto the chair, kneeling over my lap.
“You can’t tell anyone about any of this,” she whispered between hungry kisses.

“Not a word.”  As if she’d been waiting for those words, she broke the kiss and slipped back out of the chair, still on her knees.
