I swear I wasn’t masturbating. I admit, though, that the picture my friend had sent me a link to did make things a little uncomfortable in my khakis. It’s not like I was looking at porn though; the girl in the picture had all of her clothes on - they just happened to be made out of paint. And I most certainly wasn’t jacking off. I was merely adjusting my pants to alleviate the constriction the image had caused.

It just so happened that my hand was between my legs when Teresa opened the door of my office.

Let me pause here a moment to provide a little context. I work in a small office with one other guy. What we do for a living is irrelevant, so I won’t get into it. Suffice it to say we work on the computer all day. Our small office is big enough for our two desks, filing cabinets, and miscellaneous other furniture. It’s about the size of a living room. We’re renters in a large office building that’s managed by a company with similar such buildings around the world. Everything we need, we go through three Service Representatives; incoming phone calls, deliveries, mail, visitors, etc. all have to go through the main desk. Teresa and the other two are kind of like universal receptionists for all the offices in our suite. So when I or my business partner get a package, we have an arrangement with Teresa where she will personally bring the package to our office. Now, back to the story.

When Teresa opened the door and found me with my hand on my equipment, I could have played it off as a normal personal adjustment, and pretend she didn’t notice. And she probably wouldn’t have made a big deal about it. I hadn’t heard her knock on the door, on account of the loud music pumping through my headphones, so when she let herself in, I was caught a little off-guard. Instead of playing it off, I nearly jumped out of my seat and grunted “Oh shit,” like my mom had just walked into my bedroom while I’m trying to watch scrambled pay-per-spank. Despite my valiant efforts to close the picture that filled my entire computer screen, the damned thing wouldn’t go away. I must have clicked six times before the picture disappeared. This wouldn’t have been a big deal if my screen wasn’t perfectly visible from the door.  But of course, it was.
“I have a package for you,” sweet Teresa said. I wish she would have just dropped it off and left, but I wasn’t going to get that lucky.

I suppose you could consider Teresa a friend. We joke around, have conversations about weird things while my Beefaroni is spinning in the microwave, and I’ve often invited her in on a few of her personal deliveries to show her a funny email or interesting article I’d found. Add to this a nearly painful physical attraction to her, and you’ve got a recipe for disaster.

Instead of slipping back out the door and leaving me to my work, she wanted to see what the fuss was about. “What were you looking at?” she said with a mischievous smile that lit up her face. She must have seen the picture the instant she walked in, so I decided to just own up and be a man.

“Oh,” I said, trying to make my laugh sound halfway natural. “Just a thing my buddy sent me.” I turned to face her, hoping to intercept her, but I failed. She stood next to me and I was beaten into submission by her floral scent and shining blue eyes.

“I want to see!” There was no denying that face. So, I opened the picture again and waited for the playful punch in the shoulder and admonishment to stop looking at porn at work. Instead, I heard her say, “Nice!” Then a heartbeat later, she leaned over my shoulder to get a closer look. “Wait… is that paint?”

I said nothing. What could I say?

“Those tits are gorgeous! I wish mine looked like that.”

!!

Let me pause again, now that my mind is back in working order. Teresa has absolutely nothing to be jealous about. She is beautiful, plain and simply put. Her body is lean and well-toned, but she still has curves where they count. She often wears snug sweaters and blouses; not tight, but form-fitting enough to give you a very good idea of her fitness. Her legs are long, her ass is full and round, and her breasts are nothing short of divine. I don’t mind admitting that I’ve thought about her several times while I stroked away the stresses of the day, because you would too if you could see her and be the recipient of that smile.

I felt like I had to say something. But since the head on top of my shoulders couldn’t formulate a response, the one between my legs was more than happy to step up to the plate.

“Yours put those to shame,” I said. It was like someone else was talking through me.

“Really?”

I’d expected - and would have gladly accepted - a hard slap across the face for such a comment, but it seemed to have the opposite affect.

“You think so?” When I turned from the monitor to face her, she was cupping the voluptuous breasts that were straining her snug, dark charcoal dress shirt nearly to the point of bursting.

I nodded. She looked down at me, her hands still on her breasts, and grinned. “They’re not too saggy?” At the time I was totally oblivious to what I know now to be careful and blatant manipulation on her part, because my eyes were firmly affixed to her chest.

“God no,” I exclaimed more vehemently than I probably should have.

“They’re not too big?”

That was enough to tear my eyes from her boobs. I looked up at her with what must have been a comical expression of disbelief. She giggled, a silvery sound more seductive than anything I’ve heard before or since.

“Not too big,” she corrected herself. Then, as if this were only a dream, she began slipping the buttons of her blouse free. More of the divine mounds became visible, her pale skin looking like moonlight in contrast with the dark material. I squirmed uncomfortably in my chair, and let out a pained moan when she let her blouse fall open to reveal a sheer black bra.

“How long will Steve be gone?” She asked, tilting her head toward my coworker’s empty desk.

“Uh… all day,” I managed after serious thought. I was hypnotized.

“Good.” Her hips traced figure-eights across the small office as she sauntered to the door and locked it. My brain didn’t connect the dots yet. Boobies gone! was about the extent of my mental capacity at the moment. I was dimly aware of the tightness in my crotch, but it was of minor consequence. Or so I thought.

In hindsight, it’s pretty obvious that I was her plaything. She had me exactly where she wanted me, and must have been thinking about it for quite some time. Even if I had wanted her to stop, I was powerless. My cognitive thought processes were on vacation, and I was on cruise control.

“Stand up,” she said with strength in her voice I hadn’t heard before. She was standing in front of me again, the shapes of her nipples clearly visible through her bra. I did as told, wincing at my groinal discomfort. Teresa leaned forward slowly, her eyes flicking between my lips and my eyes. Her lips pursed and I readied myself for the kiss to end all kisses. I closed my eyes and carefully leaned forward to meet her, but the kiss never came. Something else was happening, but I couldn’t focus. When I opened my eyes, I realized.

Teresa had dropped to her knees and was deftly opening the front of my khakis with one hand and stroking the erection that was straining down the right pant leg with the other. I groaned and flexed the organ in response. I was beyond disbelief at that point. I didn’t care what cosmic forces had come together to make this dream of mine possible. It was happening and that’s all that mattered.

“I’ve wanted this for a long time,” she said, tugging my pants and boxers down. I sprang free, impossibly hard. My knees almost buckled when she wrapped her hand around me and slowly stroked. She started slowly, placing kisses up and down the length, always gently pumping the shaft. To her it may have been erotic and sensual, but to me it was torture. I’d been fantasizing about her for I don’t know how long, and now that she’s got my cock in her hand, I needed more than kisses!

Just when I was about to take her by the back of the head and shove my dick in her mouth, she made up for the teasing. Without so much as a hint, she plunged her mouth halfway down my shaft, stroked the underside with her tongue, and pulled it out with a pop. She leaned back and looked up at me with a smile that made all others seem a grimace.

“You’ve got such a nice cock,” she purred, still stroking. This time when she took me into her mouth, she didn’t stop until my balls tickled her chin. With no room for her hands, she was able to shed her blouse and reach back to unfasten her bra. Both garments were tossed to the floor and I found myself ready to burst.

I must have moaned or grunted just the right way, because Teresa backed off and stroked my saliva-coated shaft with a practiced hand. I saw her bare breasts for the first time, those glorious, gravity-defying breasts, and it was too much for me.

She directed the ropes of come onto those breasts, smacking the deceptively soft globes with my desperately spurting cock. She was moaning, I was moaning, and still I came. I don’t know where it came from, but it was the single most incredible, soul-jarring orgasm I can ever remember having. It turned my legs to rubber and I had to fall back into my chair.

While I sat shivering and panting, she tried to suck the last drops out of my balls like I was a milkshake. I watched her through eyes that wanted to close as she used my softened cock to rub the semen all over her breasts and swollen nipples.

“I hope you’ve got more,” she said, licking the come off my dick. I was too exhausted to say anything, so she stood up, pulled her skirt up around her waist to reveal a bare shaved pussy glistening with moisture in the fluorescent light, and climbed onto my chair.

“Don’t you have to get back to work?” It’s not that I didn’t <i>want</i> to fuck her, it’s just that I didn’t know if I would be physically capable of maintaining an erection. I was drained.

“No. There’s so much random shit to do around here, I’m usually gone for hours at a time.” She was straddling my lap, unbuttoning my shirt. Her bare pussy was so close to my cock, it’s like it was exerting some kind of force on it, coaxing it to defy gravity and rise to it’s previous state of rigidity.

“Don’t you have any more packages to deliver?” I really don’t know why I was trying to make excuses. My cock certainly didn’t want her to leave. It was already half-erect.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?”

My eyes slowly rose from her crotch, up her flat belly, around her magnificent breasts, and finally focused on her face. Her angelic face with such a confused look. Her lips were dark and moist. Her hair was aflame with the sunlight pouring through the window behind her. I answered her by taking her by the back of the neck and pulling her lips down to mine. Her body eased, my cock throbbed, and the exhaustion vanished.

“Not in this chair,” I said, breaking the kiss. With a grin, she climbed off and made quick work of her skirt. It joined the pile on the floor. Now all she wore was black lace thigh-high stockings and four-inch heels. With a down-right ravenous look in her eyes, she sat on my desk, spilling papers and folders onto the floor. When she spread her legs, I knelt between them.

I took a moment to admire the lines of her body, the way she arched her back on the desk, the way the sunlight struck her flawless skin. I began slowly because I wanted to savor this. When I think back, the only way I can describe her pussy is to say it’s demure. That’s the only word that comes to mind. Well, maybe perfect would work, too. I took my time, at first just placing light kisses all around before letting my tongue out to gingerly taste the delicate folds. I heard a gasp above me, and my cock responded. I looked up to see her eyes half-lidded and glazed. Her beautiful breasts rose with each deep, rapid breath she took. When I looked back down, she was holding herself open for me.

The moist, pink flesh invited me, beckoned me to partake in her nectar, and I gladly obliged. My tongue explored, savoring every bit of her flesh. When I found the swollen pearl nestled beneath silk, Teresa rewarded me with a stifled cry of delight. I swirled it on the tip of my tongue, driving her closer and closer to the peak. I could feel her getting closer, the muscles in her thighs tightening. With her feet on the edge of the desktop, she lifted her ass off the surface, thrusting her crotch into my face. I flicked her clit faster and faster until I knew she was about to erupt.

I stopped.

I sat back and looked at her. Her body was quivering, trembling, expecting that last swirl of my tongue to send her over the edge into perfect oblivion. But it never came, and nor did she. It took her a long moment to realize it. When she did, her eyes came open. A harsh reprimand was on her lips, but she smiled instead when she saw me standing, throbbing erection in hand.

When I was in reach, she replaced my hand with her own.  I watched as she guided me to her dampened folds and carefully eased in.  She was tight but very wet, so I glided in with a little effort.  She moaned as I worked myself deeper.  She gripped me tighter than I ever thought possible
