From the point of view of a shy young woman, waiting on tables. At one of her tables, tucked in the darker corner of the restaurant, is an attractive (M/F) couple. They're obviously in love, and are all over each other. She tries not to pay any attention to it, but she can't help notice that the woman's blouse is coming more unbuttoned, etc. At one point when she gets back to their table, the woman's hand is under the table and appears to be pumping up and down in the man's lap....

oh, or even better... when the waitress comes back to the table, the woman is gone. but after a few seconds, she begins to hear muffled slurping noises and moans coming from - it seems like from under the table....

---

I thought eleven o’clock would never come.  My feet were killing me, my back hurt, my head was throbbing, and I hadn’t eaten since I had a sandwich before coming in at three.  I just wanted to go home, curl up on the couch, and watch a movie.

“Casey, can you grab table seventeen?”

“Sure, Mr. Torrence.”  Great, there goes any possibility of getting off early.  Oh well, at least it’s my only table.  They better be good tippers, though, coming in so late.

I hobbled my way over to table seventeen where it was hidden in the corner of the restaurant.  Luckily it’s darker back there, so the couple sitting in the corner booth didn’t see me blush.  It wasn’t the first time I’ve seen a couple making out at the table, but these two were gorgeous.  They guy was tall, dark, and handsome, and the girl was a slender, busty blonde.  They broke it up when I greeted them.

“Can I get you anything to drink to start off?”   I was staring at my order pad, trying not to stare at the girl’s breasts.  She was wearing a button-up blouse with only the top button undone, but the size of them demanded attention.  They were large, but not huge.  The guy ordered a bottle of wine and whatever the special was for the night.  I could take a hint: they wanted to be left alone.  So I thanked them for their order and shuffled off to the kitchen.

“No more special,” said the shout from behind the counter.  Shit.  I trudged back out to table seventeen.  I always hated having to tell people that we’re out of what they want.  They always took it out on me and my tip.

“I’m sorry,” I say automatically when I get to the table.  When the couple separates this time, I have to fight even harder to keep from staring at the woman’s chest.  I can’t though, I can’t resist, so I look down for just the briefest instant.  In the thirty seconds I’d been gone, her date had managed to undo three more buttons and the front clasp of her soft pink bra, bhe wasn’t showing anything but about a mile of cleavage.  Who the hell gets so frisky at a public restaurant, anyway?  The woman made a token attempt to cover herself, but I could tell she didn’t care.  Did they want to get caught?  How far would they go?

“Sorry for the interruption, but we’re all out of the smoked salmon.  Is there something else I can get for you folks this evening?”  Don’t look at her tits.  Don’t look at her tits.  Don’t look at her tits.

“Why don’t you pick something for us,” the man said.  The smile was polite, but the tone of his voice was loud and clear: <i>now leave us alone!</i>

Before I even turned around, their tongues were in each others’ mouths.  Despite my annoyance at their attitude and the fact that they showed up twenty minutes before closing, I couldn’t stop the urge to linger.  They were a damn hot couple, and knowing they were getting fresh right there at my table was turning me on a little bit.

I went back into the kitchen and put in a couple orders of chicken primavera.  I went and fetched their wine and thought about forgetting their glasses so I’d have to make another trip to their table, but I discarded it.  That would be too obvious.  But maybe they’d get off on knowing they were making their waitress horny.

What the hell am I thinking?

I grabbed a couple glasses and headed back to their table.  This time, it took them a little longer to peel their lips apart.  I set their glass down and opened the bottle of wine.  They watched me impatiently, sitting very close to each other.  The woman’s blouse was now fully unbuttoned, but her bra was closed again.

“Are you waiting on any other tables?”  I nearly jumped at the woman’s question.  It came out of nowhere, and I was trying to concentrate on not spilling the wine.  Before I answered, I noticed something.  She was sitting on her date’s left and her right hand was hidden from me behind the table.  The guy was looking at me, but it seemed more like he was looking through me.  The table cloth was moving rhythmically in front of him.  I paused before filling the other glass and looked a little closer without it being obvious.  My first impression appeared to be true: she was jacking him off under the table.

“Um... no....” I was stammering, and she knew why.  I’ve seen some pretty heavy kissing at petting at my tables before, but I’ve never had a patron getting a handjob at my table before.  “Just this one.”  I managed to pour the other glass without spilling.

“Would you like to join us for dinner, then?  You look like you haven’t eaten in hours.”

I glanced at her date, but he was having a hard enough time trying to keep a straight face.  I was almost on the verge of panic.  I didn’t know what to do.  My brain was laughing at the absurdity of the idea, but the tightness deep down in my belly that I hadn’t noticed until just now was telling me to sit down.

“I... I don’t know if I should....”

“There’s no one else here.  Surely you can’t be that busy.”  Normally I would have been able to resist, to come up with some lame excuse, but being so close to such a carnal couple was making her argument sound much more logical than it was.  “Besides,” she added in a sultry voice, “if your boss has a problem with it, tell him you quit and you can come work for us.  Do you want to come work for my husband and I...” she peered down at my nametag... “Casey?”

My mind was whirling.  “Sure,” I heard myself say from a mile away.

“Good,” the woman said.  She’d turned a little bit toward her husband and I could now see her forearm moving up and down between them.  She licked her lips as she looked down at what she was doing, then cast her eyes back on me.  “Don’t forget something for yourself when you bring our plates.”  The smile she flashed me almost made my knees buckle.  <i>She’s going to suck his cock as soon as I turn away.</i>  The thought was clear in my mind, and I knew it to be true.  I turned then, as if in a trance, and sure enough, I heard her moan loud and clear, then a second later it was muffled by something.

Thinking back, I don’t remember what happened when I got into the kitchen.  My mind was swimming with daydreams and snippets of long-held fantasies.  What did the woman have in mind for me?  What kind of work did they do?  I hadn’t even asked.  At that point I didn’t care, so long as I got to look at them once in a while.  Besides, it couldn’t be much worse than working at this shit-hole.

When I got back to their table with our three plates, I set them down and stood, dumbstruck.  The man’s hand was now between his wife’s legs, but this time the tablecloth did nothing to obscure what was going on.  My eyes were locked on the site of the middle finger of his left hand rubbing his wife’s glistening pussy.  She was shaved smooth, her netherlips swollen and red with arousal.

“Sit down,” the man said with a breathtaking smile.  “I’m Daniel, by the way.  This is my wife, Megan.”

“Hi,” I said stupidly as I sat down next to Megan.  The scent of her arousal overpowered even the chicken primavera in front of us.  I didn’t know what to do.  What <i>do</i> you do in that situation?  Thankfully I didn’t have to worry about it for long.  A second after my butt hit the booth, Megan’s mouth was on mine.  I moaned reflexively and nearly melted.  She twisted around to hold me by the back of my neck, turning me more toward her.

I was totally unprepared for what happened next.  She slipped her tongue into my mouth and pried my mouth open.  That’s not what surprised me; I was actually expecting it and hoping for it.  But the hot, slippery semen flooding into my mouth was very unexpected.  I automatically swallowed what she gave me, moaning the whole time.  The taste was... masculine.  That’s really the only word that comes to mind.  When the last drops were in my belly, she continued to kiss me, stroking my tongue, caressing the roof of my mouth, like she was trying to lick up any come I might not have swallowed.

“I think she likes it, darling.”  Daniel’s voice was deep and reverberated the tension between my legs.  I had to have something, something to release the pressure building in me, but my hands were frozen.  Megan’s kiss was intoxicating, making me want to play with myself, but staying all my muscles.

But again, I didn’t have to wait long.  I felt hands on my knees nudging my legs open.  I gasped and broke Megan’s kiss.  Her husband was gone, but I knew exactly where he was.  The hands on my knees traveled up the insides of my thighs, deftly avoided my searing crotch, and made quick work of the button and zipper of my black slacks.  I wanted to lift the table cloth to see what he was doing, but before I even got the chance, Megan swung a leg over the table and half sat on the table, half knelt of the seat of the booth.  It gave her husband room to work; he had managed to get my pants down to my ankles and off while Megan unclasped the front of her bra.  She finally revealed her breasts to me and buried my face between them.

They were pulling all my strings.  I love swallowing come, I love kissing other women, I love breasts, and I love receiving oral sex.  A few seconds more, and Daniel provided that, too.  He’d pulled my white cotton panties to the side and tickled my damp folds with the firm tip of his tongue.  He cirlced a few times, then slipped in and dove up to where my aching clit waited impatiently.  Megan was smothering me with her massive breasts, but I was in heaven.  My screams were stifled as he found my clit and flicked it once, circled it twice, then sucked it between his teeth.  The sensations bombarding me were indescribable.  I was being overwhelmed with stimulation.  When Daniel began to nibble on my clit, he slipped a finger inside me and I broke.

My body bucked under Megan’s and I slammed my knees against the underside of the table.  She held my head still, buried in her tits, smothering my screams as her husband chewed on my clit and fucked me with two fingers now.  My tight pussy squeezed and constricted around his probing fingers, begging them deeper.  I didn’t think it was ever going to end, those waves of perfect satisfaction, and I didn’t want them to.  I wanted to be lost in that moment, with two fingers in my pussy, a hot mouth torturing my clit, and two of the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen stifling my screams of passion so that my boss wouldn’t hear me orgasming at the last table of the night.

Daniel eased me down from my peak carefully and gently.  It felt like it took hours for my body to stop writhing and convulsing, but eventually I relaxed.  Megan took her breasts away when my screams finally stopped, and stole the rest of the air in my lungs with another deep, deep kiss.  Her husband was cleaning me up with that amazing mouth of his, then put me back together.

“Can you start on Monday?”  The question came through the fugue of my mind and I had to think about what she was saying.

“Yeah,” I said breathlessly.  I still didn’t know what my new job was.  “What do you do?”

“Daniel’s a lawyer and I’m his administrative assistant.”  Her smile implied so very much more.  “It’s just the two of us in the office, so we could use an extra hand around the place.”  Megan smirked mischieviously at me while she fastened her bra again and carefully buttoned her blouse.  Daniel reemerged, licking his lips.

“I don’t know anything about working in an office,” I said weakly.  There was no strength left in me.

“Don’t worry,” Daniel said in his dark, crooning voice.  “We’ll teach you everything you need to know.”  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a business card.  “Here’s the address.  Eight o’clock sound good?”

I nodded, taking the card.  I managed to stand up on my wobbling legs.  “Thank you,” I added.  My first thought was to clear the table, but when I realized I wasn’t going to be working at the restaurant anymore, I just left without looking back.  Part of me wanted more, but I’d see them on Monday.  And I was going to need all the rest I could get.

***

All I could think about over the weekend were Daniel and Megan.  I tried my hardest to get them out of my brain, but the memory of Daniel’s tongue on my pussy was a little more difficult to forget than I thought.  I imagined my fingers were his tongue when I masturbated Saturday afternoon.  And Saturday night – three times.  Then Sunday morning I woke up from having a dream about them.  I had a deep ache in my pussy that was quenched by my trusty pink vibrator.  That time I thought about using it on Megan.

Fuck, I was so horny.  Everything in my apartment looked like cocks and tits.  Everything on television had to do with sex.  Even the book I’m reading has a heroine who is trained as a pleasure slave.  No matter how hard I tried, I could not stop thinking about sex.  I tried looking at porn on the internet, hoping it would satiate me even a little bit.  It only made it worse.

Sunday night I couldn’t sleep.  I was nervous about this new job.  My mind raced with possibilities and questions.  What kind of duties would I have?  Was I going to do actual work, or would I be their sex slave.  An image blossomed in my mind, vivid in the darkness of my room, of me tied up in the corner of Daniel’s office, waiting for him to call me.  Surprisingly, I don’t think I would mind if that’s all I was.

I wouldn’t call myself a nympho.  I enjoy sex just as much as the next person, but it never really was that big a part of my life.  I never really sought it out, exactly; I took what I got.  So this weekend was quite out of the ordinary for me.  I still don’t really know what came over me.  Regardless, I don’t regret a second of it.

I eventually managed to fall asleep with the help of a long, thorough orgasm.

I spent almost two hours getting ready Monday morning; I had to make sure my hair and make-up was perfect.  I wasn’t sure if I should go conservative or daring.  After considering three different outfits, I finally decided on conservative with an easy way out.  I opted for the black slacks that hugged my hips and ass – I don’t get excited about them, but I’ve had people tell me they look good on me – and a white dress shirt.  I wore my favorite bra, giving me nice cleavage, but I only left the top button undone; not enough to show my assets.  After giving myself a final once-over, I left for my first day at my new job.

I had no trouble finding the place; the big “Daniel Karr, Attorney” sign gave it away.  I pulled into the small parking lot at 7:42.  There was one other car there.  There was a hurricane of butterflies in my stomach as an overpowering sense of reality bore down on me.  This wasn’t just some fantasy or dream I was having in the safety of my own bed.  This was really happening.  I was really going to work for a couple with whom I had a sordid sexual encounter in the middle of the restaurant at which I used to work.  I had no idea what to expect.

With a deep breath, I got out of my car and walked to the front door on rubbery legs.  I was greeted almost immediately upon entering the cozy building by Megan’s beautiful smiling face.

“Casey, welcome!”  She rose from where she sat behind the front counter and came around to embrace me.  She was wearing a dark grey pantsuit and a whole lot of cleavage.  Her breasts pressed against mine when she hugged me, and I nearly whimpered.  Luckily it was a short hug.  “Come on, Daniel will want to see you.”  Megan winked at me and made a show of checking me out.

I’ve never had people act like that around me.  Sure, I’m an attractive girl, but most certainly not a bombshell.  But ever since I met these two, they’ve treated me like a goddess.  I’m not complaining, fuck no.

Megan led me down a corridor, past a small kitchenette, and into Daniel’s office.  There was a sofa against one wall – goodness, whatever could <i>that</i> be for? – and a huge desk dominated the room in front of a big window that looked out on the empty field behind the building.  Daniel was seated at the desk, looking through a book.

“She’s here,” Megan said as we entered.  Daniel’s head snapped up and he smiled brightly.  Even now I feel a little tug between my legs when I think about that smile.

“Casey, I’m so glad to see you.”  He hurried around the desk and shook my hand.  Better that than a hug because I don’t know what might have happened if I felt a bulge press against me.

“Thanks,” I said sheepishly, trying not to blush too much.  The thought of being alone with these two for eight hours every day was beginning to sink in.

“Megan’s going to go over the basics with you in a little while, but there’s something I need to do first before I turn you over to her.”  Without further warning whatsoever, Daniel reached up, cupped my face, and kissed me.  I opened my mouth with a gasp of surprise and he urgently pressed his tongue against mine.  The kiss was hot and slippery.  I instinctively pressed my body against his and, sure enough, was greeted with a stiff ridge against my hip bone.  I whimpered into his mouth with carnal desire.  My hands came up to grip his back beneath the black suit coat.  I wanted to push it off his shoulders, I wanted to tear his shirt off, and I wanted to have his cock in my hand, but his kiss was making it very difficult to hold onto my thoughts.

I began to notice the hands on my body.  Daniel’s large, strong hands held me tightly by my waist and another more delicate pair was smoothing the swells of my breasts and ass.  I was on fire with need, but I couldn’t do anything.  They had me helpless, unable to expedite our situation.

Megan’s hands disappeared from my body after a moment.  I sensed her walk around behind her husband where she began to pull his jacket off.  He shrugged it off without breaking our kiss then replaced his hands on my hips.  I yelped in surprise when he picked me up.  My first instinct was to wrap my legs around his waist so I didn’t fall.  All that served to do, however, was arouse me even more.  I could virtually feel the strength of his erection, even though there were two pairs of pants between it and my pussy.  It’s like I could feel the thrum of his heartbeat in the sensitive flesh of my vagina.  Even though I hadn’t seen it yet, I knew he was big.

He carried me over and sat me down on the couch, his lips still locked on mine.  A moment later they were gone, leaving me in a deep pit of desire.  He straightened in front of me and I could see the huge ridge that had formed down the right leg of his suit pants.  Megan was still behind him, loosening his tie, then unbuttoning his dress shirt.  When it was open, Megan emerged from behind her husband with her suit jacket hanging open.  Her massive, delicious breasts were sheathed in a lacy black bra.

“I want you to know, Casey, that you should not expect this to be a regular, constant occurance.”  Daniel’s voice was deep and smooth.  It pulled directly on my clit.  Megan knelt on the floor in front of me and eased my legs open.  “We do have a business to run.  However, Megan and I have been thinking about you all weekend.  Had we known your phone number, we would have called you and invited you to join our lovemaking.”  Those slender hands were gliding slowly up the insides of my thighs while I tried not to squirm.  Daniel took off his dress shirt, exposing his smooth, muscular chest and abs.  “So we’re just going to break the ice, then get down to work.  Alright?”

I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded.  Megan’s hands were at the waistband of my pants and her nimble fingers began to unfasten them.  I was well beyond moist by then.  She opened the front of my pants, exposing the pink lace panties I’d chosen.  She leaned forward and placed a kiss just above them.  I was panting, adrenaline flowing through my veins.  I could not believe what was happening.  

Slowly Megan tugged my pants down.  I had to lift my hips to let her get them down over my butt.  She pulled them off the rest of the way and I was left wearing my blouse and pink thong.

“My oh my, would you look at that!”  Megan’s eyes lit up when she caught sight of my panties.  I was worried that I wouldn’t be up to their expectations.  I don’t have the most confidence in the world, and considering I would be alone with these two deities, I was understandably hesitant about wearing such risque underwear.  I’m glad I did, though.

“Very nice,” Daniel added.  Had his cock gotten bigger?  I swear the bulge in his slacks was bigger than it had been a minute before.  I couldn’t take my eyes off it as he stepped to the side and knelt on the couch next to me.  The butterflies that had been in my stomach were going berserk.  That mass of manhood was within my reach now; all I had to do was reach up and stroke it.  But right at that moment, Megan pressed her mouth over my sweltering, shaven mound.

I screamed in surprise as her tongue flattened against my pussy, nearly driving me to orgasm.  A second later, though, her mouth was gone.  I was reeling with the shock of sensations still echoing through my body.  I looked down, fighting for air, and watched as she pulled the crotch of my thong tight between my glistening, swollen netherlips.

“Oh, she’s got such a beautiful pussy, darling,” Megan exclaimed as she played, sending jolts of excitement through my body.

“I know,” her husband said.  I could hear the knowing smile in his voice.

I didn’t think I could be any more aroused, until Daniel opened the front of his suit pants.  I watched in disbelief – disbelief that this wasn’t just a dream – as he pulled the front of his boxers down enough to lift out his stiff cock.  It was big, much bigger than any cock I’ve had before or since.  It wasn’t the length that so invoked such primal need – it was about seven inches long – but rather the girth of it; not overly thick, but when I finally managed to reach up and grip him, I couldn’t close my hand around it.

As I began to shyly stroke my new boss’s cock, Megan eased aside the crotch of my panties and took an experimental lick of my pussy.  The wave that crashed through me was intense and hot.  As the shudder passed, Megan leaned forward again.  This time there was nothing reserved about what she did to me.  She thrust her tongue into my leaking cleft, drew it up, and found my clit with the ease of a long-time lover.

I was mercilessly thrown through a wall it seemed as the orgasm finally claimed me.  I came hard, so very hard, and viciously.  Juices flowed over Megan’s mouth and chin as my screams echoed in the office.  When it finally passed two years later, I was left quivering and gasping on the couch, Daniel’s throbbing cock still clutched tightly in my hand.

I faded in and out of blackness for a few seconds, but when I was able to finally clear my head enough, I could barely move my body.  My muscles were sore and aching with exhaustion.  I watched Megan and Daniel kiss, sharing the taste of my release.

Somehow, seeing that turned me on.  I don’t know how it was possible so soon after that spine-jarring orgasm, but all I could think about was the cock in my hand.  I pulled him down close to my mouth, but I didn’t take him in.  I stroked him for a while, simply admiring the strength and power coursing through the solid muscle.  The shaft curved slightly upward and was capped with a large, velvety head.

Megan sat down on the couch next to me as I admired her husband’s sexual organ.  Her hands were on me immediately, rekindling the flames of desire.  After a moment, her hands found the buttons of my blouse and began to slowly slip them through their holes.  Button by button my blouse came open, revealing my own ample chest.  My breasts aren’t as big as Megan’s but they’re just as attractive; I’m quite proud of them.

As the last button came open, my tongue peeked out of my mouth and flicked over the tip of Daniel’s cock.  I caught a bit of precum and moaned at the taste.  I looked up at him, licked my lips, then softly kissed the helm of his penis.  It throbbed in response.  I lifted the member and traced a line of kisses down the thick vein on the underside until I reached his heavy balls.  I was delighted to find him shaved smooth.  I took one testicle, humming with delight as I rolled it around in my mouth.  I was rewarded with a curse and grunt from above.  Megan’s hands were on my tits, squeezing, fondling.  I released Dan’s balls with a pop and looked down at his wife.

“Here,” I said and reached behind me with my free hand.  The clasp came undone easily.  Megan slowly eased my bra off; I had to let go of Daniel’s cock to take it off, but resumed my pumping immediately.  My heavy, full breasts nearly sang with joy at finally being freed.  My nipples were hard and swollen.  With a look of awe on her face, Megan leaned forward as if in a dream and closed her hot mouth over my right nipple.  Still stroking her husband, I ran a hand down the curve of Megan’s body.  I had to abandon her body for the moment, however – Daniel’s cock was demanding my attention.

I kissed the head again, then abruptly shoved half of his dick into my mouth.  I sealed my lips around his girth and sucked, caving in my cheeks around him.  I stroked the base of his shaft furiously, slowly pulling it out of my mouth at the same time.  When just the head remained, I carefully closed my mouth until I held him lightly in my teeth.  His head fell back, his hand tangled in my hair at the back of my head, and he moaned deep in his chest.  I gently increased the pressure of my teeth and circled the tip with my tongue.

I love giving head.  No Ifs, Ands, or Buts about it.  I love having a man’s cock in my mouth, under my control.  I can do things to him that can’t be done with a hand, a pussy, or an asshole.  And if I do my job well, the reward is priceless.

My hand pumped the steel of his shaft faster and faster.  I nibbled the head a moment longer, bringing him close to release.  I could feel him tightening in my mouth, in my hand, but I didn’t let him come.  My teeth and tongue left him and I relaxed my grip.

“Oh fuck, Casey, you can’t stop now!”  His hand gripped the back of my head tightly, trying to force my mouth down over his dick.  I wouldn’t oblige him just yet.  I just looked up at him and grinned.

“Why, were you going to come?”  I gave him my best innocent look.

“Yes!”

Giggling, I brought him back to my lips.  I sucked him in slowly, inch by inch, relishing the weight and solidity of him.  I kept taking him deeper and deeper, now fondling his balls.  When the head hit the back of my throat, he moaned and flexed in my mouth, but I kept taking hiim deeper.  My eyes were on his face, watching his reaction.  When he realized what I was doing, he looked down at me with hot, unbridled desire in his eyes.  Deeper and deeper I swallowed him, moaning all the way, until my nose touched his belly.  Then I took him a little deeper.  I let him sit there, groaning and cursing above me, the entire length of his cock in my mouth, down my throat.  He was riding the edge of his climax; I could feel it humming through the engorged veins.

Once I ran out of breath in my lungs, I eased back slowly, inhaled deeply through my nose, then fucked him.  I held him by the ass and bobbed my head up and down his dick.  After just a few thrusts, he erupted with a screaming grunt.  Hot, slippery semen flooded my mouth, some sliding straight down my throat, as I eased off on him.  I held my mouth open  and took his shaft in hand again.  I pumped him quickly, coaxing every drop from his full balls.  A few stray spurts streaked my face and chest, but I caught most of it in my hungry mouth.

He moaned with every shot of his seed until the flow had relented.  I drew my thumb along the thick ridge on the underside of his cock to get the last drop.  To my delight, Megan had been watching closely, so when I turned to her, she rolled over on her back, head on my lap, and opened her mouth wide.  Still pumping Daniel’s softening cock, I let his wonderful, familiar come flow out of my mouth and into his wife’s.  She moaned hungrily as she received it, her left hand in her pants, rubbing furiously at her clit.  When the last drop was hers, she got up and kissed me exactly as she had in the restaurant.  I eagerly accepted Daniel’s semen again, delivered with the passion and love of his wife.  When it was all mine again, I showed him how full my mouth was, then swallowed it.  I opened my mouth again to show him it was gone.  He bent down to kiss me again while his wife licked the stray ropes of come that had landed on my tits.  Once they were clean, Megan interrupted our kiss to clean my face.

“Incredible,” Daniel said above us.  He was putting his pants back to right, still breathing heavily.  With a few final kisses, Megan managed to climb off me, and I got redressed.

“How did I do?” I asked shyly.

Daniel just laughed.

“I think you’ll get along just fine here,” Megan said as she buttoned her suit jacket.  “Now, we’ve got paperwork to do.”

***

“That really doesn’t happen all the time,” Megan said as she closed the door to Daniel’s office behind us.  She sounded apologetic, like she was worried I hadn’t enjoyed it.  Or maybe like she wished it <i>was</i> a common occurance.

“That’s okay,” I said with a smile as she led me back down the hall to the front room.  “I’ve been thinking about you two all weekend; hopefully that will let me focus on something else now.”  Megan laughed at that.  She retrieved a stack of papers from her desk and led me into a small conference room.

She took me through the normal schpiel – read this, sign this, initial that, fill out these forms – then left me to work in peace while she went to make copies of my driver’s license and social security card.  As she was doing that, I realized that I had no idea how much money I was going to be making, or what kind of benefits I’d get.  When she came back in, I asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry!  I completely forgot.”  She sat down across the table from me and folded her hands in front of her.  “If you accept, your duties will include basic filing, word processing, answering phones when I’m unavailable, and ensuring the sexual satisfaction of Daniel and me during business hours.  For these duties, we’re willing to offer you ten dollars an hour, plus we will pay your monthly rent and any utility bills you have.”

She rattled it all off so quickly that it took me a minute to sort it out.  Did she say sex was part of my duties?

“So you’ll pay me ten dollars an hour <i>and</i> pay my rent and bills?  And all I have to do is file, type, and fuck?”

“Essentially, yes.”

Ten dollars an hour... that isn’t very much at all.  But when you throw in rent and utilities, that’s a big deal.  “But you guys said that kind of stuff didn’t happen all the time.”

Megan snickered.  “I’m sorry, we meant it won’t happen that often with both of us.  Ninety-eight percent of the time it will be one on one.”

She was serious.  Totally serious.  They were going to pay me to do something I would gladly do for free!  “What about benefits?”

“Full medical, dental, and vision, no charge to you.  Two weeks of paid vacation, effective immediately.  401k, we’ll match one-to-one.” A smile spread on her luscious lips and she leaned forward, pushing her cleavage even higher.  “Daniel really wants you to work here,” she said with a secretive wink.

“Can I have a nicer apartment?” I asked with a smile.  I doubted they’d want to spring for a more expensive place, but it didn’t hurt to try, right?

“As long as one of us approves,” she replied.

Damn.  How could I pass this up?  Simply, I couldn’t.

“Sound good?” she said.

“I’d be stupid to pass it up,” I answered with a giddy laugh.  It was like a dream come true.

“Wonderful,” Megan exclaimed as she rose from her chair.  I stood as she came around the end of the table and embraced me.  “Daniel will be very happy to hear.”  Still with her body pressed tight against mine, Megan kissed me.  The feel of her tongue under mine sent a bolt of elation through my body.  I slid my hands around her waist and returned the kiss in earnest.  I could feel her body responding to mine, but before I could reach up and unbutton her jacket, the front phone rang.

“Shit, I’m sorry, Casey.  I have to get that.”  She gave me another quick peck before hurrying out of the room.  I sat down with a sigh and got to work on my forms.

Since it was just the two of them, there weren’t many forms.  Most of it was just tax information.  When I was done, I brought it back out to Megan.  She called Daniel and told him that she was going to be taking me around the office, and asked if he could listen for the phones.

“Sure.  Send her in here when you’re done.”

Did he want me to fuck him already?  It hadn’t been more than an hour since I swallowed his semen, and he was ready for more?  I was beginning to have serious doubts about whether I’d be able to keep up with them.

Megan took me on a short tour of the office.  It wasn’t short due to any brevity on her part – it was just a small office.  There was the front lobby area, the conference room, Daniel’s office, a restroom with a shower, the kitchenette and another office that was probably bigger than Daniels.  This second office was almost filled with filing cabinets and bookshelves.  There was a desk against one wall with a computer.  This was to be my desk.  Megan gave me a quick overview of what my clerical duties would be; mostly just keeping the place organized.  The firm had gained a reputation and was seeing an increase in clients as a result.  Consequently, it was becoming more and more difficult for Megan to keep up with the filing.  So that’s where I came in.

After she gave me a quick overview of their filing system, she sent me to go see Daniel.  I felt the butterflies again as I walked down the hall.  I poked my head in the door and he called me in.  He offered me the chair in front of his desk and put away whatever he had been working on.  I shut the door behind me.

“I just wanted to thank you for deciding to join us here.  To be honest, I half expected you to go screaming when Megan made our offer.”

“I’ve never been given an offer like that, certainly.  I just hope I’ll be able to... keep up with you.  I’m really not used to having sex very often.”  I felt my cheeks flush.  I was fidgeting, looking down at my hands.

“Don’t worry about that,” Daniel said reassuringly.  “After this morning, I’m sure you’ll be more than enough for us.  Hell, I could just stare at you for hours.”  It was then that I noticed only one of his hands was on top of the desk.  It should have been creepy – some guy staring at me, jerking off under the table – but knowing it was this man, knowing what he was stroking down there between his legs, I was getting a little turned on.

“Oh come on,” I said coquettishly.  “Megan’s much sexier than I am.”

“Megan is sexy, but you’re two different women.  The beauty of one can’t be compared to another.”

“I fail to see what’s so special about me,” I responded, obviously fishing for compliments.

“Everything,” he said smoothly.  He was willingly taking the bait.  “Should I start with your hair, your eyes, or your legs?”

I blushed furiously and giggled.  I’d decided the moment I realized he was jerking off that I was going to fuck him.  There’s a little exhibitionist that lives in the corner of my mind, and it was wanting to come out.  This morning I’d found that I could exert a measure of control over Daniel, whether he knew it or not.  It had given me a thrill, having him wrapped around my finger like that.

“How about you start with my breasts.”  I made my voice as level and seductive as I could manage and began to unbutton my blouse slowly.  He squirmed in his chair at my words and I could see the nova of desire in his eyes.

“They’re perfect,” he said quickly.  I knew the lust was skewing his judgement, but I knew already that he liked them.  I could now see the arm beneath his desk moving back and forth slightly.  He was rubbing the erection through his pants.

“They’re not as big as your wife’s,” I said as I freed the third button down.  My bra was probably visible to him.  He’d already seen them that morning, but you wouldn’t know it from the look on his face.

“No, but yours are natural and... fuck, they're perfect!”

I giggled as the last button came undone.  I didn’t open the blouse, but instead dropped my eyes to where his hand was hidden beneath the desk.  “What’s going on down there, Mr. Karr?  Are you touching yourself,” I asked before he could respond.  I stepped around his desk and turned him to face me.  He didn’t move his hand; it was still rubbing the thick ridge reaching down the left leg of his pants.

I could feel his eyes on me, but mine remained locked on his member.  I took his hand away and unfasted the front of his pants.  The zipper came down easily and I leaned forward to whisper in his ear.  “This is what you hired me for,” I said huskily as I pulled him out.  My blouse fell open as I leaned forward and I felt his hands then, cupping my heavy breasts.  A sigh escaped my lips as I began stroking him slowly, gently.  I kissed his earlobe while his hands slid around me and made quick work of my bra’s clasp.  Before I could feel those strong hands on my aching breasts, I straighted to stand before him.

“Now,” I said with a grin.  I opened the front of my pants, again revealing my pink panties, and turned around.  “What about my ass?”

I’m really quite surprised by the confidence I was feeling.  I’d never been that sure of myself with anyone before.  I was aware of it then as I slowly lowered my pants down over my hips and ass, bending at the waist as I went, and it was giving me such a rush!

Once I got my pants down to my ankles, I remained bent almost double in front of him.  He didn’t say a word, just softly caressed the cheeks of my ass for a moment.  Without prompting, he carefully eased my panties down, no doubt enjoying the show.  When I no longer felt the damp material against my swollen folds, I tilted my hips just a little more, then straightened.  I stepped out of the pants and turned to face him again.  I shedded the blouse and bra, then yanked Daniel’s pants down.  His cock still stood straight up, reaching for me, reaching for my mouth, no doubt.  But he wasn’t going to get a blowjob this time; I was too wet for that.

Still watching the expressions of passion on his face, I straddled his legs.  His body reached for me, for it knew it was close, but I didn’t let his organ touch me.  I leaned forward and kissed him.  It was a passionate kiss, but he was too distracted.  No doubt he was thinking about how my pussy was going to feel stretched around his girth.  Let me say though, that the torture was just as bad for me; two encounters with this man and I still had yet to be penetrated by him.

I eased my hips lower, but tilted so that I was able to trap his shaft between my pussy and his belly.  His moan echoed mine as we both felt my netherlips open against the underside of his cock, puckering for a kiss.  His hands found my breasts just as his mouth found mine.  He squeezed my tits almost painfully as he sucked my tongue into his mouth.  I began to rock my hips back and forth kissing the shaft of his dick with my ravenous pussy.

I peeled my lips from his after a moment because I wanted him to see what I was doing.  I leaned back a bit and looked down to where my netherlips glided up and down the length of his shaft.  He was glistening in the light, glistening with the moisture of my lust.  Daniel swore when he finally looked down.  I worked my way up to the head, taking my time, until I held him at my entrance.  I could easily have taken him in then, but I didn’t.  I drifted back down the length of him, and back up.  This time I held him nestled between my lips for an eternity.

During that eternity I kissed him.  I invaded his mouth with my tongue, licked his teeth, stroked the roof of his mouth, and sucked on his tongue.  While I assailed his mouth, I tilted my hips forward and felt that thick helm urge me open.  He was huge, much bigger than I’d ever had.  I took him in slowly; it hurt, being forced open so wide, wider than I thought possible, but thankfully I was nearly dripping with need.

Once the head was seated within me, I paused for breath.  He was stretching me with every heartbeat, every throb of blood through his veins, each sending a wave of painful pleasure through my body.  His hands were on my backside now, squeezing, trying to open me as much as he could.  Very carefully I eased myself down, whimpering the whole way.

“Oh my god,” I squeeked weakly into his hair as I finally settled on his lap.  I leaned back to look into his eyes, then down where his glorious manhood had disappeared into my body.  I didn’t dare move yet.  I could feel him throbbing and flexing inside me and I knew that if I moved I would come.  I didn’t want to yet.  With my hands on his shoulders, I slowly rose, watching his shaft emerge from my cleft.  When only the head remained inside me, I eased back down.  It was easier the second time, but there was still that echo of pain.

“Incredible,” he whispered and I could see that he was fighting just as hard to keep from climaxing.  We were both riding that razor’s edge.

“Come inside me,” I said through a violet, velvet haze. I was having a hard time keeping my eyes open and my mind focused.  Taking a deep breath, I made sure I had as much of him in me as I could get, then I moved my hips in a circle.

Our screams rang out in the small office, bouncing around the room as the walls of our resistances shattered like glass.  Our orgasms were tangible things, picking us up out of the chair, taking us through the clouds and into the realm of gods.  I could feel his warmth filling me, and my own warmth flowing out to make our climax smoother, more slippery.  Effortless.

When we came crashing back into our bodies, I felt the strength rush out of me.  My lungs fought for air as I clung to Daniel, my fingernails raking the bare flesh of his back as I tried to keep from falling further.

“I hope I’m not interrupting.”

My addled brain took a moment to register the noise.  It was Megan over the intercom.

“No, dear.  What is it?”  Daniel’s voice was raspy and winded.

“Mr. Kowalski is on the phone.  Do you want me to put him in your voicemail?”

“Fuck,” Daniel said under his breath.  Then in a slightly firmer tone, “I have to take this, Casey.”

“Go ahead,” I said, and nuzzled against his neck.  He chuckled wearily and picked up the phone.

“Put him through, Meg.”

So there I sat, curled up on my boss with his softened cock still buried in my ravaged pussy.  I didn’t hear the conversation; my mind was still reeling from that orgasm.  After a few moments I fell into a soft sleep.
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