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The Brat Bares it All

My boss was the most stereotypical jackass you can imagine. The kind of guy who really believed that signing his employees’ paychecks meant he owned their lives. The kind of guy for whom a Christmas bonus was leverage to squeeze a few extra holiday hours out of his workforce. The kind of guy who would have someone like me – nearly a junior executive – pick up his dry cleaning. And groceries. And dog from the vet. Really, those were all things he’d have me do – on my off time, of course.

“Think about your future, kid,” he’d always say, giving me a fake smile to go along with it. “A little effort now will pay off big next year.”

That’s the only reason I put up with it. I knew I was going to be made Junior Accounts Executive soon enough. At thirty, I’d be one of the youngest ermployees to ever get that title. And after about five years of that, I’d be booted right up to Executive. At that point, I was set for life.

I knew I just had to stay the course, keep my head down, and keep doing the work that was getting me noticed. If that meant doing the bullshit tasks Mr. Collinsworth gave me, I could deal with it. Soon enough, there’d be some poor sap who’d be picking up my dry cleaning.

So, anyway, that’s why I was staying late on a Friday night. I was finishing up some client reports that Mr. Collingsworth had failed to do on time. He had bigger things on his agenda – like golf. I just kept reminding myself it was all going to pay off next quarter. I was just about finished at 7, and by no means was I the last person in the office. Poor interns had even more bitch work to do than I did.

“Mike,” Mr. Collingsworth’s voice bristled the hair on the back of my neck. He was standing in my cubicle, having materialized there seemingly out of thin air. He was annoyingly good at just showing up and scaring the shit out of you. “How’s it going?”

“Great, sir,” I said, plastering on a big smile as I turned to face him. He had a smile, too – a big one, just as fake as mine. “Nearly done.”

“Good, good,” he said. “You’re a real asset, Mike!”

“Thanks, sir,” I said. It was just lip service. Mr. Collingsworth was going to squeeze every drop of opportunity out of me before he and the board promoted me.  He leaned against the wall, which miraculously held up his significant weight. Mr. Collingsworth was balding, wore glasses, had a beer belly and a penchant for novelty ties. But his wife was half his age and four times as attractive.

The salary that got him that wife was the same salary I was working towards.

“Which is why I think you’re the right man for a special job,” he went on. My heart sank. That sounded bad. “Tell me you’re free tomorrow.”

I stammered. I wasn’t. It was a Saturday, and I had plans with a girl I’d met the weekend before. I was hoping she’d be the hump-and-dump she promised to be – just down for some fun once in a while. I had no intention of being chained down to some “wifey” type. Too many girls promised they were going to be low maintenance, only to end up clingy and needy. My dick was too big, bank account too stacked, and oats too wild to settle down.

“Well…” I started to give him the office-friendly version of my excuse but he cut me off, naturally.

“Mike, before you say anything, let me tell you that it’s an easy job and, uh, it’ll go a long way with yours truly,” he said. My interest was piqued. Vague and noncommittal as that was, it was not really the kind of thing Mr. Collingsworth would usually say when he asked for a favor. “It’ll take a few hours, maybe half a day at most. And you have my word that this one job will exonerate you from any, erm, extracurricular duties for the rest of the month.”

Extracurricular duties. That was office slang for bitch work. 

Speaking of bitches, the girl could wait. I was looking at a full month of free time in exchange for one Saturday. How bad could this job possibly be? Then again, it had to be something out of the ordinary if it warranted such a big payoff.

“I’m listening, sir,” I said cautiously. Mr. Collingsworth grinned at me and it actually looked genuine.

“Very good, Mike,” he said. “I simply need someone to watch my daughter tomorrow during the day while I attend to some business. You see, she’s grounded, but I don’t trust her not to sneak out.”

Mr. Collingsworth’s daughter was 18. It was common knowledge that she was a stone cold fox, if a little rambunctious. Some theorized that she was the cause of the ulcer that had put Mr. Collingsworth out of commission for a month the year before. But one afternoon? I was sure I’d walk away unscathed.

Still, babysitting an 18-year-old seemed a little odd.

Oh, who the hell cared. With any luck, she’d sit around texting all day while I watched an action movie marathon. And I wouldn’t mind the opportunity to raid Mr. Collingsworth’s fridge. He had to have some decent grub, given his size.

“I can do that, sir,” I said. “You can count on me.”

“Excellent!” Mr. Collingsworth looked positively gleeful. “You know the address, right?”

“I do,” I said. He had hosted a few company barbeques in the time I’d worked there. His house might as well have had a sign out front that said “McMansion”, because that’s exactly what it was. Gaudy, brand-new everything, on a few well-maintained acres of imported grass.

“Be there at noon, Mike,” Mr. Collingsworth said before leaving. “You’re a real champ. A real champ!”

I chuckled to myself, thinking about how I’d spend the rest of my evenings and weekends for the month. Mr. Collingsworth’s daughter could be a reincarnation of Jack the Ripper and it would still be worth it. I finished up the reports, filed them away, and left the office with a spring in my step.

I forgot to text the chick, but it didn’t really matter. By the end of that Friday night I had a new booty call stored in my phone and a lipstick stain on the base of my cock.
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I woke up on Saturday feeling a little dehydrated but mostly prepared to do battle with an 18-year-old girl. I drove across town to the gated neighborhood where Mr. Collingsworth lived. I was buzzed in at the gate and had to drive two minutes before I reached the wraparound driveway where I could park my car. I rang the doorbell and waited.

Mr. Collingsworth answered the door looking flustered. I could hear EDM music pumping from somewhere else in the huge house.

“Mike, great, come in,” he said, shuffling back so I could get through the doorway. He gestured to my feet and I took off my shoes, putting them on the rack in the front hall.

“Lindy is in her room right now,” Mr. Collingsworth explained. The sound of music got louder as he led me through the house. “I’d let her stay up there, but her window leads into the backyard and she’s been known to sneak out. Make yourself comfortable in the living room here while I go get her. I need you to keep her in your sights at all times.”

Well, that was a little more annoying than I thought, but whatever. Still worth it. I stepped into the living room, which featured a very high-end surround sound entertainment system and a buttery leather couch. Some yoga mats leaned against one corner of the room, a bookshelf full of movies taking up an entire wall. I took a quick look at the titles while I waited.

The music abruptly cut off, followed by the sound of a slamming door. Shortly after, Mr. Collingsworth returned with his daughter in tow.

Office gossip didn’t do her justice. She was 18-years-old and, frankly, perfect. Stacked on top and bottom, with a tiny waist and long legs. She had a high blonde ponytail, deep brown eyes and a perfect smattering of freckles. She looked positively pissed off as her father guided her into the room. If looks could kill, I would have been as good as dead.

“This is Lindy,” Mr. Collingsworth said, glancing at his watch. “Lindy, Mike is going to watch after you today. I’ve instructed him to keep an eye on you at all times. Now, I don’t want you giving him a hard time.”

He went on lecturing her for a while, but Lindy didn’t seem to be listening. Me, I was too caught up in trying not to leer at my boss’ daughter while he was in the room. When he finally finished talking, we both turned to him in surprise. It seemed as though he’d never shut up.

“Dammit, now I’m late,” he grumbled. “Mike, thanks again. Help yourself to food, watch whatever on the tv, I’ll be back in a few hours – by sunset, at the latest. Lindy…be good.”

“Whatever,” she spat, stalking across the room and practically bouncing onto the couch. She immediately pulled out her phone and started typing away at the screen. Good. Typical teenage behavior.

Finally, Mr. Collingsworth left. I felt immediately awkward. The house felt way too quiet. I sat on the couch and grabbed the remote, turning on the television. Lindy didn’t acknowledge me as I flipped through the channels. I found a Naked and Afraid marathon and decided it wasn’t the worst way to kill some time. Tossing the remote to the side, I settled back into the couch.

“You like this show?” I asked Lindy. She barely glanced up from her phone screen.

“No,” she deadpanned. It suddenly dawned on me that it might be inappropriate to watch a show about people who were, well, naked. But they blurred out the important bits, and Lindy was 18, not 8. If she didn’t complain, I wasn’t going to bother changing the channel.

All throughout the first episode, I couldn’t help but steal glances at the girl. She was wearing a pair of tight yoga pants and a flowy crop top that threatened to reveal the bottom of her impressive rack. I couldn’t believe Mr. Collingsworth let her walk around the house in such an outfit. And I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about what she looked like under the outfit, either.

She ignored me the whole thirty minutes. But when the second episode started, she suddenly got up from the couch.

“Woah, where are you going?” I asked. She turned to me with eyes like venom.

“I’m getting my yoga mat,” she spat. “Is that okay, jailer?”

“Hey, your dad told me to watch you,” I said. “Don’t give me an attitude.”

“I’ll give you whatever I feel like,” she retorted. It was a nonsensical thing to say, but what did I expect from a teenager. At any rate, she didn’t leave the room. She got her yoga mat from the corner, like she said, and returned to the area in front of the couch. To my surprise, she unrolled the mat right in front of the TV.

“You’re gonna block the screen,” I said as she took mountain pose, standing straight up.

“So? This is my house. Are you gonna tell me where I can and can’t do yoga?” Lindy eyed me. My breath caught in my throat. I suddenly empathized with Mr. Collingsworth. She was a brat! But she had a point. I was just there to watch her…and she was right in my line of sight. She couldn’t have made it any easier for me to do my job. When I didn’t respond, she gave me a smarmy grin and turned her head back around to face front.

Annoyed, I pulled out my own phone and started checking through my apps. But a few seconds later, Lindy bent over at the waist. My hand shook slightly as her shirt rode up and her perfect ass was put on display. She shifted positions, bouncing back into a plank pose that put her tits in even greater jeopardy of exposure. When she arched her back for upward dog, I nearly dropped my phone. And don’t even get me started on downward dog. Only sheer luck kept her shirt from falling and exposing her rack.

She went through the motions again, seemingly unaware that I was ogling her – or not caring. The second time, she added a few new poses that showed off her toned, bubbly ass and her sleek thighs. She did some balancing poses and some warrior poses. Whenever she wound up facing me, I would catch a glimpse of her sneaky smile. She definitely knew what she was doing…and she was enjoying it.

Finally, my own personal peep show ended. She rolled up her mat, breathing heavily. I shifted, suddenly very aware of my half-hard cock. I pretended to be nonchalant as she moved around the room, putting the mat back in place. But I couldn’t pretend nonchalance when she clearly started to exit into the hall.

“Hey! Where are you going?!” I barked, getting up to follow her. She gave me the finger, stalking down the hall. I followed at a brisk clip, my erection gone as annoyance flooded through me. “Get back here!”

“I need to take a fucking shower,” Lindy spat, turning to me and crossing her arms over her chest. “Is that a problem?”

“It is,” I growled. “You’ll have to wait til your dad comes back. I’m not supposed to let you out of my sight. I’m not letting you mess this up for me.”

“Well, I’m not waiting,” she retorted.

“Well, then I’m going to have to join you in the bathroom,” I said, using all the authority in my voice. I expected that to take the wind out of her sails, but instead she just smirked.

“Fine,” she said. “Go ahead. See if I care.”

My blood went cold. Then flipped the opposite way, running so hot my cheeks actually felt red. There was no way I was going to let this little brat know the effect she was having on me by blushing. Fortunately, she had already turned around and was continuing down the hall. I followed close behind, wondering what her deal was. When she paused outside of a doorway and grabbed the handle, she looked back at me with another smirk.

“Coming?” Lindy teased before disappearing into what I assumed was the bathroom. I took the time to breathe deeply before following her.

The bathroom was predictably lavish. There was the usual toilet, sink, and shower – all in a row along one wall. The shower was glass, noticeably see-through. The wall opposite the shower was built to form a bench of sorts, upon which sat folded towels, various toiletries, and a exotic-looking potted plant. I closed the door behind me.

Lindy was standing with her back to me beside the shower. She didn’t turn to acknowledge my entrance. My skin pricked as she pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side.

“So…what did you do to get in trouble, anyway?” I asked, wondering if her transgressions had anything to do with what was happening at that moment. My boss’ daughter was stripping down in front of me – I had to make some assumptions about her overall attitude towards men.

“Daddy caught me with a boy,” she answered, confirming my suspicions. She finally glanced over her shoulder, smirking. She snapped the hem of her yoga pants before rolling them down. My heart stopped as her firm, round ass came into view. She wasn’t wearing panties. She bent over to pull the pants all the way down, giving me a peek at her young, shaved pussy.

“Your boyfriend?” I asked, trying to sound like the 30-year-old man I was, not a horny teenager.

“Kind of,” she shrugged, undoing her ponytail and shaking out her long blonde hair. “We were dating before graduation.”

She had just graduated high school.

“Your age?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, reaching for the shower door. As she turned, I saw her profile – big, luscious, impossibly perky tits. Flat abs. Cute little shaved mound. A perfect hourglass figure. I rubbed my jaw, mouth dry. “Why?”

“Just seems a shame,” I said. “A waste.”

She paused, shower door open. She had one leg in the shower, and looked at me quizzically.

“What do you mean?” Lindy asked.

“Just…seems like a waste, to get in trouble over a boy. You might as well have been with a man. Boys don’t know what they’re doing.”

She smirked again, eyes dancing. She looked me over for a moment, her eyes flicking from my chest down to my feet and then back up.

“And you do?” She taunted.

“Of course,” I said. “Not that you’ll ever know. I wouldn’t bother with a little girl like you.”

Her face fell. I knew she was ruffled by my statement. She must have known just the effect she had on guys, especially older men who were surrounded by used-up women their own age. A flash of anger crossed her features before she stepped into the shower with a  muffled “whatever.”

I didn’t feel like standing, so I sat on the bench across from the shower. This allowed me to keep my promise – never letting Lindy out of my sight. Of course, she noticed that I had a front row seat. She turned the water on, glancing over at me every few seconds. I wondered what she was thinking. Water ran down her body in rivulets. She craned her neck, reaching her face towards the falling drops.

I relaxed, getting comfortable, enjoying the show. She put a dollop of body wash in one palm and began to spread it around her body. Her eyes lingered on me for longer and longer periods. And then she smirked again, and I knew I was in for a treat.

Lindy turned under the falling water, still soaping herself up but now facing me. Her hands ran sensuously over her body, distributing the suds over her breasts and hips. Bubbles dripped down her belly, streaking her thighs. She kept her eyes on mine, biting her lip, moving sensuously – clearly trying to get a rise out of me. I leaned back, crossing my arms, making a concerted effort to keep my face impassive.

It only made her double her efforts. She reached for her breasts, cupping them and squeezing the tender flesh. Pinching her nipples, she closed her eyes and let out a little cry that echoed off the tile. Her cheeks were getting red. She thought she was teasing me, but she was starting to tease herself. I could tell by the way her breath sped up, her body leaning back against the shower wall. Water continued to fall, washing the soap from her limbs.

Lindy opened her eyes, but only halfway. Her gaze was lusty and distant. With one hand still playing with her breasts, she dipped another one down between her legs. She parted her thighs enough to reach her slit. I swallowed hard. My mask of stoicism was hard to maintain under these circumstances. My dick was hard as hell, throbbing in my jeans. Lindy began to pout and moan, rubbing herself. She let go of her tits, and put her hand to her mouth, sucking her thumb while she masturbated in front of me.

“Jesus,” I murmured under my breath. She was starting to shake, her hand moving quickly between her legs. She was thrusting two fingers into her slit while her palm rubbed against her clit. I gasped when she suddenly leaned forward, catching herself on the shower door, one palm flattened against it. Her face contorted in pleasure. She was actually coming! Her eyes rolled up, steam billowing around her. Her tits shook, her thighs clenching together around her hand. For a full thirty seconds, I watched my boss’ daughter climax in the shower on her own hand.

And then she stopped. She just…stopped. Her hand fell away. She was panting, water running into her mouth. Her hair was wet, soaked, stuck to her face.

I knew she expected me to be impressed. And of course, I was. But letting her know that wouldn’t win me any points. So I did the first thing I could think of: I laughed.

Her face immediately scrunched up in anger. She pushed off the shower door, wrenching the faucet until the water stopped. When she yanked the door open, steam followed her out.

“What the hell?! Why are you laughing at me?!” Lindy was pissed off. She was dripping wet, water dripping down her chest.

“Because…was that supposed to make me interested? No, little one. I’m not interested in a girl who probably can’t suck a dick to save her life.”

“Oh, really? You think I can’t suck a dick?” Lindy stomped her feet. “I’m the best cocksucker in town!”

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” I challenged. Her eyes flared with anger.

And then she was on her knees.

“I’ll show you,” she promised, crawling forward. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, while her hands reached for my fly. I leaned back, letting her unzip and unbutton me. And then I grinned when my cock sprang free and her eyes widened.

I get that reaction a lot.

Lindy glanced up at me, doubt in her eyes. I knew what she was thinking: I didn’t expect it to be this big…can I even fit it?

“Don’t worry,” I said with a chuckle. “You can just put it back if you’re scared. I won’t tell anyone that you don’t know how to work a big dick.”

“I do!” Lindy protested, and gripped the base of my cock. I jumped slightly at the contact, blood rushing hard in my veins. I spread my thighs and she crawled closer, her breasts brushing my inner thighs. At first, she just gave me a few good strokes, enough to get a glisten of pre-cum at the tip. Amused, I watched her steel herself before leaning down to tongue my shaft. She licked the moisture from my tip, moaning as she swallowed my pre-cum. Then she began to lick up and down, making eye contact as she lathed my cock with her tongue. I sighed, enjoying her sweet little mouth bathing me in warmth.

Finally, Lindy worked up the courage to get the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, my spine tingling as the teenager inched her way down my cock. Her lips spread wide, she breathed fast through her nose, determined to fit every inch of me into her throat. She bobbed her head up and down, going lower with each stroke, until her spit was dripping down my shaft and she was nearly gagging.

I almost gave her a break, but then she glanced up at me. Her eyes were defiant, daring. I growled, gripping her wet hair, curling the strands between my fingers. She slipped down my shaft again, taking one deep breath before forcing her way to the base. I groaned, feeling her throat stretch around me. Her nose was pressed against my pubes, her hands desperately clutching my thighs for support. I rocked back and forth, enjoying the young girls’ tight throat around the tip of my cock. Her eyes ran, tears streaking her cheeks, nostrils flaring wildly. When I finally let her go, she came up fast and gasped for air.

“S-see?” Lindy panted. “I’m good!”

“Because you can choke on a cock? Sorry, not impressed,” I said. Part of me wanted to grab her head and force my cock back down her throat…but I thought I might be able to get something else out of her. Just as she was about to prove herself again by sucking my shaft into her mouth, I grabbed her chin. “Stop.”

“Why?” Lindy demanded.

“I wouldn’t waste my load on a girl like you,” I said. “Anyone can suck a dick. It takes a real woman to ride one.”

“I can do that too,” Lindy hissed. “I just don’t feel like it!”

“Really? Because that show you put on for me says otherwise,” I said. I grabbed my cock, stroking it to keep it hard. “But I understand. I guess you’ve never had a cock this big. I can understand being intimidated by it. It’s alright. Daddy’s little girl should keep playing with the little boys.”

“I am not Daddy’s little girl,” Lindy protested, jutting her chin out. She glanced down at my cock, indecision in her eyes.

“Oh yeah? If you’re not a Daddy’s girl, what’s stopping you from getting on my lap and proving yourself to me? You don’t want him to get mad that you fucked your babysitter?”

“You’re not my babysitter, either,” Lindy said, getting to her feet. She kept looking at my cock, half-worried, half-excited. “You should consider yourself lucky that you get to be in this room with me.”

“Have it your way,” I shrugged, reaching down to pull my pants back up. “We can go back into the other room and…”

“No!” Lindy said, putting her hands on my shoulders. “Wait. I…I want you to know, I’m only doing this because it’d piss Daddy off!”

I grinned as the little teen slid forward, straddling me. She supported herself using my shoulders, her pussy hovering over my erect cock. I grabbed her hips. I was eye-level with her massive rack, and my mouth watered at her tight little nipples. I trailed my hands up her waist until I was cupping her tits from below. Lindy groaned, arching her back, giving me better access to her flesh. Leaning forward, I sucked her nipple between my lips and flicked it with my tongue.

“Yes!” Lindy gasped, sliding an inch down onto my cock. “Oh, fuck!”

I could feel her tight slit stretching to fit me. She may not have been a virgin, but she felt like it as she inched her way down my shaft. I was stretching her wide with my cock, but her reddening cheeks and lidded eyes showed how much she loved it.

“Shit,” she mumbled when she finally slipped the last few inches onto my lap. I found myself fully nestled in her hot, teenage cunt. My boss’ daughter squirmed in my lap, rocking her hips back and forth quickly. Her breasts filled my hands, moving with her hips. I just watched her face, the way it twisted into a mask of pleasure as she rode me.

“That’s a good little girl,” I praised her, feeling my balls churning already as her tight, wet pussy gripped me. Lindy lifted her hips, then lowered them, starting to pump her body up and down my shaft. I moved my own hips in time, thrusting up inside her whenever her ass hit my thighs.

“So good,” she moaned. “Mike, it’s so good! Your cock is so big!”

“I know,” I growled, wrapping my arms around her now. I wanted more. I began to move her body, faster. Her tits bounced as I lifted her up and down to my desired pace. It made her dig her nails into my shoulders.

“Oh, my god! Oh, wait..wait…I’m gonna…you’re gonna make me commmeeee!” Lindy cried out as I slammed her down and thrust my hips up at the same time. She gushed, her tight slit flooding my lap as she ground down against me. The feel of her pussy clenching around my shaft was too much to take. My spine tingled at the base, my balls churning, and I finally released inside her. Rope after rope of hot jizz splashed into her bare pussy. I was fucking my boss’ daughter raw, cumming in her while she screamed my name. It was the hottest lay I’d ever had, and it felt like we came forever.

When Lindy finally came to a shuddering stop, slumping forward against me, I caught her in my arms. She mumbled something against my flesh, squirming again as my cock went limp inside her.

“Oh, man,” she murmured when she was coming back to earth. “That was wayyy better than the guys at school.”

“Of course it was,” I chuckled. “Didn’t I tell you?”

“I guess you did,” Lindy cooed. She climbed off me, standing in the bathroom with my cum dripping from her slit. “But now I have to take another shower…”

“Why?” I said. “Don’t you like the idea of walking around the house with my cum inside you, while Daddy’s none the wiser?”

She bit her lip slyly, batting her lashes.

“I guess so,” she agreed. “He should be getting home soon anyway, right?”

“Another hour or two,” I said. “You should go get dressed.”

“Are you gonna supervise?” Lindy teased, grabbing a towel before leading the way out of the bathroom.

“Of course,” I said. “I’ve still got a job to do.”

I was still buttoning my jeans when I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I was trailing Lindy up the stairs, to where I presumed her bedroom was. I unlocked my screen to find a text from Mr. Collingsworth. I followed Lindy blindly down a hall, until she opened the door to a pink-filled bedroom that looked more like a pre-teen’s room than a teenagers.

“Your dad texted me,” I told her. She turned to look over her shoulder. “He won’t be back until late tonight. God dammit. I knew he’d pull something like this.”

“What, does that ruin your plans?” Lindy snorted, digging through her closet.

“Maybe it does,” I said, pocketing my phone. “Anyway, what would I want to spend a whole damn Saturday hanging out with an 18-year-old?”

Lindy came out of the closet sooner than I expected, wearing a tight leather dress that barely covered her nipples and only covered half her ass. It was almost enough to get me hard again right then and there.

“Really? You can’t think of anything fun we could do together?” Lindy asked with a smile. “Because I can.”

By the time Mr. Collingsworth arrived home that evening, Lindy had gone from a decent cocksucker to a star. I had her well-trained…but she was an eager student. She seemed to worship my cock and balls, especially once she got a taste of my cum. She passed out around 9 from exhaustion. I got her changed into more modest clothes and covered her with a blanket. I watched TV with the sound on low, not wanting to wake her and have to deal with more of her begging. And I really didn’t want to risk getting caught by Mr. Collingsworth. When he got home, she was still sound asleep.

“Well, how was she?” My boss asked in a whisper as he led me from the living room.

“She was a perfect angel,” I said. I kind of meant it, too…just not in the way he probably thought. Mr. Collingsworth gave me a strange look, as though no one had ever described his daughter in that way before. I shrugged. “Okay, so she was kind of a handful.”

“That’s more like it,” Mr. Collingsworth chuckled. “But, you kept her inside where she was supposed to be, and for that I am very thankful. Mike, you’ve really impressed me today. I have a feeling you may not be waiting until next quarter for that promotion!”

“Really? That’s…well, that’s great,” I said, biting my inner cheek to keep from laughing in his face. If he only knew what had really been going on while he was gone, he’d be choking me instead of shaking my hand. Mr. Collingsworth let me out and I trotted to my car with my spirits high – and my balls empty.

Little did I know, I had more in store for me than just a promotion. Lindy was a handful…in more ways than one!


The Brat Begs for More
 

“Ah, Lindy,” I clucked, shaking my head as I stared at the picture. I could only guess how my boss’ daughter had gotten my e-mail address, but she’d certainly put that knowledge to good use. I was staring at yet another photo of her. In this one, she was bare naked and bending over, grabbing her ankles. Her perfect ass was on display, as well as her tight young slit.

I’d be worried about having child pornography on my work computer, but she was 18. I wouldn’t have fucked her, otherwise. All I had to worry about was the fact that she was, you know, my boss’ daughter.

But Mr. Collingsworth seemed utterly clueless to what happened the weekend before, when he asked me to watch her. She’d been grounded for fooling around with a boy. And she’d spent the whole day fooling around with me, a 30-year-old man. She’d sucked my cock more times than I could count on one hand, and ridden me raw. While my jackass boss was golfing or whatever, I was laying pipe in his teenage daughter while she begged for more.

But when I left her that Saturday night, I’d kind of figured it was a one-time thing. I guess Lindy didn’t agree, because she’d sent me a photo a day ever since. And it was Friday, which meant I had five naked photos of this girl clogging my inbox.

It’s not that I wouldn’t do her again. I just didn’t need to. I had no trouble getting any chick I wanted, and the novelty of fucking my boss’ daughter only went so far.

Plus, having her sending those e-mails to my work e-mail wasn’t the safest thing in the world.

I deleted that e-mail and all the rest. There was still half a day left, and I got started on some actual work e-mails that needed to be sent. Buried in my work, I didn’t notice any of the comings and goings of the office around me. I stayed in the zone for a couple hours, but when I received an e-mail from Mr. Collingsworth himself I dropped everything.

It was a short e-mail – one word, in fact.

Subject line: Come to my Office

Now.

The boss’ usual signature was at the bottom of the e-mail. It definitely came from his work computer. My spine stiffened, cold flowing through my veins as I re-read the subject line and the single word that followed.

It sounded ominous, to say the least.

Had IT picked up on the strange e-mails I’d been getting, and brought them to his attention? Had the little brat squealed on me, upset that I never responded to her sultry advances? Was I about to be fired?

There was no use procrastinating. It would only piss Mr. Collingsworth off. And Mr. Collingsworth was even more of a jackass when he was pissed off. I straightened my tie and walked solemnly across the building to his office, hearing a funeral dirge in my head.

I knocked on his closed office door.

“Come in,” called a voice from the other side. It didn’t sound like Mr. Collingsworth…had he gotten the company’s legal team involved? This was worse than I thought! I took a deep breath, then stepped inside, letting the door shut behind me.

Mr. Collingsworth’s office was your typical corporate room, with a gray carpet and a nice oversized desk. A leather swivel chair sat behind it. The wall behind the desk was glass, overlooking the city from twenty stories up. The sun gleamed off the windows of the office building across the street. A black leather couch, some potted plants, a coffee table, designer file cabinets and a low bookshelf stuffed with binders accented the place. He had his own personal bathroom adjoining the office.

It all looked just the way it looked every other time I’d stepped into my boss’ office. Except for one very pertinent detail: Mr. Collingsworth wasn’t there.

But his daughter was.

Lindy say in the swivel chair, curling a lock of blonde hair around her finger. She had her feet up on the desk, her long, tan legs stretched out. She wore stripper heels, a barely-there miniskirt, and a way-too-tight blazer that was bursting open at the chest. It ended at her mid-drift, and she wasn’t wearing any kind of shirt underneath. She didn’t seem to be wearing a bra, either. She  gazed at me from behind his desk, looking for all the world like a cheap hooker.

“Lindy,” I said, looking back to make sure the door was shut. “What the hell are you doing here?”

The teenager giggled, swiveling back and forth slightly in the chair.

“Mmm…this is my Daddy’s office. I can be here if I want.”

“I didn’t ask if you were allowed to be here,” I said. “I asked what you’re doing here.”

“I’m sitting down,” she shrugged. I could see right up her shabby excuse for a skirt – she wasn’t wearing panties. My cock twitched to life. “Playing on the computer.”

“I don’t have time for this,” I sighed, turning around. “Stupid games…”

“Wait!” Lindy squealed as my hand wrapped around the door handle. “Stop.”

“Why should I? Are you going to tell me what you’re doing here?” I said, looking over my shoulder. She’d taken her stilleto’d feet off the desk and was leaning forward, an earnest expression on her pretty face.

“Well…I just thought it might be a good surprise,” she said, a tinge of pink entering her cheeks. “Daddy’s gone for the day, you know. He left early to meet my step-mother in Morocco.”

“Does anyone know you’re here?” I asked, turning back towards her. She bit her lip and shook her head. “Why aren’t you in Morocco with them?”

“What? And ruin their fun? As if,” she scoffed, rolling her eyes. I was starting to get her deal, a little bit. Poor little rich girl who never got enough attention from her Daddy.

“So what are you doing here?” I asked, as if I didn’t know. Those photos she’d been sending me told me more than enough about why she’d sneak into her father’s office and send me that e-mail.

“Well…I…I told you, a surprise…” she stammered. I crossed my arms, trying to look as impatient as possible. Finally, she lowered her head a bit. Her shoulders slumped. “I wanted to see you. Have you been getting my pictures?”

“Yeah, I have,” I said with a snort. “I don’t know what you expect me to do with them. I’m a grown man, Lindy. I don’t need pictures to get off. I have a phone full of women who’ll do that in person.”

“Right, I know,” Lindy said, jutting her chin out. Did she look a little hurt? I hoped not…I didn’t really mean to be so cold to her. I just knew how to rustle her feathers, and liked the result. “I’m not, like, in love with you or anything! God, they were just pictures. I was just having fun.”

“Well, what do you expect to happen now? You got me in the office. Now what? Do you expect me to drop everything and let you suck my dick? I’m very busy, Lindy, working for your father.”

“But…but…I mean, you can take a little break, can’t you?” Lindy pouted. She squeezed her arms together, showing off more cleavage in that tiny blazer. “You were right. Boys my age…they’re not worth it. I just can’t stop thinking about…”

Her cheeks were bright red, and her eyes darted down to my crotch. The idea of having my boss’ daughter suck me off in his office was enough to get me hard, but I wanted to toy with her a little more. I sighed, looking up towards the ceiling.

“What’s in it for me?” I asked. “What’re you gonna do to make up for the time I spend away from my desk?”

“Isn’t a blowjob enough?” Lindy snapped.

“Obviously not,” I laughed. “If you’re the one who wants to blow me so bad! I kind of hold all the cards here, Lindy.”

“Fine,” she pouted. “What do you want? I’ll do anything. I promise. Please.”

The girl was begging for my dick. Who was I to deny her any further? I stepped forward. Lindy rolled the chair back, an excited look rising in her sparkling blue eyes.

“Get up, I want to sit there,” I instructed. She jumped up. Everything on her body jumped, too – she wasn’t wearing any kind of bra. I felt a dark thrill as I sank down into my boss’ chair. “Why don’t you get on your knees and start worshipping my cock, and I’ll think of how you can repay me.”

“Thank you!” Lindy squealed, falling to her knees. She immediately grabbed for my crotch.

“Take that stupid jacket off first,” I instructed. “Show me those nice big tits of yours.”

“Yes, sir,” she giggled, undoing the three buttons holding the blazer in place. It burst open and her tits spilled free, her nipples tight and hard. I groaned, reaching down to grab her flesh in both hands. She leaned back, grabbing her ankles. She was pretty good at yoga, after all. With her tits lifted towards the ceiling, I had full access to her sweet flesh. Groping my boss’ daughter in his office had me hard as a diamond – she cooed and cried out as I pinched her nipples and twisted them slightly.

“Get to work,” I growled, releasing her breasts so she could kneel between my legs. She made quick work of my slacks, pulling them down to my ankles. My thick, long, hard cock popped free and she moaned, eyes half-closed in anticipation. Grabbing the base, she licked her lips and started to work the tip.

Lindy hadn’t forgotten any of the tricks I’d taught her. She wrapped her tongue around my corona, then licked her way up and down my shaft while moaning and looking me in the eye. She pumped my shaft while sucking my tip, then began to inch her way down.

I leaned back, enjoying the view of Lindy’s lips stretching as they slipped down my cock. I glanced over, through the huge glass wall that overlooked the city. If anyone was in the office building across the street, they could probably see the busty young slut on her knees, swallowing my cock whole. I could just make out her reflection as she finally took every inch into her throat.

She made a muffled sound as I pushed down on her head while thrusting my hips up, rocking back and forth in her throat. Part of me wanted to cum right then and there, sitting in my boss’ chair, his daughter’s throat clenching around me.

But then I got a better idea.

“Okay,” I grunted, releasing her. Lindy gasped, coming up for air. “I know how you can make it worth my while. Lay down on your back.”

She was still breathing hard as she did what I said. I stood up, jacking off while staring down at her sweet young body. Her too-short skirt had fallen down to her knees, revealing her bare cunt. Writhing, she groped her own thighs in desperation.

“Have you ever been titty-fucked before?” I asked. Lindy shook her head. “Well, there’s a first time for everything. I’m gonna fuck those nice big tits of yours, and you’re gonna lick my balls while I do it. You got it?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned. “Whatever you want, Mike.”

Music to my ears. I got down on my knees and straddled her face. Grabbing her tits, I squeezed them together, lifting them towards her chin. My shaft was dripping wet from her hot, eager mouth, and it slid easily between her soft flesh. I groaned in pleasure, her tongue beginning to lap at my balls while I buried myself in her tits.

Her cleavage was so deep that even my oversized cock only peeked out from the other side when I plunged all the way in. Sliding between her tits, her tongue desperately lapping at my sac, I admired our faint reflection. I tweaked and pinched her nipples, watching her pussy begin to drip arousal.

“Touch yourself,” I demanded. “But don’t cum. I know you’re a desperate little whore, but you better restrain yourself.”

Lindy moaned, the sound muffled by my balls. She reached a hand between her legs and began to rub herself, spreading her thighs, giving me quite the show to watch as I used her tits as my own personal fleshlight. She sucked my balls into her mouth, her tongue lapping at the tender flesh. Plunging two fingers inside her dripping slit, she ground her palm against her clit, her hips bucking.

“Thatta girl,” I growled. “Come for me, Lindy.”

I felt the vibration of her moan against my balls as her body went stiff, then began to shudder. Her thighs clenched together around her hand while her hips jerked upwards. Rubbing myself between her tits, I felt my own release take hold. Grinding down on her open mouth, I shot my load across her toned stomach.

She reacted by sucking my balls into her mouth again. Rope after rope of thick jizz coated her tummy, filling her bellybutton, until I was empty. Only after I started to soften did I stand up, breathing heavy. Lindy lay moaning on the floor, rubbing my cum into her flesh and licking it from her fingers.

“Satisfied?” I laughed. She blinked up at me and shook her head.

“No!” Lindy protested. “I want more! I…I want you inside me, Mike. Please!”

I didn’t know how much more I had to give. But as the tight little teenager scrambled to her knees and clasped her hands together in a prayer position, I felt like I could muster the stamina.

“Please,” she whimpered, crawling towards me. “I don’t know why, I just need you so bad!”

My boss’ daughter grabbed my hips, still kneeling in front of me. She took my softening shaft into her mouth, her eyes pleading up at me as she kissed and licked it.

I sighed, hands on my hips. She sure was trying hard. But I’d need more than her mouth to get going again. So far, she’d only ever sucked my dick – I’d never gone down on her. And while my own pleasure was always my first priority, I always have enjoyed eating pussy. It never failed to get my engine revving.

“Fine, fine,” I said, pushing her off me. “But I need to get hard again. Get up on Daddy’s desk so I can eat your pussy.”

Lindy squealed in delight, hopping to her feet. I sat down once more in the leather swivel chair – this time, I was naked from the waist down. My balls were still soaked with Mr. Collingsworth’s daughter’s spit, and now they were resting on his expensive office chair. I took more than a little delight in that fact.

Lindy slipped herself up on the desk, disturbing some papers on the way. Her skirt was long since discarded, and the perky little blonde was naked on her fathers’ desk. She was facing the big glass window, giving an excellent performance for anyone who might be watching. I rolled forward as she lowered herself back down.

Her tight, sweet pussy was still so fresh and young. It dripped with arousal, her pink lips puffy and slick. I spread her thighs before sliding my hands up to clutch her breasts. Pinching her nipples, I dove in and started to lick her slit.

She tasted like cream, and squirmed with pleasure under my tongue. I slid up and down each lip before coming to her clit and sucking it gently into my mouth. I grabbed her shins, throwing them over my shoulders, and gently probed her slit.

“Oh, my God,” she whined, her hips bucking to meet my mouth. “Yes! Yes, so good!”

I pinned her down then, not wanting her to mess up my rhythm as I sucked and kissed her sweet young cunt. More and more juices dripped from her slit as I teased her clit, bringing her to the edge again and again only to leave her wanting. Her hands buried themselves in my hair, and she tried to pull me closer to her cunt, but I resisted. I was calling the shots here.

“Please, Mike, please,” she begged, writhing. “I need to come! Please, just don’t stop!”

Growling, I stuck my tongue inside her, stroking her pussy while she whimpered. By then, I was hard again – and I had plenty of time to think of what I really wanted. I licked my way back up to her clit, circling it with my tongue until she was panting and straining against my grip.

“G-god…do-don’t stop!” Lindy begged.

I stopped.

“Oh, god!” My boss’ daughter cried out in desperation as I left her on the edge again. I rolled the chair back and stood up at the same time, towering over her petite, hourglass-shaped body. “Why? Why?!”

“Because it’s about time you got your bratty little ass fucked,” I explained calmly. With one deft motion, I flipped her nubile body over onto her stomach and pulled her into place. I thrust two fingers into her dripping slit, making her cry out and push back against me – but I was only interested in her juices, which I used to lubricate her sweet, untouched rosebud.

“Are you ready to take my load in your ass?” I spanked her as I spoke.

“Yes! Anything! I need you inside me!” Lindy begged, writhing in my grip. She looked over her shoulder, her pretty blonde hair messed up. I noticed then that Mr. Collingsworth had a picture of his daughter on his desk. So while I held the sex-starved slut machine in my hands, I could look at her picture-perfect alter ego. I grinned, pushing my mushroom tip against her ass. I focused on her picture, thinking of how often her father must see it every day while he sat at that desk and thought of ways to make his employees miserable.

“You’re gonna like this, you little whore,” I promised, and inched my way inside her. She screamed, clutching at the far side of the desk. Her feet nearly lifted off the floor as I entered her – inch by inch, faster than I intended. But I was impatient to have the boss’ daughter fully impaled on my cock. She whimpered and whined, one hand reaching between her legs so she could keep rubbing her clit while I tore her ass in two.

“God damn, it’s tight,” I couldn’t help but admire out loud. Lindy threw her head back, howling as I pulled out and then slammed back in. My balls smacked her slit as I rammed her tiny ass, fucking her like the desperate slut she was. Her moans of pain slowly changed into moans of pleasure as she fingered herself.

“Yes! Yes, Mike! I love your big cock inside me, I want your cum so bad!” Lindy begged. Her tits pressed tight to the desk, on her father’s work papers. Her one free hand flailed and knocked over the picture of herself. She looked over her shoulder again, makeup running and lips shaking with each pleading word.

“Take it,” I grunted, unable to hold back. Her too-tight ass barely stretched enough to fit me. My spine tingled, balls churned, and I thrust into her so hard the desk shook. Right as my load started filling her ass, she came. Her body’s spasms clenched my cock even tighter, sucking the cum out of me.

I clenched her ass cheeks hard enough to leave bruises, my teeth gritting together as the force of my orgasm sent us both collapsing forward. Lindy’s face was smushed against the desk, a bit of drool dripping from her parted lips, an expression of utter stupor in her eyes. I panted, slipping out of her with a thud and falling back into the chair. While my cum leaked from her asshole, Lindy slowly rose to her feet and stumbled away from the desk.

“There,” I finally managed to say. “Now are you satisfied?”

My boss’ daughter certainly looked like she couldn’t take any more, but then she turned to me. And smiled.

“Only for now,” she promised. She righted the framed photo of her more-innocent self, returning it to its place on her father’s desk.

“What makes you think I’ll be willing to do this again?” I asked. “I did this as a favor to you, since you were begging me.”

“You’ll see,” she said cryptically, gathering her clothes and slipping into the office’s private bathroom. I chuckled to myself – that girl had some tricks up her sleeve, I had to give her that.

When I left Mr. Collingsworth’s office, I looked around to see if anyone noticed the strange activity going on inside. No one even seemed to know I’d been in there, and no one watched me leave. I felt pretty satisfied that I would once again get away with fucking the boss’ daughter into oblivion. Returning to my desk, I went back to the e-mails I’d been writing before Lindy had interrupted me. But I’ll admit, I was kind of distracted. Especially when Lindy hopped past my cubicle on her way out of the office.

“See you soon,” she muttered, too low for anyone but me to hear. As she passed, my neighbor Jerry slid his office chair into the aisle to watch her perfect ass bounce out of view.

“Damn,” he said. “What I wouldn’t give for a piece of that ass, am I right?”

“Eh, I’ve had better,” I said. He rolled his eyes and I smiled.

I guess he didn’t notice the cum trailing down the back of her thigh.


The Brat Brings a Friend
 

Two weeks after I fucked my boss’ daughter in his office, I got promoted.

Of course, he had no idea that I’d bent his daughter over his desk and taken her ass for a ride. If he had, I would’ve been fired. But since he didn’t know, I got the promotion that I deserved. I was the hardest worker in the office, and I’d done enough favors for Mr. Collingsworth that I earned the office and company car.

I was only a Junior Executive, but it was one more step in the right direction – and a big pay increase, to boot.

To celebrate my new position in the company, our office held a barbeque – hosted by none other than Mr. Collingsworth. His rolling, multi-acreage estate was perfect for a big gathering, and he enjoyed showing off his McMansion to the lowly employees he treated as slaves.

Incidentally, his daughter still lived in that McMansion. Lindy Collingsworth was a notorious brat, famous for giving her father an ulcer that put him out of commission for a few months. As you may imagine, I was a little anxious about attending a party at his house. Especially a party in my honor. The girl was a little bit obsessed with me. What if she made a scene, or otherwise revealed the nature of our relationship in front of the whole office? That would make quick work of my promotion.

But what could I do? I couldn’t very well refuse to attend a party in my honor. And, to be fair, Lindy had dialed down the obsessive-teenage-love-story she’d had going on beforehand. She only sent me about three dirty pictures and messages a week, as opposed to daily. And since she loved my dick so much, I had a feeling she wouldn’t want to jeopardize it by screwing things up for me.

The day of the barbeque rolled around. Of course it was a Saturday, which meant everyone had to give up one of their days off instead of getting a break from the workweek. But hey, it was free food and beer. I showed up more or less on time, not wanting to make anyone mutter about me being ungrateful. Mr. Collingsworth was wearing a ridiculous pair of shorts printed with hot dogs, his bowling ball-esque belly barely contained in a white t-shirt. My coworkers (now my underlings, I supposed) filtered in by the ones and twos, availing themselves to the free booze immediately.

Mr. Collingsworth’s backyard was enormous, but the barbeque was concentrated in the grassy area near the in-ground swimming pool. A badminton net was set up, the grill was being manned by a professional chef, and various lawn games were strewn about the area. No one from the office was in the pool, despite the heat of the day. The reason for that was very obvious.

The pool was already in use.

By two very young – but not too young – ladies. One of whom, you may correctly assume, was Lindy herself. Her enormous rack was bursting from her bikini top, her tiny hourglass-shaped waist on display, her ass beckoning from swim bottoms that were more thong than bikini. She lounged in the pool, sunglasses on her face, her blonde hair up in a bun to keep it from getting wet.

The other girl was a friend of hers. She had raven-dark hair, and a slight body. She wore a similar bikini, though it hid more of her flesh. She was also paler than Lindy, and seemed shyer. She hid in the deeper water, giggling from time to time.

They both did very poor jobs of hiding the fact that they were watching me. If anyone else noticed, they had the courtesy not to point it out. In fact, everyone pretty much ignored them. The men wouldn’t want to risk Mr. Collingsworth’s ire by pointing out how slutty his daughter looked, and the women were likely jealous.

Mr. Collingsworth didn’t seem to notice either – but then again, he was well on his way to being three sheets to the wind. He’d clearly begun drinking before anyone else showed up, and was busy trying to organize a game of badminton that no one wanted to play. I took the opportunity to slip across the lawn and check in on my little nymphette, make sure she wasn’t planning anything sinister.

The two girls bunched together as I approached, they faces showing unmistakable awe. I had opted to wear swim trunks that day, thinking that I might use the pool. My tight muscle tank clung to my body. I wondered what Lindy had told her little friend about me.

“Hey,” I said, casting quick glances back at the office party to make sure no one was watching. “What’re you two doing here?”

“Daddy told me this is a party for you,” Lindy cooed. I stood above them, their elbows on the pavement while their legs kicked in the water. “Do you really think I’d miss that?”

“I think you probably should have,” I answered, crossing my arms. “I don’t want you fucking this up for me, Lindy.”

“Oh, you don’t?” Lindy asked. “Well, gee. And you know, I even brought my friend Jennifer here to help you celebrate!”

I glanced at the friend, who was shyly admiring me from below.

“Jennifer and I have been talking about you ever since that first day we met,” Lindy said. “I told her all about you. And she’s just dying to get a taste of your cock, Mike.”

“Don’t talk like that out here,” I grunted, even though my mind was already racing with the possibility of having a threesome with the two girls. “And I only fuck legal girls. She can’t be more than 16.”

“I’m 18,” Jennifer squeaked. “I can prove it!”

“Whatever,” I dismissed them with a wave. “I’m not risking my career just to get my rocks off.”

“What if I told you it would be risking your career not to?” Lindy said. She hoisted herself out of the pool with a splash. “What if I were to go over to Daddy right now and tell him…”

“Shut up,” I threatened, stepping closer. “You wouldn’t fucking dare.”

“You’ve got a lot more to lose than I do,” Lindy challenged. “If you want me to keep quiet, you’ll meet me in my room in ten minutes. Come on, Jennifer.”

Well, fuck me! I knew Lindy was a brat, but I had no idea how desperate she was. She was actually blackmailing me into a threesome – at the office barbeque! I watched the two girls disappear into the house, hand in hand. Jennifer cast one shy look over her shoulder before closing the door.

I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. I couldn’t very well deny Lindy now, or I’d lose everything. I could only hope there’d be enough going on at the barbeque that no one would notice my absence. I waited ten minutes, making small talk, before excusing myself to go to the bathroom. Once inside the house, I snuck up the stairs to Lindy’s room. I could hear the girls giggling before I even opened the door.

The giggling stopped once I stepped inside. Lindy’s room looked like a room decorated for a little girl. Everything was pink. The bed had a canopy. Two windows on the wall beside the bed offered a view of the backyard – where I could make out the shapes of my co-workers and Mr. Collingsworth mingling. I felt a little perk of energy at the thought of violating these two 18-year-old girls while the office partied in my honor right outside.

“Hi, Mike,” Lindy said. The two girls sat on the bed, holding hands. I quirked an eyebrow at that.

“Well, I’m here,” I said, crossing my arms. “What do you want, you little brat?”

Lindy pouted, while Jennifer just looked shyly down at her lap.

“Well…like I said…I told Jennifer all about you at our last sleepover,” Lindy said. “It made us so horny, we started fooling around…”

The thought of the two girls “fooling around” made my mouth dry out a little.

“…but of course, it was nothing compared to the real thing,” Lindy said. “So I promised Jennifer that I would set this up.”

“And you think I’m just going to go along with it?” I asked. Lindy batted her lashes.

“I don’t see what choice you have,” she cooed. “Daddy’s right outside and…”

“Alright, alright,” I grunted, holding up my hand. “God, you’re so desperate.”

Lindy smiled and shifted over, patting the bed beside her. I crossed the room and sat between the two girls. But as soon as I hit the mattress, Jennifer shot up to her feet.

“What’s with you?” I asked. “You’re the one blackmailing me, remember?”

“I just…I just got excited,” Jennifer said. “And…I’m not very experienced. I’m not a virgin or anything but…”

But she might as well have been, I could tell. Lindy’s little friend was slight in comparison, her chest a manageable B-cup and her ass a little flatter – but still nice. I could definitely make it work with her, especially if Lindy was in the mix. I was getting excited about the potential before me when Lindy slipped her hand into mine.

“So? Did I do good?” Lindy blinked innocently, smiling like she was shy. Of course, I knew she was anything but shy – the effect still worked for me. I thought about violating my boss’ daughter and her friend while he and the rest of the office were just outside.

“We’ll see,” I said, looking at the virginal young thing that stood before me. “What’s your name again? Jennifer? Why don’t you go ahead and strip for me. That’ll be a good place to start.”

She blushed, looking down at her pigeon-toed feet.

“Come on, Jennifer,” Lindy urged. “Trust me! It’s so worth it! Mike is the best!”

“Well…okay,” Jennifer whimpered. She reached up, undoing her bikini top. It fell away, revealing two precious little mounds, topped with pink nipples. Her breasts were even paler than the rest of her body, and as she shimmied out of her bikini bottoms I saw the same could be said for her ass and pussy. She, like most girls these days, was shaved bare.

“Now what?” Jennifer asked, still looking down.

“Come here,” I said, waving her forward. “Lindy, get up and give me something to look at.”

“Yes, sir,” Lindy chirped, bouncing off the bed and standing in front of me. She had no shame stripping down. Meanwhile, Jennifer stood awkwardly in front of me. Her lean stomach rippled as she tensed up.

“Calm down,” I said, tugging at her wrist. She let me turn her around, so that we were both facing Lindy and her striptease. I reached around Jennifer’s lithe young body and found her tits, squeezing them gently. She gasped, arching her back in response. I could already feel her nipples tightening under my palms. Her flesh was soft, plush as I groped her.

Lindy had discarded her bikini top, showing off those impossibly huge breasts I loved so much. They defied gravity. She moved slowly, putting on a show. Leaning in, I pressed my lips to Jennifer’s neck. She tasted like chlorine and vanilla, and cooed a little as I kissed her. She was coming to life in my hands, heating up, and I loved it. While my little slut shed her bottoms and showed off her already-wet slit, I toyed with her friend.

I was hard, and I wanted Jennifer to know it. I pulled her against me.

“Oh!” Jennifer cried, feeling my hard cock against her ass. “That’s…that’s…”

“That’s my cock,” I laughed into her ear. “And it needs some service. Get on your knees and start earning your keep.”

With that, I released her. She turned around, wide-eyed but red-cheeked.

“Wha…what?” Jennifer stammered.

“It’s fun, I’ll show you,” Lindy announced, joining her friend between my knees. She tugged Jennifer down until they were both kneeling in front of me. Lindy was practically salivating as she tugged my shorts down and released my oversized member.

“It’s so big!” Jennifer exclaimed.

“I know, right?” Lindy grabbed me, pulling my cock to her lips and licking it slowly, savoring every inch. I leaned back on my elbows, enjoying the view as Lindy covered me with her tongue. She closed her eyes, moaning in delight as I began to drip pre-cum into her waiting mouth.

“Share,” I ordered, wanting to watch Jennifer’s lips wrap around me. She started, surprised by my rough command. Lindy popped off my cock and looked at her friend.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Taste it.”

Slowly, her eyes on me, Jennifer inched towards my cock. Finally, just before I was about to grab her and force her onto me, she licked my tip. Lindy ducked her head down and began to work my balls with her tongue as Jennifer explored my cock, kissing and licking it from base to tip. It wasn’t long before she was going faster, clearly enjoying herself. And Lindy was doing a marvelous job worshipping my balls. When Jennifer finally opened her lips and took me between them, I groaned in satisfaction and reach for her head.

With one hand spread on her scalp, fingers twining in her black hair, I thrust my hips up. Holding her in place, I pierced her tight little throat and watched her body writhe in reaction. Her eyes widened  in shock as I slowly thrust into her sweet little mouth.

“So hot,” Lindy murmured, sucking my balls into her mouth while I fucked her friend’s throat. Jennifer’s wide eyes suddenly glazed over, and I looked down to see that Lindy was touching her friend’s pussy. With her mouth still kissing and bathing my balls, she ground her palm against Jennifer’s clit. The raven-haired girl went slack, making it even easier to violate her throat. I almost came right there and then, but I had a better idea.

“Wait,” I grunted, yanking Jennifer’s head of my cock. She gasped for air, crying out as Lindy thrust two fingers inside her. “I want to watch you two play. Jennifer, get on your back on the bed. I’m going to fuck your throat while Lindy eats your pussy.”

“Yessss,” Lindy squealed, pulling her friend to her feet. Dazed, Jennifer followed, and soon she was lying on the bed with her head hanging off the side. Her long hair pooled on the floor beneath her. I knelt in front of her, my balls dangling in front of her nose. Lindy knelt between her knees, her hands wrapping around her thighs. Lindy looked at me, devilish, before diving in to eat her friend’s pussy.

Jennifer’s cry of pleasure was cut short as I jammed my cock past her lips again. Holding her cheeks, I watched her tiny tits bouncing as my thrusts racked her body. She had her own hands in Lindy’s hair, hips bucking under her friend’s mouth. Her muffled moans vibrated around my cock, buried again and again into her sweet willing throat.

I grabbed Jennifer’s tits, squeezing them and fucking her throat. The slightest edge of her teeth against the base of my cock told me I was as far as I was going to go. I stayed there, choking her with my dick, watching her body reach a fever pitch of pleasure under Lindy’s licking tongue. Lindy’s tight, plump ass wiggled in the air, her eyes on me while she sucked Jennifer’s clit.

“Are you gonna give her all your cum, sir?” Lindy asked, using her fingers instead of her tongue. “I want some!”

“Then get over here, quick,” I grunted. Lindy crawled eagerly up her friend’s shaking body. I pulled out quickly. Both girls waited with their mouths open, their bodies wiggling together on the bed. A few strokes and I was shooting ropes of thick white jizz across their faces. Lindy lapped it up, her long tongue collecting every drop that landed on her cheeks or chin. Everything she didn’t get dripped down onto Jennifer’s face, smearing it with white. It pooled on her tongue, and she wrapped her legs around Lindy before leaning up to kiss her. The girls shared my cum with a deep tongue kiss, moaning and writhing in pleasure.

Momentarily out of commission, I stepped back to watch them. But chatter from the window caught my attention. I peeked through the curtain, grinning when I looked down at my boss and the rest of my coworkers playing badminton. None of them knew that I was violating Mr. Collingsworth’s teenage daughter – and her friend – just two stories above them. With one eye on the assholes outside and another on the girls inside, I slowly stroked myself back to life.

Jennifer and Lindy were licking each other clean of my cum, their pussies spread and rubbing together. Lindy was on top, her hand squeezing Jennifer’s breast while her other hand worked her pussy.

“That’s right girls,” I said. “I’m not done with you yet. Jennifer, don’t you want to return the favor? Poor Lindy worked so hard on your little cunt…”

“Whatever you say,” Jennifer murmured as Lindy withdrew her fingers and lay on her back. While I continued to stroke myself, Jennifer kissed her way up Lindy’s inner thigh and began to lap at her pussy. Clearly, they’d done this before, because Jennifer knew just how to make Lindy scream. Outside, the sound of badminton did nothing to hide the cries of pleasure the boss’ bratty daughter was making in her room.

Lindy grabbed her tits, pinching her own nipples. Her hips jerked, and she began to mutter. Thighs wrapped around Jennifer’s head, she was close to coming.

“Please, please, don’t stop,” Lindy moaned. I walked around to admire Jennifer’s slit on display. She was bent over, so I could see everything – from her puckered rosebud to her bright pink lips. She was shimmering, wet.

“Yes! Oh, fuck,” Lindy squealed. I stepped forward, kneeling on the bed. Jennifer’s hips wiggled provocatively in front of me. I grabbed her hips.

“Oh!” Jennifer exclaimed, her mouth pulled away from Lindy’s needy cunt. I yanked until my cock was pressing against her slit, then pushed her head down.

“Keep working, slut,” I told her. “I’m going to fuck you while you eat her pussy, you got it?”

“Yehs, shir,” her response was muffled by Lindy’s wet cunt. I groaned in ecstasy, sinking myself into Jennifer’s tight slit. She may not have been a virgin, but she sure as hell felt like it. She whimpered, wiggling.

“Ugh! Don’t stop!” Lindy called out, frustrated. I leaned forward again, putting more pressure on Jennifer’s head, pushing her down into Lindy’s pussy. I started to fuck her slowly, savoring the feeling of her tight little ass against my hips and her wet pussy stretching to fit me.

“Oh, oh god! Yes, yes, I’m gonna…I’m…I’m gonna…oh, yesss!” Lindy squealed, thrusting her hips like crazy as she came. I watched her tits bounce and jiggle while she shuddered in pleasure. Taking a fistful of Jennifer’s hair, I yanked her head up until she was on all fours with her back arched.

“Good girl,” I praised her, slowly sinking deeper and deeper into her warm cunt. “Now, who’s gonna suck my balls while I fuck this little whore-in-training?”

“Me, sir!” Lindy mumbled, barely recovered from my orgasm but already crawling towards me. I felt her warm tongue on me again, and focused on enjoying the sensation. Jennifer was beginning to moan, her hips actually working with me, pushing back against me with each thrust. I could go faster and harder, and she didn’t protest. In fact…

“Oh, my god, sir,” she gasped. “It feels…it feels so good!”

“I know it does,” I growled. “You’re one lucky little fucktoy.”

I groaned as Lindy’s mouth covered my sac. Her tongue began to trail upwards, and a pleasant shiver rippled through me. If her Daddy looked up at that moment, would he see what was happening? Would he see his little babygirl licking my ass while I fucked her friend? I grinned, slapping Jennifer’s ass to watch it jiggle while Lindy’s tongue circled my asshole and made my balls churn.

“B-but…I’m gonna…you’re gonna make me come! Oh, god, sir!” Jennifer cried out as I slapped her again. “Spank me! Spank me, sir! Give it to me, yes, Daddy!”

Wow. She was a kinky little brat. I happily obliged, laying into her ass until it was raw and red and she was bucking underneath me.

“Th-thank youuuu,” she mumbled, her pussy gushing with her climax, clenching around my hammering shaft. Lindy’s tongue lapped at my ass. I heard her Daddy talking outside, like the stupid, loudmouth asshole he was. I pulled on Jennifer’s ponytail, yanking her against me – at the same time, I reached back and pushed Lindy’s face into my ass. Blood boiling, I spewed my jizz into Jennifer’s tight slit. She milked me dry, until my balls were empty. I filled every bit of her unprotected pussy, fucking her bareback until I was finally out of cum.

My cock slid out of her now-gaping slit, landing heavily against my thigh. Lindy and Jennifer crawled onto the bed together, looking up at me with stupid looks of awe on their faces.

“Alright? Happy now? Am I off the hook?” I asked, glancing out the window again. It was about time I returned to the barbeque, before anyone got suspicious.

“Yes, sir,” Lindy sighed. “Thank you.”

“Whatever,” I shrugged. “I’m going back out there. You two…better stay inside.”

“Fine,” Lindy said with a flip of her hair. “Whatever you say.”

“Damn right,” I agreed, walking across the room to the door. With one hand on the knob, I turned to look at the two girls behind me. Poor little Lindy looked so sad that I was leaving. And Jennifer was…well, it seemed like I’d fucked her senseless.

“When can I see you again?” Lindy asked. “I already miss your cock so much…”

“Lindy, you know I’m an adult, I have better things to do than cater to some teenager’s whims,” I explained. Her face fell, disappointment written on every inch. I sighed. Dammit, I kind of liked her – at least, it wouldn’t be so bad to have a slut like her on speed dial. “But you know…I’ve got my own office now.”

A smile slowly spread across her face, and her eyes lit up.

“I’ll see you around,” I said, closing the door behind me. I stopped in the bathroom to wash the smell of teenage pussy off me. Then I walked outside, where the game of badminton was winding down.

Mr. Collingsworth came straight up to me, wobbling slightly with each step. My heart contracted. Was he suspicious? Did he know?

“My boy, I always believed in you,” he said, slinging one fat arm around my shoulder. I laughed in relief. “You’re one of the good ones. You’re going straight to the top!”

He leaned in closer, eyes darting around to make sure no one was in hearing distance.

“And trust me, there’s more perks to this job than salary and benefits. You tell a chick where you work and how much you make, she’ll be licking every inch of skin between your ribs and knees.”

“I’ll bet,” I said, patting him on the back. If only he knew that his daughter already had that covered – and then some!
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