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Description

Tabitha spends the day at her dad’s office as an intern. When she shows up dressed a little on the unprofessional side, she gets an immediate reaction from his boss.


********

“Why don’t we just cut to the chase here. Admit that you dressed that way … to catch someone’s attention.”

“Perhaps I did.”

He raised an eyebrow and looked at my chest again, sending hot pulses of energy to my pussy.

“Well, let me say, whether you wanted it or not, you definitely got my attention.”

A wave of heat swept over me, and I squirmed slightly in my chair.

“Have you ever been with a black man, Tabitha?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling dizzy with lust. Was this actually happening? “No. I’ve … never been with anyone, Rig.”

He ran his fingers over his mouth and trailed his eyes over my legs again before standing up. When he did, I couldn’t help but notice the monstrous bulge in his pants. I clenched the arms of the chair, wondering if I was seeing things.

“If you really want your first day as an intern to be successful, you need to learn the first rule around here. Rig Scott gets what he wants.”

********

I could see the look Daddy was giving me from a mile away. I had just gotten to his office, and he saw me coming down the hallway in my short, tight miniskirt, three-inch heels, and light blue sheer blouse that just happened to show my cleavage since I forwent the bra today.

“Tabitha.” He shook his head. “Mr. Scott will not appreciate the way you’re dressed. You should go home and change.”

“Daddy, I’m an intern for the day. As in a volunteer. Mr. Scott should appreciate the fact that I’m here to help, not be concerned with what I’m wearing.”

“You’re here as an intern. To learn. Not help, sweetheart. And the way you’re dressed…” Daddy dragged his gaze over my body, a look of shame on his face. “There’s not a man alive who will be able to concentrate with you dressed like this.”

I shrugged. “You’re practically slut shaming. It’s not my responsibility to make sure men in this office can concentrate for Christ’s sake. Now, where is this boss of yours.”

“Oh boy. You really don’t know what you’re doing.” Daddy pinched the bridge of his nose.

I knew exactly what I was doing.

I’d heard my dad talking about his new boss Mr. Scott, about how wealthy he was, how aggressively he went after accounts, and that he ran a tight ship. I had something tight for him, all right.

My virgin pussy.

You see, that’s where the real irony was. That I was being made to feel ashamed for how I was dressed when I had never even been with a man at all. Besides, I was 19 years old and fully capable of picking out my own wardrobe.

I had also never met Mr. Scott, but I could tell the type of man he was. The kind I wanted to be with.

“Tabitha, wait here in my office. I’m going to get some coffee, then see if I can find him. I’m going to have to give him a heads-up.”

Daddy walked out and I just rolled my eyes. He was being so melodramatic it wasn’t even funny. I strolled to his desk, looking past the family pictures to the spreadsheets he’d printed out. He worked as an accountant for this marketing firm, and since I was taking accounting classes at the local community college, and one of my classes required a short internship, Daddy said I could tag along with him for the day, maybe even a whole week if things worked out.

I jumped on it, knowing I might learn a thing or two but also realizing it would be a good opportunity to run into his boss.

I sat down in the chair across from his desk, realizing it had been years since I’d visited him at work. On the wall were a number of plaques, awards, and what looked to be a picture from this year’s company picnic. Mom and I hadn’t gone because we were both sick with a cold at the same time.

I walked over to the photo and scanned the faces, wondering which one of them was Mr. Scott. Most of them were familiar, co-workers of his I’d met years ago. People rarely left the company.

But there was one face that was new. An extremely dark and handsome face. Damn, was this Daddy’s new boss?

“Can I help you, miss?”

“Hmm?” I spun around, only to be standing face-to-face with the same face I’d just seen in the photo.

Dear God. He was even sexier in person, being that he was huge, black, and carried a strong frame and commanding presence. His eyes moved over me in one long, slow stroke.

“I’m Tabitha. Darren’s daughter. I’m interning for the day.”

He leaned against the doorframe and lifted a brow, looking me over once again but this time much faster. “You’re his daughter.” He said it like a statement, not a question.

“Yes, sir. And you are…?” I stepped forward, feeling the cool air ruffle through my silky blouse, parting it slightly and allowing my breasts to be a little more exposed. My nipples hardened at the exposure.

“I’m Mr. Scott, the company president. Your father told me he was bringing an intern for the day. I don’t recall him saying it was his daughter. Where is he now?”

I rested a hand on Daddy’s desk, feeling flutters run through my tummy. “He … went to look for you, actually.”

Mr. Scott nodded slowly, running a hand over his chin as he licked me with his gaze. Damn. I wanted him to lick me with his tongue instead. “Why don’t you come with me? I’ll get you familiar with the office procedures.”

Oh fuck yes.

I followed him out of Daddy’s office, and he met us coming down the hall. His face paled, but I just smiled brightly at him.

“Darren, I’m taking your daughter to my office to go over a few things. Why don’t you contact the team and let them know to be in the conference room in one hour for a meeting.”

“Uh, yes. Sure. I—I can do that,” Daddy answered, his eyes shooting back and forth between the two of us.

God. He was so nervous I felt sorry for him. He needed to relax.

“See you soon, Daddy.” I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek to show Mr. Scott that we were a tight family. Bosses liked that sort of thing, didn’t they?

Right before walking into Mr. Scott’s office, he placed a hand on my lower back, guiding me in first and closing the door. It sounded like he turned a lock, but I wasn’t sure. I was suddenly so nervous that I was acutely aware of the pounding in my ears.

“Have a seat.”

“Thanks.” His chair was much plusher than Daddy’s. I sat down and crossed my legs, noticing the bossman eyeing me below the waist.

He sat behind his desk and leaned back, running a hand over the top of his dark, shaved head. “Tell me about yourself, Tabitha.”

What a loaded statement. Where do I start?

“What would you like to know, Mr. Scott?”

I wanted to impress him right out of the gate. I was bound and determined to get a date out of this. And yes, I had noticed that he wasn’t wearing a wedding band.

“Please, call me Rig, and I’d like to know whatever you’d like to share.”

“Rig? As in… Big Rig?” I asked with a flirtatious smile.

His deadpan expression intimidated me. I expected him to explain that Rig was short for his real name, but he simply answered in the affirmative. “Yes. That’s exactly right. Now tell me. Why are you interested in interning here?”

He just got right to the point. Now I understood what Daddy meant when he said he ran a tight ship. I ran my hands nervously down my legs, wiping the sweat from my palms.

“Well, I’m an accounting major, and Daddy really likes working here. I thought it would be a great place to learn. He also speaks very highly of you.”

That got me half a smile. He rubbed his chin and nodded as if to say thank you, then pointed his gaze at my chest. My nipples puckered once again, and tingles shot between my legs.

“It seems your father neglected to let you know we have a dress code here.”

My cheeks grew hot. I’m sure I was blushing. The last thing I wanted to do was get my daddy in trouble. “He did tell me about the dress code. I chose to wear this anyway.”

“Is that so?” Another glance at my chest.

“Yes, sir.”

I was trying like hell to speak with confidence. But at the same time, I was shrinking in my chair, feeling smaller and smaller by the second. Maybe this was a mistake…

“Tell me, Tabitha, why you would choose to wear something so revealing to a professional workplace?”

Okay, now I was getting irritated. It was the tone of his voice, more condescending than my daddy’s, that was pissing me off.

I smiled politely and stood up. “You know, I appreciate your time, but I believe this has been a mistake. I’ll see myself out.”

He waited until I was all the way to the door, twisting the knob and discovering that it was locked, before stopping me.

“Come back here, Tabitha. I’m not finished with you.”

His words jarred me. But, they also made my core tighten, and my pussy grew instantly … anticipatory.

I turned slowly, and when I did, I noticed that he had swiveled his chair in my direction. He curled a finger at me, giving me a sterner look than my own daddy gave me.

I walked in his direction, feeling nervous jitters. How had I gone from feeling sexy and confident and wanting this man, to shaking like a leaf?

After sitting back down in the soft chair, Rig licked his lips and bore his gaze into me, still looking as serious as ever.

“Why don’t we just cut to the chase here. Admit that you dressed that way … to catch someone’s attention.”

“Perhaps I did.”

He raised an eyebrow and looked at my chest again, sending hot pulses of energy to my pussy.

“Well, let me say, whether you wanted it or not, you definitely got my attention.”

A wave of heat swept over me, and I squirmed slightly in my chair.

“Have you ever been with a black man, Tabitha?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling dizzy with lust. Was this actually happening? “No. I’ve … never been with anyone, Rig.”

He ran his fingers over his mouth and trailed his eyes over my legs again before standing up. When he did, I couldn’t help but notice the monstrous bulge in his pants. I clenched the arms of the chair, wondering if I was seeing things.

“If you really want your first day as an intern to be successful, you need to learn the first rule around here. Rig Scott gets what he wants.”

He stood in front of me and pulled off his tie, then began unbuttoning his white button-down shirt, revealing chiseled abs and cocoa skin. My heart raced, my pulse hammered, and my pussy grew wetter.

“What is it you want, sir?” I asked, playfully biting my lip.

“I want you to take that shirt off, for starters. Let me see those tits of yours.”

I unbuttoned my blouse and spread the material apart, showing him my pale breasts and feeling my nipples curl into points. I got a rush at exposing myself and watching his dark eyes flicker. And when the bulge in his pants twitched, it made my pussy throb.

“Damn. Your nipples look like pretty little cherries just waiting to be licked.”

I smiled. “Thank you.”

“But, since you’re a virgin, you may have a little bit of trouble taking all of me in.” He undid his pants and let them fall to the floor. He stood in front of me in nothing but snug boxer-briefs. I could see the outline of his huge shaft. It looked like it was the size of my forearm.

Jesus.

“I can try. You’re the boss, after all. It’s my job to serve you.”

He smiled down at me as he slid his briefs down, forcing his cock to bounce as it was freed from its prison.

“Oh, you’re not going to just try. You’re going to take all of my dark meat in all of your pretty little holes. Starting with that mouth of yours. Now get on the floor and suck me dry like a good little slutty intern.” He gripped the top of my hair and pulled me out of the chair, forcing me to my knees faster than a Saturday night hooker.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used properly by your daddy’s mean black boss?”

“Yes,” I huffed, feeling the cream pulse from my pussy.

“Then lift up that skirt of yours so I can watch your little ass shake as I fuck your mouth.”

Hornier than I’ve ever been in my life, I shimmed the tight fabric up over my hips and to my waist. I wasn’t wearing any panties, but I’m sure Rig probably suspected that.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl. Fuck. I can’t wait to slide my dick between those creamy globes later. But for now, open up your mouth and let me in.”

More fluids slid out of my tunnel, creeping down the inside of my thigh as I gripped the base of his thick black shaft. I felt his pulse through his spongy veins, and saw a droplet of clear precum pulse from the slit of his crown.

I parted my lips and stuck out my tongue before dragging it over the thick salty fluid, enjoying his moans of pleasure. The head was so thick, though, I didn’t know how I was going to fit all of it inside my mouth.

“Stretch that jaw wide, baby. Big Rig is going in.”

I opened as wide as I could, and it was enough to fit the head in. I started sucking right away, and he forcefully bobbed my head back and forth, pushing me further and further down his length with each pump.

His heavy black balls swung like a pendulum as he rotated his hips. I swirled my tongue all over the underside of his thick meat, hearing him growl above me. My pussy was dripping at this point, being used for his sexual pleasure so roughly.

Rig got about a third of his cock in my mouth. My jaw was aching and my eyes tearing out of control. I felt more precum seep out when he tightened his grip on my hair so much that it caused my scalp to sting.

“Fuck. Hold it right there, and suck as hard as you can, baby.”

I sucked with all my might, my vaginal walls growing tight and my labia feeling so swollen. Suddenly, his cock turned into a rod of steel and twitched several times before spitting out a hard jet of cum.

I groaned and swallowed as much as I could. But there was so much, it ended up pooling out of the corners of my mouth and dribbling down my chin.

“Fuuuuuck,” he gritted out, his voice deep and rumbly.

Rig held himself steady inside my mouth, shooting out several more ropes of cum that I managed to swallow. Then, he ejected himself, giving his long black meat several strokes as he admired me from above.

As I caught my breath, he lifted me off the floor then laid me on my back, across the top of his desk with my ass barely hanging off the edge. He ripped off his shirt, allowing me to admire the rest of his huge, dark frame, his muscles and smooth chest.

“I gotta get that sweet virgin pussy primed for this big cock. I sure as hell don’t want to split you in two.”

Fuck. My pussy was aching for his extra-large cock. I needed to be pounded, to be allowed to cum. My whole body was trembling from the need to be fucked and dominated.

Rig pushed my legs open and wedged his body between them, his cock bumping into my freshly shaved mound. His strong hands cupped my breasts before he leaned down and flicked his tongue over my nipples, sending red hot flames of passion through my core.

“Oh yessss,” I hissed, bucking my hips slightly.

He then cupped my pussy, letting his fingers barely explore my creamy slit, just enough to get them coated in my juices. I huffed and bucked my hips again, and he made his way down there, snaking his tongue deep in my slit, then coming out to flick my clit.

“Oh fuck. Right there,” I purred.

He growled as he licked me, sneaking a finger down to my forbidden entrance and sliding it in. I nearly came off the desk, but he pushed me down with his left hand, forcing me to stay put.

It burned a little, and felt strange, but as he wiggled his tongue back and forth over my quivering bundle of nerves, I quickly grew to love it. I lifted my head and watched Rig licking my pussy and pumping his hand near my ass, undulating my pelvis as I got closer to cumming.

“Ooooooooh…that’s so good. Finger my little asshole,” I begged.

He pushed a second finger inside, and the pressure was so intense it sent me tumbling over the edge. My thighs shook and my body jerked as I came, hot cream streaming from my virgin hole as Rig sucked my clit past his lips.

I could feel his tongue working my bouncing pearl, and I nearly shrieked from the pleasure. My breathing was ragged, and I clutched some papers on his desk as my orgasm subsided.

Rig stood up, his full lips glistening with my juices, and settled his cock between my legs, holding the base as his crown nudged at my entrance.

“Fuck. I can already tell how tight you are.”

I bit my lip and dug my nails into his lower abs as he pushed inside of me, spearing my opening and stretching me wider and wider.

“Tight enough to make you cum hard and fast,” I teased.

“Don’t tempt me,” he growled, pushing himself all the way in.

I gasped at the sudden intrusion. The pressure was immense, but I could feel him hitting my cervix and rubbing along my G-spot.

His hands tightly gripped my tits as he began pounding me. He growled and pinched my nipples, thrusting harder, deeper, faster.

My eyes fluttered closed as my body slid around on his desk while he fucked me roughly. My pussy grew tighter, and my toes curled as I came again, right before him. My slick walls contracted hard around his girth, and I could feel his cum leaking from my gash with each thrust.

“Fuck!” he yelled. “Pussy so good, I don’t care if I get you pregnant.”

A thrill shot through me, and I came again, this time as he pinched my nipples hard.

He slipped out of my pussy and down to my tight little asshole, then gripped my thighs and forced my legs wide apart as he entered my rose in one slow but steady push.

I mewed, shocked that it didn’t hurt worse than it did. It hurt but only for a second. And then the pain gave way to the most wonderful feeling of fullness.

“Oh god… your tight ass is gonna make me cum again,” he groaned.

“Fuck, me too…” I moaned.

His thrusts were urgent but steady, and when he got a rhythm going and gently pinched my clit between his fingers, I orgasmed once again, this time feeling my tight ring squeeze his thick black shaft repeatedly like a fist.

“Ooooh, yeah, I’m cumming…” I said, feeling my nipples harden into points.

His voice growled low but loud as he shot his seed in my bowels, hot sticky liquid dribbling out of my ass and pussy now.

I felt totally used for all the right reasons.

Rig gave several more hard thrusts, causing his balls to slap into my fleshy globes. And when he finally went soft and slipped out of my bottom, I secretly hoped he wasn’t done with me.

“Damn, baby.” He leaned down and planted a kiss on each breast. “We need to make ourselves presentable for this meeting. But after that, I’m going to be ready for round two.”

“Mmm,” I smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

This internship was the best decision I’d ever made.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Daddy’s Secret Photo Stash:

“What did Daddy tell you about going in his office without permission?”

Her cunt clenched, despite the fact that she was shocked he was referring to himself as “Daddy,” Ella took a moment to answer. “You said to stay out.”

“And did you follow that rule, young lady?” His hand softly swept over the swell of her rear end.

“No,” Ella whimpered.

“No, what?”

“No … Daddy. I didn’t follow that rule.” Ella noticed her pussy getting wetter, and she throbbed extra hard when she called him the “d” word.

A growl crept up his throat. “That’s right. You didn’t. And for that reason, Daddy must spank you. One time for each rule you broke.”

********
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