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Her Daddy’s Boss 

 

Alice wished that she were anywhere else.

Like back at college. She was having such a great time at her classes there.

But no, her Luke wanted her to come home to see him even though she wasn’t his little girl anymore. She was 18, with a life ahead of her.

And a bunch of cute guys back on campus, of course. But she wasn’t about to tell her dad that.

“Thanks, baby,” her dad said from the driver’s seat, “I’m sure this won’t take too long.”

“Whatever,” Alice replied, eyes glued to her phone.

“I really hadn’t expected Luke to want me to come in. It’s a Saturday! Better be a goddam emergency.”

Alice rolled her eyes. 

Luke was her dad’s boss. He owned the shipping and logistics company that her dad worked for.

She’d met him a few times, at employee functions and Christmas parties and that sort of thing. He was about the same age as her dad, and really not bad looking at all. Especially for an older guy.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you,” her dad said, giving her shoulder a quick squeeze.

It was hot out, and she’d dressed for the weather. A strapless top over a nice, airy skirt that ended a good bit above her knee.

She knew that her dad didn’t like the skirt very much, but that was part of the reason that she wore it.

She liked to bug him like that.

They reached the main office building, the entire lot empty except for their car and some big Lexus, which she assumed belonged to Luke.

They pulled right up to the front and her dad killed the engine.

“You want to wait here while I go and see?” he said.

“Out of the air conditioning? Are you crazy?” she replied, unbuckling her seatbelt.

Besides, she kind of wanted to see if Luke was as decent looking as she remembered him. Not that she was really into silver foxes or anything like that.

They got out and then went into the blessedly cool office. It was five floors, and Luke’s office was on the top. Luckily the place had an elevator.

They got up there and found Luke in the executive lounge, which had a bar with barstools and nice overstuffed leather furniture.

Alice checked to see if the place had WiFi.

“The password’s 123789,” Luke said from where he stood by the bar.

“Thanks,” she said, glancing at him then back down to her phone. She kept watching him from the corner of her eye. Yeah, he really was kind of hot.

“So what’s going on?” her dad said.

Luke came over and put his arm over her dad’s shoulders and led him away. Alice noticed how he was so much taller than her dad.

They talked for a while.

“That’s out at the warehouse!” her dad exclaimed.

Luke kept a grip on her dad’s bicep, smiling a little. “Yeah, I want you to go get it so we can finish this up without any more trouble.”

Her dad shook his head, “There’s construction all through town! It’s going to take a good hour to get there and back.”

“Better hurry up, then.”

“Come on, Alice,” her dad said, “We better get this over with.”

Her heart leapt. She didn’t know why she said it at first, only that she didn’t stop herself. “Actually, I think I’ll stay here.”

Her dad stopped for a moment and frowned at her. Then he glanced at his watch. “Suit yourself.”

They both watched her dad go get the elevator.

Alice wandered over to the bar and sat down on one of the stools. Her skirt rode up her thighs, and she caught Luke looking at the exposed skin.

A tingling warmth started low in her stomach.

She wasn’t used to attention like that from older guys.

“Your dad tell you why he’s here today?” Luke said. He came over and stood behind her.

“Nope,” she said. Her heartbeat quickened. Luke really was a big guy. And she could smell his aftershave. It was this musky, masculine thing that tickled in her sinuses.

“He knows he’s up for a promotion, so he’s willing to do just about anything for me. Don’t you want your dad to get a promotion?” Luke said.

“Yeah, I guess,” she replied. It would be nice, she knew. She bet he’d even send her more money each month. And she really didn’t want to work a part time job while she was taking classes.

“You’ve really grown into a beautiful young woman. I’ll bet the guys are all over you at college.”

She blushed. Is he really flirting with me right now? “I guess.”

“You know, I think you could help him get that promotion today. Here and now.”

She swallowed hard. The blood pounded past her ears. Her whole body felt hot. But pleasantly so.

“How?” she said. She thought she knew.

“You could let me be your daddy, just for a little bit…” he said.

Her pussy quivered.

Luke bent down and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment, apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

“Hey, look at me,” Luke said, standing up straight.

Alice spun around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her shoulders.

“You are a beautiful woman.”

She shuddered again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up under his gaze.

“Luke...” She said.

Luke’s hands moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face. 

Leaning over, he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Alice couldn’t even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

Then he had her up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the couch. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head, She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

He pushed her down onto the couch. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her skirt and panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

All at once, she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Luke pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

His cock sprung up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed, using the other to brace herself on the couch. Precum already leaked from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

Grabbing her by the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Alice used the ball of her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his tongue pushed into her mouth.

When he pulled his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

“Luke...” Alice said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

Grabbing her by the thighs, Luke pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the couch. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Luke grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her chest. 

His mouth was slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

Alice put her hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain. 

She felt herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in anticipation.

The wait wasn’t a long one.

Pushing on her knees to angle her hips up a little more, Luke positioned himself. 

“Daddy...” Alice said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

“Daddy...” She breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

“Daddy!” Alice screamed as her stepfather filled her with his long, hard cock. 

The tight ring at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back from the strength of her squeezing.

It felt so good to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep him from slipping back through her lips. 

She’d kept her hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against him.

“You’re fucking me, daddy...” Alice said.

“Baby...” Luke said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in her. “Don’t tell your mother.”

He thrust back into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire length again. 

They both watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to keep her mouth closed.

She didn’t know how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew they needed to come out. 

Looking down again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

“Do you like fucking your employee’s daughter’s tight little pussy, Luke?” Alice said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

“It’s so tight and wet...” Luke said. Lines of concentration had formed on his forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as his thrusts came harder and faster.

The back of the couch kept slapping against the wall.

“You fuck me so good, daddy. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Daddy...”

Her eyes rolled back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

It felt so good to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic, cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around her stepdad’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

“Oh, Alice...” Luke moaned. 

His thrusts were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

“I need to taste you, Luke,” Alice said. 

Grabbing the base of his cock, Luke pulled out of her. Alice snarled as he left her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

Going onto her stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as she stuffed him into her mouth. 

Alice had never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the stuff that made it so her daddy’s big cock could fit into her, she knew. Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

He groaned as she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

“You’re cock tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He throbbed in her grip. 

“Do you want to keep fucking me?” She asked.

Luke nodded.

“Turn around so daddy can see that tight little ass while he fucks you,” Luke said. 

Doing as her daddy told her, Alice spun around. She went on her hands and knees, arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Luke could see what he wanted. 

Resting on her forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more. 

This move enticed Luke back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer. 

“Fuck me hard, Luke,” Alice said. 

She loved getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened around him.

Still holding his cock, Luke slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Alice felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

“Please fuck me, daddy...” Alice begged.

She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Luke’s fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his heart.

“Come on, Luke. Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

Luke’s shaft slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge as he began thrusting.

Luke grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Alice let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth and bit down on it. 

Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps. 

“I’ve been such a bad girl, daddy...”she said.

His thrusting also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

Luke pulled one hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Alice yelped at the pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the surprise. 

She grabbed up the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his shaft.

The flesh where he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

“You’re such a bad girl,” Luke said, smacking her again.

“Oh, daddy, I’m so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Luke stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only heat and wetness.

“You’re making me come, Luke! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

Then she couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the tip of her nose.

Even with her eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

She squeezed so tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Luke had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

“Oh, daddy,” Alice choked out, “It’s so good...”

“God!” Luke yelled.

He pulled out of her. The next moment, she felt his hot cum spurting onto her back. More and more of it came out of him, leaving her flesh hot and sticky.

When he finished, he sank down onto his back on the couch beside her. He looked up into her face. She kissed him. His lips were hot and soft against hers. Then she slid her lips down his body. He gasped as she cleaned him off, licking the last of his cum from the tip of his cock.

“So did he get the promotion?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” Luke replied, “Now, let’s get all this taken care of before your dad gets back. Wouldn’t want him seeing any of this. He’d lose the promotion if he did.”

She went to the bathroom and washed Luke’s load off her body. Her pussy ached. Luke had a big cock. Bigger than any guy she’d been with already.

It was a good ache, though.

She checked herself in the mirror, washing her face with cold water to make her blush go away a bit faster.

She wondered if maybe Luke wouldn’t want to promote her dad even further in the future. And what she might be able to do to help that along. 




Getting Rough with Her Daddy’s Boss 

 

Viola hated the thought of camping.

She hated actual camping even more. Especially when she hadn’t even wanted to go in the first place.

But her dad had insisted.

“Come on, Viola, it’ll be fun!” he said, “I know that you’re 18 and an adult now, but I want to hang out with you before you go off to school!”

So she’d agreed. Then he dropped the rest of the details on her. It wasn’t just the two of them going on a trip.

No, it was a business thing. Her dad’s boss had decided to throw the office-wide camping trip as a company bonding trip.

And her dad didn’t tell her this until they got off the turnpike at the exit for the park.

“I’ve always kind of thought that Dean was a dick, dad,” Viola said, crossing her arms across her chest, the smooth screen of her phone pressed against her left shoulder.

Her phone had lost any semblance of a signal when they made the exit off the turnpike.

It was going to be a long weekend.

“Yeah I guess he can be,” her dad said, “But this’ll be fun. I’ll make sure we set up our camp away from everyone else so that we can get some time in together.”

“At least there’s s’mores…” Viola muttered.

“Oh, sorry, about five miles back I realized I forgot to pack that. Don’t worry; I’m sure that someone will be willing to share!”

Viola face-palmed. “Whatever.”

This weekend is just getting better and better!

She wondered if maybe some of her dad’s coworkers might bring their kids. She then wondered if maybe one of those others would be a guy her own age. Or maybe a bit older. So long as he was cute.

She thought that maybe, just maybe, if there was a cute guy there to hang out with then maybe she could make it through this awful camping trip alive.

Besides, there were worse ways to pass the time than fucking in a tent.

They pulled into the campground not long after. Viola squirmed a little in her seat. She’d made the mistake of fantasizing about that cute boy and what might happen late at night, after she could sneak out and meet up with him.

“Coming?” her dad said.

Heat flooded into her cheeks at his (unknown to him) pun and she couldn’t look at him, “I will! Just give me a sec.”

“Sure, fine,” he said, “I’m going to say hi to some people.”

There were plenty of cars in the lot. It looked like a bunch of the others had also pretty much just arrived, which gave Viola a pretty good chance to take a look at the meat market.

There were some guys around her age there, it seemed. But they were scrawny little sticks more interested in their handhelds than anything.

Then her door opened.

 “Dad!” she started.

But it wasn’t her dad.

“Hey, Viola. Long time no see,” Dean said.

He smiled in at her. Dean was her dad’s boss. He was the eternal bachelor type, which she heard her dad make fun of sometimes. Of course, she thought her dad mocked Dean because he was jealous.

“Dean! Have you been working out?” Viola said, that heat still in her cheeks. And between her thighs.

She didn’t mean to flirt with Dean like that. He was old enough to be her dad! There was gray in his hair!

But he was also the best looking guy in the campgrounds.

“Here, let me help you out,” Dean said, offering a hand. 

She accepted and then gasped when he hauled her out like she weighed nothing. The gasp turned to a laugh when he got her to do a little spin.

She knew how tight the jeans she had on were. She knew how they outlined her shapely, pert ass.

And she knew that Dean liked the way her ass looked.

A little dizzy from the spin, she leaned back against the side of her dad’s car. Dean looked really good. Fit.

And he eyed her with this wolfish expression that left the crotch of her panties moist.

“You’ve grown into quite the young woman since I last saw you,” he said.

“Thanks!” she replied, swiping a bit of stay hair back of her ear.

“What are you now? 19, 20?”

“18,” she said. She almost wanted to ad, legal to that, but didn’t. Not with her dad so close. “So… did you come her with anyone? Your girlfriend?”

He grinned, one side of his mouth going higher than the other. “Not how I role. I’m here lone wolf.”

“Cool,” she replied.

Dean stepped back and looked at her some more. Her pussy quivered under that gaze, and she wanted to wriggle around from the sensation but held herself still.

“Look, I know this isn’t the sort of thing you want to do on your summer break. But if you are looking for something more interesting, feel free to stop on by my tent anytime. I’m set up a bit away from the main campground,” he said, pointing in the general direction he meant.

Then he winked and walked away.

The rest of the day, Viola couldn’t get him out of her thoughts. Had he really meant what she thought he meant?

Had he really checked her out?

If she went to his tent tonight, what would happen?

“Well, I’m turning in. You going to stay up a while?” her dad asked.

He’d set their tent up close to one of the fires going. Viola sat in a folding chair by that fire, her eyes looking at it but not really seeing it. The wood crackled and the heat felt nice as it throbbed against her.

“Yeah,” she said, “Don’t wait up for me.”

She gave him ten minutes in the tent before getting up. A lot of other people had gone to sleep, too. She picked her way carefully through the various campsites until she found him.

He sat on a chair, poking his fire with a stick and watching the red hot embers float through the air. There was a coil of rope beside his chair.

“Hey,” she said.

He looked at her but said nothing. Instead he got up and stalked towards her. Viola’s heart pounded hard against her ribs. Her pussy quivered, already so slick.

He didn’t beat the around the bush. Dean grabbed her. She gasped when his hard body pressed against hers.

His hand moved between her thighs, the pressure against her pussy so delicious. She ached for his touch.

Viola grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a kiss. He rubbed harder and faster at her pussy, making her whimper a little.

Pulling back, she said, “You any good with that rope of yours?”

Smiling, Dean stood up. She could see his member, stiff down one leg of his pants. Her mouth watered just looking at it. 

He grabbed the coil of rope, letting it slap gently against his thigh. When he turned around, Viola was on her knees. Her heart slammed against her ribcage, and her pussy felt wet enough to accept him right at that moment.

Moving closer to him, she looked into his eyes as she undid his belt, pulling the strap out of the buckle. She pulled the belt out by the buckle with one hand while she moved the palm of her other hand in circles over the rock hard head of his cock. When she got the belt out, he took it from her and she started on the button and zipper.

“You’re so hard already,” Viola said, “Looking at my ass when I bend over does that to you?”

He smiled at her and said, “I dunno. Why don’t you turn around and bend over and we’ll see what my cock does?” 

Turning her head over her shoulder as she rotated, she went on all fours on the ground. Resting her forearms on her bedroll, she arched her back and shoved her butt into the air. She felt herself tremble when she saw him lick his lips. His eyes widened as well. 

Then, drawing his arm back, he whipped her lightly on the ass with the leather strap of his belt.

Viola made an “Oo!” noise as she felt her body tense up. She wriggled her body at him. He smiled again, then whipped her harder. The belt made an impressive “crack!” against the denim of her jeans.

Viola licked her lips and then yelped as the belt smacked her again. Before he could do it again, she said, “So what is your cock doing now?”

“Telling me to shove him into your little pussy and find out how tight you are.”

Reached down, Viola undid her pants. She let him watch while she slid her hands down her back, hooked her fingers into the waist of her jeans, and pushed them slowly down to reveal her curved cheeks. She wondered if her slit was wet enough to glint in the firelight. It certainly felt like it was. 

“Are you going to ride me like a pony? What if my dad finds out?” Viola asked, grabbed her thighs just under her ass and spreading them apart, pulling the lips of her pussy apart as well. She could feel the warmth on her fingers.

Dean drew his belt back and whipped her on the ass again, leaving Viola squealing. A red line had already formed on her skin where the belt had struck. 

“You’re dad’s not going to find out. Besides, I’m his boss. If he wants to keep his job, he wouldn’t do shit.”

Kneeling down behind her, Dean grabbed her wrists. In a few moments, he’d expertly bound her hands. Her weight rested on her chest and her knees. Her ass felt a little sore, but she forgot all about that when Dean grabbed one cheek in each hand and began playing with them. He squeezed her firm flesh with his strong fingers, letting his thumbs travel down into her cleft. She moaned when he ran the ball of one thumb over her asshole. 

He stopped, and she couldn’t see what he was doing. But it sounded like he was taking off his clothes. He dropped them on the ground, and she got a glimpse of a well-muscled leg and thigh as he knelt down behind her again.

This time, he grabbed her cheeks and spread them wide apart.

His tongue pushed through the lips of her pussy and ran up her slit, collecting all her juices as she shuddered. Every time he got to her hole, he poked his tongue in as far as it would go, running it against her slippery walls and sending shocks up the small of her back. In no time, she’d gotten so wet that he made slurping noises as he worked on her tight little pussy. 

Stopping, he held her steady with one forearm across the small of her back. She braced herself, waiting to feel his hard cock strain to cram in against her tightness. 

Instead, she jumped when his big hand landed on her ass. He started smacking her, the sounds echoing across the plain.

“Yeah!” Dean yelled as she felt the sting of his hand again.

He grabbed his cock and began moving it around the insides of her thighs, leaving them sticky with his warm precum. He ran the tip of his cock through her slit, stopping for a moment at her opening, letting her pussy get the head nice and wet. She moaned as she felt herself stretch a little around his girth. Then he pulled his cock back. 

With an effort of will, Viola rolled onto her back. He laughed as she struggled, but he stopped a moment later. She’d untied herself and leapt at him, knocking him onto his naked back.

She kissed him so hard that their teeth clashed. Viola didn’t care. She worked her jeans and underwear off, writhing on top of his body. Sucking his lip into her mouth she bit it at the same time that she grabbed his cock and squeezed it. 

“So you think you can tease me, boy?” Viola said, straddling his hips. The shaft of his cock rested perfectly along her slit, and she ground down against it. He began to squirm beneath her.

Viola stopped him by pressing her nails into his muscular chest and running them down his torso, leaving long red marks. He grabbed her by the ass then, almost succeeding in shifting her body enough to let his cock jam in. She just managed to grab his wrists and move them over his head.

Grabbing the rope, she quickly wound a knot around his wrists, making sure it was nice and tight. 

“Do you have any idea how hard it is to watch a handsome man like you all day?”

Grinning, Dean said, “No. How hard?”

Viola wiped the grin of his face with a slap hard enough to turn his head. She pulled off her shirt, letting him look at her stiff little nipples.

 Fumbling around for a moment, she found his belt. She doubled it up so that it made a smaller loop. He eyed it warily. 

“Now,” Viola admonished, “You better give me the ride I’ve been looking for, or you’re going to feel the sting.”

To show him that she meant business, she slapped the belt down onto one of his pecs. She felt his body jerk, and he closed his eyes.

“Now, have I broken you in, or do you need a bit more of this?” Viola snapped her makeshift crop against itself.

His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and then he nodded.

Reaching back, she grabbed his balls with one hand. They were warm in her palm. She felt his shaft stiffen against her slit as she began gently massaging them. Dean’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and he began grinding his hips, moving his cock against her pussy. She felt it rubbing against her clit, making her pussy juice and tighten.

“Yeah… that’s it. I bet you want that nice hard cock of yours in my soft, wet hole. Don’t you?” Viola said. He looked at her and nodded. Letting go of his balls, she grabbed his chin. Locking their eyes, she brought the belt down on his chest again. He sucked in a breath through clenched teeth. Viola moaned. His sudden spasm had driven his cock even harder against her clit. 

Her sopping slit was so wet that he could slide his length back and forth along it with no problems now. 

Viola sucked in a breath of her own as a wave of desire to feel him moving inside her washed over her. Reaching back, running her hand down her own ass while lifting her body off him slightly, she grabbed his rod. He was so long that she had to sit up more. 

His eyes rolled back again as she guided the head to her hole and let it slip in. She felt her nipples get harder as her pussy stretched and strained to contain his girth. She let the weight of her body do most of the work, sinking down on him and feeling his bulbous head ram her walls apart as she sank farther and farther onto him. 

When she had him all the way in, she leaned in, grasping a handful of the soft hair at the back of his head. He raised his chin, trying to move his lips to hers. As she moved her pussy up his cock, she sucked his bottom lip into her mouth. She kept lifting until only his head remained locked inside her tight grip. Shoving down, she bit his lip at the same time. He made a sound that was a mix of a yelp and a moan. He swelled inside her as she lifted again. 

Every time she slammed her pussy down, she filled it up with his cock. He was so hard, and she was so soft. It was all she could think about. It was making her so wet, which was good, because her pussy also got tighter each time she fucked him.

Grabbing his head, she yanked it up and thrust one of her nipples into his mouth. He sucked on her until it hurt, then he kept sucking. Reaching back with one hand, she started running her fingers down the cleft of her ass. Feeling her sensitive little asshole like that practically made her jump.

When she couldn’t take the pain any more, she forced his mouth over to her other nipple. She squealed and yelped while he grunted and moaned. He thrust his hips up now every time she moved down on him, making their flesh slap together. 

Viola realized how she wanted to finish with him. Prying his lips off her breast, she stood up off him.

“Damn it, Viola. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Dean said.

She’d turned around to face his feet, going into reverse cowgirl position. Grabbing his cock as she squatted over him, she stuck it back inside. 

Viola really started riding him then, her hips bobbing up and down like she was on a bucking bronco.

Grabbing the belt, she started whipping his thighs, first one, then the other. Dean put his bound hands on the small of her back and pushed down harder. His cock felt like it was getting harder inside her.

Thinking about how much staring at her ass as it bobbed up and down in front of him brought Viola to the brink. She whipped him harder, trying to urge his thrusting hips to greater speed as they both got closer to climaxing.

His body went completely rigid under hers. His cock was like steel against her soft and smooth walls, driving her nerves crazy.

She continued sliding her pussy up and down his cock as he started filling her with his cum, sending it in hot streams that shot out so hard she could feel as it hit the back of her cunt. 

Viola came on him, her body trembling as her pussy did its best to squeeze all the cum out of his cock, squeezing and relaxing in time with his spurts. She leaned forward and grabbed his ankles for support as her orgasm deepened. She moaned and screamed as he remained hard inside her. 

“Oh Dean, fill me up!” Viola groaned.

They both trembled and shuddered as their orgasms finished. She could feel his seed inside her, slowly moving down her walls. She gave his cock, which was still rock-hard, a few more strokes of her pussy, making sure she’d gotten every last drop, before she rolled off him. His shaft glistened wetly in the firelight, covered in her juices and his cum. She watched as his chest heaved. 

“I never asked if you were on the pill,” Dean said.

“I’m not stupid; of course I am,” she replied.

“Hmm, that’s almost too bad. I think it would be kind of hot to knock you up,” he said.

Her pussy tingled, and she could feel the hot wetness of his spunk in her. “You know, this camping trip turned out better than I expected.”

“We still have one more night,” Dean said.

“And you’re sure my dad won’t find out?” she said. Her pussy started to ache. Dean had a big cock, and it had really stretched her out. Still, she thought she’d be ready to go again by tomorrow night.

“Not a chance in hell,” Dean replied.




Tempting Her Daddy’s Boss 

 

Ellie heard some of the secretaries talking when she went to visit her dad at his office downtown.

Normally she didn’t eavesdrop, but what she heard had her wriggling in her chair.

“I’ve never been fucked like that before!” one secretary said, keeping her voice low. 

“I know, right? I came like 6 times… Who knew Mr. Bronson was such an animal?” the second one replied.

Ellie sat on a padded chair on the other side of the wall from where the two women chatted.

This was the last summer before college started. She’d turned 18 a couple of months ago. She wanted to spend more time with her dad before she moved away for school.

He was busy at a meeting, so Ellie had decided to wait for him to finish so that they could grab lunch.

But now she found herself holding her breath so she could hear better. Her cheeks started to get hot.

“Did… Did you let him come in you?” the first one said.

“I didn’t think I had a choice. Besides, it was so hot. I could feel it, you know, splashing inside of me,” the second replied.

Ellie swallowed hard. She’d actually broken up with her high school boyfriend a couple weeks earlier, saying she didn’t want a long distance relationship.

They’d had sex a lot, sure. But she’d never let him come inside of her. Even though it sounded super hot and she’d gotten one of those copper IUDs not long ago.

She pushed her thighs together hard, relishing the sensation of the pressure against her swollen mound.

Her pussy tingled, the blood flowing down to that central point in her body.

“Did he take you to his secret room?” the first asked.

“Of course,” the second replied.

“Ellie!” 

She jumped in her chair, her heart pushing up into her throat.

Mr. Bronson stood there in a dark three-piece, his shoulders broad in his jacket and touches of gray in his black hair.

Ellie’s blush deepened.

“Mr. Bronson,” she said, “I didn’t see you there.”

“Apparently not. Are you waiting for your dad? He’s in a meeting,” Bronson said.

“I know.”

She tried to get herself under control. But her pussy wouldn’t stop quivering. And she was already wet. 

She couldn’t stop thinking about what it might feel like to have Mr. Bronson’s hard, throbbing cock fill her up with a hot load.

She hoped that Mr. Bronson didn’t see the color in her cheeks. Or the way that she rubbed at her inner thighs.

“Why don’t you come along to my office and wait there? It’ll be nicer than sitting out in the hall.” He held out one hand and smiled.

“Sure…” Ellie said, heartbeat so loud it slammed in her ears. She accepted his hand and he immediately pulled her to her feet.

Then he let her go in front of him. She wondered then if he was checking out her ass.

They got to his large and lavish office and he indicated for her to sit down across from him.

They laughed over a couple jokes about her dad.

Still, Ellie couldn’t think about anything but fucking him. And what had the secretaries meant about a secret room.

“You’re such a pretty thing now. I expect to hear tales of many broken hearts from your dad about your college years,” he said.

“Yeah…” she said. She needed to do something to relieve this pressure.

On a sudden impulse, Ellie leaned across the desk and kissed him. His lips tasted sweet, and there was no surprise or panic at all. He returned her kiss, bringing it up another notch as his tongue poked into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her head and held her firmly to him.

He pulled away from her. They both breathed deeply. Ellie felt her body tremble. She was afraid that he’d tell her it wasn’t appropriate. That she needed to go.

That he’d tell her father.

But he didn’t.

“Come with me,” Bronson said. 

He pushed away from the desk and stood. He didn’t look back to see if Ellie followed. She did, standing up on shaky legs and walking a few steps behind him.

It looked like he was going towards a wall. He touched a particular panel and a door opened. Lights flickered on automatically in the secret room as James Bronson entered. Ellie stepped through the doorway, her eyes widening.

“What is this place?” Ellie said, turning to look at Bronson.

“Something that only a handful of people in the entire world know about. Ms Smith, I feel like you and I have a connection. There is just something about you... I feel different when you are near me. Something I haven’t felt in a long time. I... I... need you to do something for me,” Bronson said. He’d hung his jacket up while he spoke, and he was undoing the buttons of his shirt. 

It felt like Ellie’s heart had lodged in her throat. This is it, she thought, we’re going to be together. He sounded so hopeful, like he needed something badly. Ellie wanted so desperately to give it to him, to give herself to him. She felt that unspoken connection as well. 

All of those high thoughts about professional integrity had vanished from her mind. She was a woman who needed something only a man like James Bronson could give her. In that moment, she felt she would have said yes to anything he asked.

She wondered if she should start taking her clothes off, as well. Then she saw that he had something on underneath. As he stripped off his expensive button-down shirt, she saw something leather, black and shiny. He had a leather vest on underneath his suit. He looked at her as he knelt over to slide his shoes off. As he pulled his slacks down, she could see the matching pair of leather pants her wore.

All she could think about when he straightened up was how trim he looked, how the tight leathers showed off his body.

“Be my submissive,” Bronson said, “I need you. The way you walked into my office, the way you talked to me. No one has done that in a long time. No one that isn’t the head of a corporation or the leader of a country.”

Electric fingers worked their way up Ellie’s back. She knew vaguely what a submissive was. Bronson was the master. He would tell her what to do. Ellie looked around the room. There were leather toys around the walls, gags, blindfolds, whips. A lot of furniture that looked like it might belong in a torture chamber.

“Do you trust me?” Bronson said. He grabbed Ellie by the hand. His warmth flowed into her again, just as it had done the day before.

She squeezed his fingers. “Yes,” she replied. 

A spark of excitement rose through Ellie’s body as Bronson led her deeper into the room of pleasure and pain. She wanted him to just throw her over one of the tables or chairs they passed, rip her clothes off, and fuck her senseless. But he didn’t.

They stopped at a long, low padded table. Ellie knew right away that it was designed to hold someone in place with their arms and legs splayed apart, with its four leather straps.

“Do you want me to lie down?” Ellie asked.

Bronson squeezed Ellie’s fingers until she yelped. “No. You are going to take off your clothes and get on your knees.” He let go of her and walked over to one of the shelves along the wall.

Ellie did as she was told, bending over to strip off her skirt. She felt nervous. What was he going to do? She’d never done anything like this before. Though, she had liked it when her boyfriend in college spanked her while taking her from behind... Would Bronson spank her? 

She felt her nipples stiffen as she slid her bra down her arms. Ellie crouched down on her knees, her shins resting on the cool floor and her hands braced on her thighs. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. He was clothed; she was naked. A shiver wracked her body as her skin pebbled with goosebumps.

When Bronson turned around, he held a leather collar attached to a leash. Unbuckling the collar, he came back over to her. Ellie grabbed her long hair and lifted it over her head so that none of it would get stuck. Bronson put the collar around her neck and tightened it. A surge of panic took her as he tightened even more. It went away when she realized she could still breathe. 

Bronson twisted the leash a few times around his wrist as though he was trying to keep control of a powerful dog. He tugged. Ellie had to throw out her hands to keep from falling on her face.

When she looked up at Bronson, he seemed to tower over her. His leather pants bulged out at his crotch, where his cock was hardening. He looked at her naked body. 

She felt her pussy clench and get wet at the sight of his stiffening member. 

“Take out my cock,” Bronson said, tugging at the leash until Ellie was close enough to lick his crotch if she wanted.

Hesitating for a moment, she reached up and undid the leather pants. She reached in until her fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. She sucked her lip between her teeth at how warm and firm it was. It felt so big, bigger even than she’d fantasized about. She pulled it out from its leather bonds. It sprang up so fast that she had to move back to avoid being slapped in the face. 

Bronson grabbed her by the chin and made her look up into his eyes. “Suck,” was all he said before letting go.

She looked back at his heavy shaft. There was a pearly bead of precum glistening at the tip already. 

Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of his shaft to hold him steady, she looked up into his eyes as she pressed her lips against the head of his cock. She let them part slowly over the taut, shiny flesh. As soon as the whole head was through her lips, she sucked.

Bronson groaned as more precum leaked out of him. Ellie licked it away. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

She wanted him to feel good, so she started stroking his member, letting her fingers slide over the bulges and veins.

He tugged on the leash, hard. Her lips slipped farther down his cock.

“I said suck! Don’t fucking stroke unless I tell you to.”

Gritting his teeth, he pulled on the leash. Her lips took in more and more of his cock. When she felt him at the back of her throat, her eyes started to water. She wanted to breathe, to gag, but she couldn’t. She wouldn’t let herself. As the tears streamed out from the corners of her eyes, Ellie sucked the billionaire’s cock as hard as she could. 

Bronson growled, throwing his head back. After a few more seconds, he gave the leash some slack and let Ellie slide her lips back on his shaft, pulling the bunched skin on his cock taut again.

“Get my cock nice and wet with your saliva, and keep looking into my eyes” Bronson said.

Working up as much spit as she could, wriggling her tongue against the bottom of Bronson’s rigid shaft, Ellie started moving her mouth up and down his length. When she pulled her lips back, she left a shiny trail of saliva. There was so much that it hung in strings in some spots. His cock tasted so good, Ellie just couldn’t keep herself from salivating. 

There was something about looking into his eyes while his cock slid in and out of her wet lips that made her want to fuck him. Her pussy was wet and convulsing. She wanted to finger herself, but didn’t want him to punish her again. 

She moaned around his length as she felt some of her saliva dribble down her chin. She could still taste his precum, and there seemed to be more of it than ever.

Then Bronson ran his fingertips along her cheek. He used the ball of his thumb to wipe away some of the tears. His fingers slid into her hair, entwining themselves into it. When they reached the back of her head, they balled into a fist. The little pricks of pain from her hair being pulled made her moan even more. Her pussy was so wet that she felt some of her juices trickle down her inner thighs. 

Bronson pulled her head back until she no longer had his cock in her mouth. She gulped in air as he arched her neck backwards.

Leaning over her, he pressed his lips to hers and they kissed deeply. Ellie wanted to grab his cock, to stroke it and make sure it stayed good and hard, but she kept her hands on her thighs. She needed to do what her master told her. She thought that, if she was good enough, he might fuck her. She wanted him to fuck her so badly. Her pussy ached from the strength of the desire to be filled up by his large cock. 

Keeping her head in place with the handful of hair he’d grabbed, Bronson pulled back from the kiss. They both panted as they looked into each other’s eyes.

“Get up onto the table,” he said, letting go of her hair. 

Slowly, Ellie stood. She started to sit down on the table, then Bronson gave the leash a sharp tug and she gave a yelp as she jerked forward.

“On your stomach,” Bronson said.

Wiping at her face, she turned around and crawled onto the table. It felt cool against her flesh. There was a slight rise where her hips rested, arching them a little into the air. Walking around her, Bronson did up the straps, binding her to the table.

When they were all tightened to his satisfaction, he pressed a button Ellie hadn’t seen. She gasped in surprise as the portions of the table holding her legs rotated, spreading her legs apart even more. She could feel the cool breeze from the air conditioning on her pussy and thighs.

Bronson moved so that he stood between her legs. He still had the leash, and he pulled on it so that Ellie had to arch her neck and look back at him. Over the rise of her ass she could see him, looking down at her exposed sex. She could see the head of his cock trembling with anticipation. Seeing that made her pussy clench and release more juices. He was going to fuck her soon, she knew it. 

Then Bronson bent over and picked something up. Ellie’s eyes widened as she saw him hefting a black riding crop.

Keeping the leash taut, Bronson ran the tip of the whip over one of her ass cheeks, then the other. He slipped it between her legs. Ellie’s breath hissed out between her teeth as he ran the tip gently up her slit. Her whole body was trembling from the feeling, the anticipation.

Raising the whip over his head, he whipped her right cheek. She screamed at the sudden pain and the cracking noise it made. He did the same to the other cheek, making her muscles tighten.

Bronson didn’t stop until her entire ass turned an angry red color, and fresh tears ran down her face. When he did stop, Ellie realized she didn’t want him to. Even though her ass stung so much it had practically gone numb, even though there were tears streaming from her eyes, she wanted him to keep going, to keep whipping her.

Tossing the whip to the floor, Bronson jerked on the leash again. He leaned forward until she felt the head of his cock press against her sex. She bit her lip. She wanted to push back, to feel him fill her.

“Tell me you want it,” Bronson said.

“I want it, Master,” Ellie replied.

Bronson rewarded her by applying a little more pressure. The tip of his cock slipped into her. It was a tease; he was in her, but he wasn’t. She wanted to feel his shaft as it plunged into her, feel her walls spread apart as the head of his cock shoved against them.

“Tell me you want me to come in your pussy.”

Ellie sucked in a breath as she felt the tight ring at the opening of her pussy try to squeeze up around Bronson’s hard cock. She wanted his cum in her.

“I want your cum in my pussy, Master,” she said.

Smiling, Bronson entered her. All the muscles in Ellie’s body stiffened as her master’s rigid cock pushed into her tight, wet little hole. She moaned as inch after inch slipped inside, aided by all the saliva she’d put on him with her mouth.

She wished she could close her legs. She wanted her pussy to be as tight as possible around his cock.

“It’s so warm...” Bronson said. He squeezed one of her still-stinging ass cheeks as he continued to slide his cock in and out of Ellie’s pussy.

It was so wet that his shaft made slurping noises as it moved in her, and getting wetter every moment. Ellie wanted to put her head forward and rest it on the table as she felt her orgasm building deep in her sex, but Bronson’s grip on the leash was unrelenting. 

“Are you going to come on me?” Bronson asked. He’d sped up his thrusts.

There was so much energy in Ellie’s body just waiting to be released, she didn’t even know if she could talk. Still, she knew that her master needed an answer.

“Yes, Master,” she said. She could already feel her walls closing in around his shaft, trying to grip it and hold it.

Pulling his hips back until just the tip of his cock was in her, he rammed it back in. Throwing her head back, Ellie came. She screamed as her body tensed up, as her pussy clenched and convulsed and got even wetter.

Bronson just kept thrusting, riding her to a deep orgasm. She could feel his cock stiffening, swelling inside her. She knew he was going to come, and she so badly wanted to slam her hips back against his, to bury his cock balls deep in her while his cum filled her.

Then Bronson grunted, and his cock jumped. Ellie moaned as he filled her up with his hot load, the cum spurting out so hard she could feel it. Her mouth dropped open, her orgasm deepening.

Pleasurable electric shocks ran up and down the front of her stomach, heightening with each contraction of her pussy around his cock, drawing his load deep into her womb.

After, he showed her to his private bathroom and she got all cleaned up in time to meet her dad after his meeting.

“You’re welcome anytime,” Bronson said when she left his office.
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