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“Come on, pretty Betty. I need it now.”

“But we just had it this morning.”

“Well, that was this morning. The present is now, and I need it, before we’re off from work.”

How could a woman resist such lure especially from a hunk like Guy Peterson? Betty bites her lower lip and thinks if she should do it again. He’s known as the sex god in this company, and every female co-worker has been deliciously drilled by his praise-worthy manhood.

Betty stands uncomfortably in front of the copy machine. From the look of it, he knows Betty is contemplating. This gives Guy a great view from behind. The distraction of her pencil skirt shows the  curve  of  her  rear  trigger  his  lust  to  the  desperate  level. Without  giving  her  more  time  and  space  to  think,  he  strides  up behind  her,  gently  slides  his  palms  around  her  waist,  and  then down to rest them on her lower belly.

Their bodies contact. She gasps. He brings his mouth to her ear and whispers. “Just a quickie. Five minutes. That’s all I need.”

Juices flow and soak through her pantyhose. Without her verbal consent, Guy’s palms reach down to pull up Betty’s skirt over her ass. There’re no panties underneath those pantyhose. “Hmm, no panties  here,  pretty  Betty.  I  wonder  where  they  could  be,”  he teases.

He  reaches  into  his  trousers’  pocket  and  takes  out  a  pair  of pink-laced panties. “I think this belongs to you,” he whispers. He has taken it from her during their morning sex.

“Open  wide,”  he  commands.  Betty  obeys.  Then,  he  pushes  the silk panties into her welcoming mouth. Once he’s done; he kisses her on the cheek, and says, “Now, try not to scream, or the whole building will know our secret.”

Guy  bends  Betty’s  upper  body  slightly  with  her  legs  one  foot apart.  He  takes  off  his  necktie  and  ties  her  elbows  together behind  her,  forcing  her  to  pull  her  shoulders  back.  Guy  has  a certain  favorite  sex  positions,  and  this  is  one  of  them.  It  simply shows  those  curves  on  a  woman’s  body,  especially  the  elongated legs  that  push  their  bottom  higher.  Betty’s  hair  falls  forward, covering her face. He sweeps them to one side, to give him a clear view of her face.

His  hands  come  to  her  rear.  Those  beautiful  cheeks  are  the main  reason  for  his  erection.  He  slides  a  finger  toward  the  wet zone and he finds the pearl. He begins to rub it through the thin fabric.  Betty  tries  to  control  her  breathing,  yet  she  can’t  control the massive juices flowing out of her. She yelps in surprise when he  rips  her  pantyhose.  Then,  he  unzips  his  pants  to  free  the hungry snake.

“Now,”  he  breathes  into  her  ear.  “Don’t  scream,  my  pretty Betty.”

With one easy thrust, he buries his hard prick fully inside her.

There isn’t time to slow down. Quickie means quick fuck. Betty wants to scream and moan but she shouldn’t, and it turns her on even  more,  causing  more  juices  build  in  her,  and  streaming uncontrollably down her inner thighs.

Wet  pounding  sounds  in  their  ears.  They’re  going  crazy  and dizzy  with  ecstasy.  Guy  grabs  each  of  her  elbows  and  increases his speed. Betty’s juices simply make the lubricating job easier.

“So  wet.  So  hot,”  he  chants.  He  looks  down  and  sees  white, gooey fluid covering his dick. He smiles. “Oh, Betty, you’re simply my favorite girl.”

Betty’s muffled sound indicating she can’t take it anymore, and about  to  reach  her  orgasm.  Guy  feels  her  body  tense  and  her vagina tighten around him.

“Yes, come for me, woman,” he breathes. “Let’s come together.”

He thrusts harder and faster. Betty face grows red. The second he  groans,  they  both  come  onto  each  other.  He  makes  one  more hard  thrust  and  bury  his  seeds  deep  into  her.  Betty  whimpers and inhales sharply. Her knees give way to her weight, but Guy catches her, and they collapse on the floor. When they think they could catch their breath, a thundering voice alarms them.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

It’s the boss.

“Shit!” Guy cusses. Betty spits her panties out of her mouth and stands,  trying  with  all  her  might  to  pull  her  skirt  down  as  her elbows still tie behind.

“Mr. Haven,” she greets with her trembling voice.

Guy  straightens  himself  up  and  quickly  retrieves  his  necktie from Betty’s elbows. “Mr. Haven,” he speaks with a steady voice. “Sir.”

Henry  Haven,  the  boss  of  this  large  business  corporate company,  strides  up  to  them.  “I  asked,”  his  thundering  voice pierces through their skulls. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing here?”

Betty lowers her head and clutches tightly on her panties. Tears spring to her eyes. At the next moment, her head shoots up and stares fearfully at Guy. Fear swims in her.

“We’re  just  having  sex,  sir,”  Guy  spits.  He  decides  that  an honest statement is better than sugarcoating lie.

“I  can  clearly  see  that,  and  obviously  you’re  challenging  the company’s rules.”

Guy  recognizes  this  threatening  voice.  He’s  about  to  say something  to  defend  the  both  of  them,  but  Mr.  Haven  decides otherwise.

“You both are fired!”

“Mr. Haven-”

“Not another word from you, Guy Peterson,” Mr. Haven warns, “or none of you will ever receive your last paycheck. You will clear your  desk  right  now  and  never  return  to  this  company. Understand?”

Just like that, Mr. Haven storms out of the room.

Betty has started to wail and bury her face in her hands. Guy pulls  her  into  his  6’4”  frame.  Betty  is  only  four  inches  shorter, and that’s why he adores her. It pains him as well for involving her in his thoughtless sexual act. He apologizes. And Betty being Betty  that  he  knows  for  years  simply  shakes  her  head  and manages to give a weak smile.

“It’s  all  right,”  she  says,  “I  can  take  a  break  from  this  job anyway.”

“So, what are you going to do?”

“Live my life.”

She  pushes  away  from  his  sweaty  embrace  and  walks  toward the door.

“Betty,”  he  calls  out.  She  turns  around.  “Can  I  call  you  after tonight?”

“Of course.”

Betty’s  background  disappears  from  his  sight.  He  begins  to worry  about  his  future,  but  then  stops.  Sighing,  he  straightens his  oxford  shirt  and  readjusts  his  dress  pants.  He  wears  his necktie and smooth out his tousled hair.

“The  bar  is  where  I’ll  go  tonight,”  he  mutters  to  himself,  and walks out of the room.

* * *

On the way back to his desk, he has a glimpse on an unfamiliar face.  A  woman  walks  past  him,  and  he  catches  a  classic  scent. “J’adore Dior,” he mutters under his breath, “Classy.”

His colleague, also his best bud, approaches when he arrives at his desk.

“Hey, man, what’s with Betty? She’s crying her eyes out.”

“We just got fired today,” Guy says and heaves a sigh of regret.

“What?”

“Yes, Jeff. We’re fired for having sex.”

“Fuck,” Jeff cusses, “that’s intense, man. What are you going to do  next?  You  know  it’s  not  easy  to  find  another  job  especially when  you’re  fired  from  this  ass  company.  Your  reputation  is practically ruined for life.”

“I know,” Guy shrugs, and then hesitates, “I don’t know. Well, maybe I’ll be a bartender as I’ve always wanted to be.”

“Or a gigolo, since women find you attractive,” Jeff taunts.

“Fuck you.”

They both laugh, just then it occurs to Guy to ask his colleague about the woman he just seen.

“Oh, you mean Juliette?”

“She has a name,” Guy mocks. Jeff rolls his eyes and continues, “That’s  Juliette  Haven,  our  boss’s  daughter,  a  very  beautiful  19 years old intern who just joined the company today.”

“Well, too bad I won’t be able to enjoy her presence.”

“You’re still too old for her, man. Nine years gap is considered old.”

Guy  gives  Jeff  his  beautiful,  long  middle  finger.  Jeff  laughs aloud  and  says  that  he  will  be  at  their  usual  bar  tonight  for drinks.

“I’ll be there.”

 

* * *

A text message pulls Guy out of his reverie. He has cleared his desk and a box of his belongings is set on the floor next to him. He reads  the  text  from  Betty  and  that’s  when  he  sees  the  time. Everybody is home by now, enjoying meals and wine. He switches off his computer. Just when he’s about to leave, a loud thud from the  filing  room  stops  him  in  his  tracks.  He  strides  toward  the room,  and  there  he  finds  Miss  Haven  along  with  many  files scatter on the floor.

“It’s  a  bit  late  for  a  young  woman  like  you  to  still  be  at  the office.”

The woman shrieks.

“Oh,  I’m  sorry  to  startle  you,  Miss  Haven,”  Guy  apologizes, although his tone carries mockery, but he doubts this fine, young woman notice it. He sets down the box, loosens his necktie, frees the top two buttons of his shirt, and kneels down to help her pick up those files.

“Thank you,” Juliette mutters shyly. Her cheeks are the color of an apple.

“No  problem,”  he  says,  “By  the  way,  I’m  Guy  Peterson,  the employee your daddy dearest fired today.”

Juliette stops arranging the files and looks at Guy as if he had just  grown  two  heads.  “I’m  sorry,”  she  utters,  and  curiosity always gets the best of every soul. She asks him what happened.

“Something  erotic,”  he  admits,  and  that  rewards  him  with another  pair  of  pink  cheeks.  After  he  picks  up  the  last  file,  he stands and puts them back on the shelf. He can feel her gaze on him. “You know, it’s impolite to stare.” And he hears a loud gulp. When  he  turns  around,  Juliette’s  gaze  immediately  turns  to  the floor.  He  takes  the  remaining  files  from  her  hands  and  places them back to where they belong.

“You’re very tall,” she stutters, “li-like a gg-giganto.”

“Thank you, Miss Haven,” he smirks at the woman who is still staring at the floor. “You look like a librarian.”

That  rewards  him  a  glare  from  those  beautiful  blue  eyes.  He extends his hand for her to hold, so that he can help her up from the floor. Maybe the pull is a little too strong for Juliette loses her balance  and  her  petite  frame  lands  square  on  his  firm  one.  She quickly withdraws herself, and mutters both apology and thank.

Suddenly, his sadistic self comes knocking at his door.

“You  know,  the  whole  building  is  empty  though,”  he  speaks softly, “Will you be okay if I leave now and you be alone here?”

Silence greets him. He sees sparks of fear leaping in her eyes. Such moment pleasures him.

“How  about  this,”  he  offers,  “I’ll  keep  you  company  until  you finish whatever works you need to get done tonight.”

Just as easily, sparks of hope shine in her eyes.

“But,” he continues, “You have to have dinner with me.”

Relief washes over Juliette and she agrees.

“Is Chinese fine with you?” he asks.

“Yes.”

“I’ll be right back.”

* * *

 

The  Chinese  restaurant  is  only  one  block  away  from  the company. Along the journey to the restaurant, images of Juliette keep flashing in his mind. He feels extremely naughty tonight. 

Guy  thinks  of  her  lips  against  his  skin.  Oh,  those  voluptuous lips  will  be  all  over  his  body.  He  wonders  what  her  real  curves look  like  under  those  long  sleeves  blouse  and  knee  length  skirt. He was honest when he said she looks like a librarian, especially with  her  auburn  hair  neatly  pulled  back  into  a  ponytail.  Not  to mention those of black rim glasses. Hmm, librarians are sexy as hell.

His  body  is  responding  to  his  sexual  images.  The  burns  in  his stomach send goose bumps all over him. Then, there’s that little devilish  voice  in  his  mind  telling  him  to  create  something  as  a farewell gift to the boss. An idea… a very naughty idea toils in his mind.

Everybody knows that when Guy Peterson smirks with an idea in his head, someone will become his prey.

 

* * *

They  talk  for  an  hour  after  the  meal,  getting  to  know  each other.

Juliette  blushes  each  time  Guy  works  his  charm.  He  runs  his fingers through his hair every few minutes and knows this little act  turns  her  on  because  he  notices  her  crossing  those  smooth legs.

“So, Miss Haven…”

“Please, call me Juliette.”

“Juliette,” he seduces, “That’s a beautiful name.”

She flushes deeply.

“So,  beautiful  Juliette,  tell  me  something,”  he  speaks charmingly, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

She  shakes  her  head  and  smiles  shyly.  He  moves  close,  close enough  to  touch  her  knees  with  his.  Her  body  tenses  when  he takes her hand in his. He brushes his lips tenderly at the back of her hand. Hmm… her skin is soft.

“Why not?” he asks.

Juliette  gulps  a  few  times.  “I-I  just  broke  up  with  one  when  I came here for my internship.” Her voice betrays her cool. And he knows she enjoys his tenderness.

“Well,” he says, “that’s too bad.” He doesn’t stop at her hand. He continues  his  kisses  up  along  her  arm  and  then  catching  her perfumed scent until his lips are an inch away from her neck.

“You smell good, Miss Haven...I mean Juliette,” he breathes on her skin.

Juliette’s heart rate increases.

Guy  can  see  her  pulse  pumps  wild  on  her  veins  along  her smooth  neck.  He  extends  his  lips  just  enough  to  touch  the  faint veins, and she closes her eyes. He expects a flinch or a slap. Since there isn’t a massive movement from her, he proceeds to trail his kisses, and stops on her lips.

“You  should  stop  me  anytime  now,”  he  breathes  on  her  lips, “Because, after this, I have no promise to stop until I get what I want.”

Her  eyes  open  and  meet  his.  Her  pupils  dilate  after  a  full minute of silence. He takes it as a go, and presses his lips on hers. Tenderly  at  first,  he  nibbles  her  lower  lip,  then  licks  the  upper one, and then back to her lower lip where he catches it between his teeth and tugs her to him.

Juliette  whimpers  and  throws  herself  into  his  gigantic  frame. Her skirt glides up, showing her thighs as she’s straddling him.

Guy has his huge palms on her back. Her frame is so small that he  can  break  her  easily.  Their  tongues  are  slithering  with  each other, as one of his hands slides between her thighs. She moans into his mouth when his finger finds her pearl. He gently rubs her clit  until  he  feels  the  swell.  He  will  not  go  for  the  next  move without her consent.

Then  he  smiles  when  she  begs  for  sex.  A  wish  that’s  easy  to grant, but he wants some fun in it.

“Let’s make it a little fun,” he says when he breaks their kiss.

“Anything,” she wills herself for her own lust.

Guy throws Juliette over his shoulder. He slaps her firm butt a couple  times,  and  proceeds  to  the  upper  floor.  When  he  reaches the destination, he announces to her. “Welcome to daddy’s office.”

Juliette  is  shocked.  However,  it’s  too  late  to  withdraw.  When the door closes behind them, he knows she can’t outrun him. He walks toward the desk and sits Juliette down.

The desk is clear and empty, and there’s a bundle of rope on the floor. Apparently, he has everything planned out. He has stopped by the room earlier after returning from the restaurant.

“Stay,” he commands her.

The  room  is  neither  big  nor  small,  just  enough  for  a  person’s privacy, very modest for the status of the man that works there every day. The desk is in the middle of the room. A floor to ceiling built-in  bookshelf  and  cabinet  covers  both  sides  of  the  wall.  Mr. Haven always prefers to bring his own laptop. Therefore, there’s no sign of desktop computer in his office.

Guy  takes  out  his  phone  and  charger  and  places  it  on  the bookshelf.  “I  hope  you  don’t  mind  I  charge  my  phone  battery while we have fun. I forgot to charge it earlier.”

Juliette nods.

After  the  setting  up,  he  walks  up  to  her  and  continues  with their  kissing.  “Hmm,  I  want  to  explore  your  body  with  my mouth.”

She moans.

He lays her down across the desk. Her small frame is a perfect fit.  Her  legs  from  knees  down  are  hanging  over  the  edge.  He slowly  unbuttons  her  blouse  and  unstraps  her  bra,  while  he explores her skin from neck to shoulders, down to her chest with his mouth. He licks her nipples and caresses her breasts. Then he moves  down  to  nibble  her  belly.  He  removes  her  skirt  and panties, but decides to keep her stilettos, ponytail, and glasses on. Then,  he  makes  a  stop  at  her  bottom  lips.  He  gives  her  some rough nibbles and gently bites on her clit until it swells.

“Ahhh…”  Juliette  calls  out.  She  grunts  loudly  when  he  slides his tongue in and out of her core. Then, he stops and stands up to remove  his  clothes  and  shoes.  While  doing  so,  he  takes  this moment  to  register  the  wonderful  image  of  Miss  Haven’s  naked body: her full bosoms, pink nipples, small waist, smooth skin, and the plump rear that lifts her hips on a perfect angle.

“Touch yourself,” he commands.

And she obeys. She moves her hand to her pussy and rubs her swelling pearl. She closes her eyes and moans, and juices flow out of her core involuntarily. She squeezes her breasts with the other hand and enjoys her own pleasure.

His erection is hurting from the view. His blood is pumping in his  veins,  and  he  needs  the  release  now.  He  grabs  Juliette’s thighs and pulls her rear close to the edge of the desk, and then he inserts his swelling rod into her wet core, slow enough for her to feel the size of it.

She  inhales  sharply  when  his  cock  fills  every  space  of  her vagina.

Guy growls. Her tight, petite vagina squeezes his pride just the way  he  likes  it.  He  keeps  on  a  steady  pace,  but  Juliette  thinks otherwise. She rocks her body on him. A pleasure grunt escapes her throat.

“Hmm… being impatience now, are you?”

To  grant  her  wish,  he  picks  up  his  rhythm.  Rough  breathing comes out of Juliette’s open mouth. She lifts her arms above her head and grabs on the desk when the speed is up one knot.

“You’re tightening, Juliette. Come for me, baby.”

As soon as he spits those words, she comes.

“Good  girl,”  he  groans.  “I  hope  you  love  some  creampie,  Miss Haven.”

Guy moves at his top speed. He pulls his cock halfway out when he spills his seeds. He groans in her neck when he comes. After he  spills  his  last  drop,  he  pulls  himself  out,  pushes  her  thighs further apart, and commands Juliette to push.

Within  a  few  seconds,  white  cum  drips  out  of  her  crack  and stain some onto the carpet floor. He slips his middle finger inside her vagina and digs for the rest of his cum, and then very slowly, he pulls his finger out.

“Suck,” he orders as he brings it over to her mouth.

She  does  as  told.  When  she’s  done,  he  tells  her  to  get  off  the desk, and get down on her knees. She obeys.

“Suck.”

Juliette takes his pride in her hands. Her eyes widen, and she gulps at how masculine his cock is. Without hesitation, she wraps her  tiny  mouth  around  him  and  begins  to  suck.  The  salty  taste with  a  little  bitterness  applies  all  over  her  taste  buds.  Saliva builds around the meat as she keeps on the movement.

Guy groans loudly when his tip feels the opening of her throat. It turns him on instantly when she has her gag reflex. “Don’t you dare  stop  now,  darling,”  he  warns,  and  holds  her  head  while  he pounds into her mouth.

Juliette begins to feel uncomfortable and tries to pull away, but he’s  too  strong  for  her.  Her  face  starts  to  turn  red  and  tears stream  down  her  cheeks.  She  screams  through  her  throat  and begs  him  to  stop.  Just  in  time  for  his  body  to  overwrought,  he comes down her throat. She has no choice but to swallow.

His cock softens in her mouth. And when he retrieves, Juliette is  sobbing.  He  helps  her  to  her  feet  and  comforts  her  in  his embrace.

“There,  there,”  he  coaxes,  “I’m  sorry  for  being  a  little  rough, darling.” But deep in his mind, he thinks otherwise. This is only the appetizer.

“Dance with me, my beautiful Juliette.” A melody comes to his head,  and  he  hums  it.  He  begins  to  slow  dance  with  her.  Her cheek on his chest, and he feels her body relax.

Yes,  relax,  Relax…  he  chants  in  his  mind.  You  need  to  relax now because you’re about to enter my main course, lovely.

When  the  melody  reaches  the  end,  Guy  lowers  his  body,  and picks her up by her rear, strapping her legs around his waist. His mouth  engulfs  her  breasts.  His  tongue  flickers  around  her nipples. She moans softly. He initiates the bite and gently tugs at them.  Her  skin  warms  against  his.  He  knows  her  heat  is  on again.  When  he  allows  his  palm  to  roam  further  down,  he  slips his finger between her cracks.

He  lets  her  body  glide  down  so  their  lips  collide.  At  the  same time,  his  finger  pokes  into  her  core.  Her  moan  vibrates  through his  mouth.  Finger  moves  in  slow  motion  and  circle  around  the wall. It’s hot and damp, and his cock is on the rise again. As their tongues enjoy the collision in their mouth, Guy moves toward the desk and lay her down once more.

“Now,” he says, “I want to go to the next stage.”

For the second time today, he sees a flicker of fear in her eyes.

“Don’t be afraid, my darling. As long as you obey, I promise not to hurt you.”

Juliette hesitantly nods in agreement.

“I’m going to tie you down on your daddy’s desk,” he says as he takes the soft nylon rope. The rope is long enough to secure her entirely on the desk.

He  takes  Juliette’s  left  ankle,  wraps  the  rope  around  it  and makes  a  dead  knot.  Then,  he  bends  her  knee  until  her  calf touches the back of her thigh and encircles the rope around to tie her bended leg together. Before he continues the same procedure on  the  right  leg,  he  leads  the  rope  for  a  detour  under  her  neck. Next, he throws the rope under the desk to the opposite side. He now stands above her head.

“Do you know why I’m doing this?” he asks in a sensual tone.

Juliette utters a silent no.

He  lays  his  huge  palms  over  her  breasts  and  squeezes  hard, causing  Juliette  to  squeal  in  pain.  Then,  he  guides  his  hands  to pull  her  arms  above  her  heads,  and  tie  each  of  her  wrists  first before tying them together.

“I’m making a farewell gift to sweet daddy...” He breathes those words passionately into her ear.

Tears begin to cover her eyes. She opens her mouth to scream, but  just  as  fast,  Guy  shoves  her  cotton  panties  into  her  mouth, then, slips the rope between her teeth, and wraps it around her head  then  tie  a  knot.  From  there,  he  tosses  the  rest  of  the  rope back  to  the  original  point  from  under  the  desk.  He  tugs  at  the rope to ensure that it will tighten around her wrists and legs, and then  he  secures  the  tail  to  a  knot  around  the  rope  between  her left ankle and thigh.

“Damn, Miss Haven. You’re making me extremely horny in this position. Feeling exposed?”

He  takes  a  foot  back  and  admires  his  work.  “You  have  such heavy  sexual  scent.  I  can  smell  your  sweet  pussy  from  here.  I believe  it  covers  the  whole  room  too.  And  one  more  thing,”  he pauses to get his phone. “I lied, my beautiful.”

He  shows  her  the  screen  of  his  phone.  “I’ve  been  filming  us… well, particularly you, all along.”

Juliette howls loudly through her muffled mouth. Guy aims his phone  camera  over  her  lower  body  and  films  his  rigid  cock inserting her wet pussy. He groans. He loves how this tiny vagina engulfs his massive pride.

“You  see  that?  That’s  your  princess’s  sweet,  tiny  cunt.  You should try it.”

Juliette  struggles  but  her  movement  is  limited.  She  can’t  pull the rope too hard or she’ll hurt herself.

He  places  his  phone  back  to  the  shelf  and  continues  with  his work  of  art.  Instead  of  putting  his  cock  back  into  her  core,  he kneels  in  front  of  Juliette’s  spread  legs  and  makes  out  with  her pussy. His tongue slithers hungrily on her, then in and out of her. As he does so, he jams three fingers in and rubs violently.

She shrieks through her throat. Her cheeks are dampening with her tears. She continues her struggles, but that only makes him even excited.

“You  haven’t  learned,  have  you,  Miss  Haven?”  he  mocks.  “The more you struggle, the more juices you’ll produce.”

His  fingers  continue  to  thrust  in  her  pussy,  but  his  tongue changes  his  direction.  He  tastes  the  neighboring  hole.  Juliette struggles  hard  and  screams  her  throat  out.  But  it’s  out  of  her control  when  a  thumb  presses  through  her  anus.  She  can  only scream until her throat hurts.

He  begins  to  move  his  thumb,  and  when  it  lubricates,  he replaces  his  thumb  with  one  of  the  fingers  from  her  pussy. Gradually, he slips the second finger.

“Oh,  my  darling  Juliette,  you  better  keep  lubricating  yourself, or it’ll be extremely hurtful.”

Just  as  he  expected,  more  juices  flow  from  her  beautiful  core. He keeps his fingers in constant rhythm and he hears her moan. He smirks in triumph, while his other hand rubbing his dick. He reaches for his pants to retrieve a condom. He rips the foil with his teeth, and slides the latex over his cock.

“All right, love,” he coaxes, “with the extra lubricant, you’d feel less pressure. But remember: Relax.”

It’s too late for Juliette to think, when a thick, latex covered rod stretches her tiny anus. He groans so loud that his face reddens. Guy  only  manages  to  insert  the  head.  He  moves  back  and  forth slowly, and it goes in further. Juliette loses her voice.

 “Oh, baby, it’ll be over soon,” he says, “Just let me enjoy you for another moment.”

He tenderly pulls himself out and swiftly rolls out the condom. Thrusting  his  cock  in  her  pussy  again,  he  feels  like  home.  He pushes  his  rod  further  and  halts.  Leaning  down  to  meet  those teary blue eyes once more, he knows he’s going to miss them soon.

“Let’s  go  for  a  last  ride,  baby,”  he  says,  “I’m  sure  daddy  will understand your pleasure and your pain.” 

With a firm kiss on her forehead, he grabs the edge of the desk and thrust fast. He has his ear close to Juliette’s stuffed mouth, enjoying  her  muffled  scream  while  he  pounds  in  and  out  of  her wet pussy, hard and fast.

“Oh,  yes,  baby.  I  feel  you  contracts,”  he  groans,  “Come  for  me, Juliette Haven.”

Unwillingly, she climaxes. Seemingly, he keeps on his thrusting until she wrings the last drop of her juice. Her whole body flushes and  trembles  uncontrollably,  and  then  his  body  begins  to  tense. He pulls out just in time and spills his hot fluids across her face.

 

* * *

The parking lot is empty and quiet. In his car, he watches the video again. He knows what he’s doing, and he will not regret his action.  On  his  smartphone,  he  opens  a  new  e-mail  body  and attaches  the  video.  He  types  in  Mr.  Haven’s  private  e-mail address, and proceeds to click on the ‘SEND’ button. Once the e-mail is sent, he calls Mr. Haven’s private number.

“Who is this?”

“Mr. Haven. I’m sure you recognize my voice. I am the employee you fired today.”

“Guy Peterson.”

“Ah, I see you remember my full name, Mr. Haven.”

“What do you want?”

“I just forwarded an interesting video to your private e-mail. I hope  you  don’t  mind.  It’s  just  my  farewell  gift  for  you.  I’m  sure Miss Haven wouldn’t mind either.”

There’s  a  long  pause  from  the  other  line,  but  the  familiar threatening  voice  thunders  in  his  ear.  “What  did  you  do, Peterson?”

“Oh,  nothing  much,”  Guy  chuckles,  “Just  a  little  fury  spills  on your bloodline.”

“PETERS-”

“Mr. Henry Haven,” he cuts in, “I’m aware of my last name, and I don’t need you to keep repeating it for me. I won’t ask for any special  rewards,  seemingly  I  already  had,  but  what  I’m  asking you  now  is  to  allow  me  to  pass  you  my  resignation  letter.  And Betty’s too, of course.”

“Why  should  I  let  you  do  this,  Peterson?  I’m  going  to  call  the cops.”

“Before you do that, boss, I need to let you know that the video is  just  one  click  away  to  go  viral  across  the  rest  of  the organization, including our clients list as well. I am also thinking three months salaries with paid benefits are more than fair?”

Silent rage fills through the atmosphere on the other line.

“Just  so  you  know,  Mr.  Haven.  I  need  to  keep  my  reputation intact  as  much  as  yours.  So,  let’s  make  a  deal  right  here,  right now. What say you, boss?”

Guy Peterson patiently waits for the answer he wants.

  “ Okay!”  Mr.  Haven  shouts.  He  takes  a  deep  breath  and  his breath  comes  out  rough.  “Send  me  yours  and  Miss  Hamilton’s signed resignation letters to the company mailbox tomorrow.”

“I’d definitely do that, sir,” he says a little too cheerfully.

“What about the video, Peterson?”

“The video is safe with me, sir, as insurance.”

“PETERS-”

“It’s a pleasure doing business with you, Mr. Haven,” Guy cuts in again, “Good night.” And he hangs up the phone.

Guy Peterson looks in the rearview mirror. Once again, he sees a handsome face staring back at him. Nothing can stop him from getting what he wants. When he drives to the road, he phones the one special woman.

“Hello, my pretty Betty. Dress up, my lovely. I’m coming over to pick you up.”

“Where are we going?”

Hmm… it’s still his favorite seducing, feminine voice.

“We’re going to celebrate, my dear.”

“What’s the occasion?”

“Tonight, my Betty, we’re going to start our new lives.”
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