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A hot preview…

My cock twitched in my pants as I came up behind her, sliding my arms around her waist. I pushed aside her hair and began to kiss her neck.

She moaned softly and leaned into my embrace.

"Iris, you're so sexy. I want to fuck you so badly."

She moaned and her head fell back against my shoulder. "Oh, Grant, you're so handsome and sweet. I've wanted you for a long time now..."

I grinned into her neck and kissed her again. "Tell me what you want me to do to you, Iris. What are your deepest, darkest fantasies?"

She turned around and kissed me, her full lips pressing against mine. "I...I want you to do whatever you want to me, Grant. I want you to do anything you want to me. I want you to dominate me."

She was blushing and her eyes were down as she told me this, and I knew I had her where I wanted her.

"Can we go to the bedroom?" I asked. "Or will your dad hear us?"

She bit her lip. "The house is soundproof. He won't hear a thing."

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom where we fell onto the bed, kissing and clawing at each other. Her lips were soft and sweet, her moans like music to my ears as I kissed her neck and breasts. I pulled away and pushed her onto the bed, admiring her shapely body.

She lay on the bed, her legs spread, waiting for me to pounce. I pulled off my shirt and then shimmied out of my pants.

Iris took off her top and bra, leaving her panties on. Then she lifted her legs in the air, her panties sliding down to her knees.

"I want you to fuck me, Grant. I want you to make me yours."

Girlfriend Maker Part III

Grant's POV

Girlfriend Maker had now allowed me to bang two incredible women: Alice and Greta. As I progressed in the game, gaining wealth and status, getting a better job, I found it was easier to move through the world the way I wanted.

I also found my tastes were changing. I could have sex with all the girls I desired, which left me with many options. My desire right now was for Iris Winters, the CEO of the company I now worked for.

Iris was beautiful, big breasted like the other women in the game. The only thing was, she wasn't an easy catch like my other conquests. I had a feeling she was going to be difficult to get into bed with, which made it more exciting.

Iris had long, auburn hair that cascaded down her back and framed her face in a way that was both striking and beautiful. Her eyes were the color of melted caramel and were soft, yet wise beyond their years. She had an air of confidence about her that gave her an almost regal bearing; it was obvious she knew how to command attention when she needed to.

Her features often softened with a gentle smile as she greeted people around the office or discussed business matters with other colleagues. When focused on the task at hand, however, she had a stern look about her that showed just how serious she could be – a quality essential for any successful CEO.

Iris's body was slender but toned, suggesting regular bouts of exercise which complimented her already stunning looks. She wore outfits that made sure to draw attention to certain attributes such as fitted dresses or skirts with high heels that accentuated her curves perfectly. Each time I saw her I couldn't help but be insanely attracted to her.

I hatched a plan to seduce Iris one night while working late at the office. I knew that she often worked late and since my own office was situated near hers, I decided to play it cool and stay in my workspace until her lights had gone off.

Once I heard her door close for the evening, I crept towards her office, heart pounding in anticipation. As soon as I got inside, I found myself surrounded by her scent; sweet and exotic like an orchid flower.

The lights were dimmed which created a romantic atmosphere as I stepped closer to her desk. Taking a seat across from hers, I gently touched it, imagining what it would be like to have her seated here with me.

My thoughts were interrupted when the sound of soft music filtered into the room through hidden speakers that brought with them a hint of mystery and excitement – the perfect soundtrack for our upcoming encounter.

Iris however was nowhere to be seen, making me wonder what she was up to. I got up and walked to the adjacent room, a private area where she sometimes took clients.

When I opened the door, I was shocked to find Iris laying on the bed, masturbating as she rhythmically rubbed her tits and pussy while using a dildo on herself. Her breathing was fast and shallow, her eyes closed in pleasure as she experienced wave after wave of orgasmic bliss.

I felt my cock pulse with arousal at the sight, wanting so desperately to join in. I quietly watched her for a few moments before she opened her eyes and spotted me in the doorway.

She gasped. "Grant! What are you doing here?"

I stepped back into the shadows, hoping she didn't notice me as I whispered back to her, "I was just passing through and thought I heard someone in here. I'm sorry, I wasn't meaning to spy on you."

She quickly adjusted herself and buttoned up her blouse. "Well, gosh, I am so embarrassed. Just give me a moment and I'll be right out to you."

I nodded, closing the door and waiting for her to return. I couldn't believe what I had seen, and my cock was raging hard after witnessing my beautiful boss masturbating.

Iris returned a few minutes later, fully-clothed but still a little flustered. She took a seat at her desk and smoothed her hair down. "So, um...did you need something?"

I cleared my throat and stepped closer to her. "Well, I was just wondering if you'd like to go out for a drink sometime? Perhaps we could discuss our work in a more relaxed setting."

My gaze met hers as I spoke, and I could feel the sexual tension crackling between us. She blushed slightly as she bit her lip before finally nodding in agreement.

"Yes, that sounds nice," she said softly. "Let's do it."

"Are you free later tonight?"

"Tonight? Oh...I suppose so," she said, looking at her clock. "It's quite late."

I was presented with a menu of options:

1) Ask how her work is going

2) Flirt some more

3) Go back to your own office

I decided to go for option 2.

"Well, since it is late, maybe I can help you unwind a bit. We can talk over a glass of wine."

Her eyelashes fluttered as she bit her lip. "Oh. I...don't know if that's such a good idea."

I leaned in, my voice dropping. "I just want to get to know you better, Iris. You're so beautiful, so passionate...I just can't stop thinking about you."

She bit her lip harder. "Grant…I…"

"Please, just one drink." She hesitated, but nodded. "Okay…one drink. But let's go tomorrow instead, okay?" I could see her unbuttoning her blouse with her fingers in my mind's eye as I smiled.

"Wonderful. I'll pick you up at 7, okay?"

Iris nodded, turning away to hide her embarrassment. I left her office, leaving her to her private thoughts.

I can't wait to get inside her, I thought as I walked down the hallway. I knew she was attracted to me, and I felt that tonight was the night it was finally going to happen.

The next afternoon I prepared myself for our date with a new pair of slacks and a button-down shirt. Iris had been impossible to get a hold of all day. I debated whether or not to call her, but I decided that I would just show up at her place at 7.

I decided to head over to her place early and rang the doorbell to her apartment. I stood in front of her large, heavy wooden door with my hands on my hips, impatiently waiting as my cock began to twitch in excitement.

I wanted to see her. I wanted to feel her. I wanted to...

The door swung open, revealing an old man. His eyes were rheumy and glaring with anger.

"What d'you want?" he barked.

"I uh...I'm here to see Iris?"

"You can't see her. She don't want to see you."

I tried to argue with him, but he was having none of it. "She don't want to see you, boy," he repeated, glaring at me.

"I just want to talk to her. It's important."

He looked me up and down before pointing to the door. "You get out of here, you hear? You ain't welcome here."

I nodded, apologizing for disturbing him before turning to leave. Suddenly, I heard the man yell something from behind me.

"Wait. I s'pose she was talking about you after all. She told me she was meeting you today. I didn't know she was goin' with some young fella like you."

"Uhm...uh..." I stammered, not knowing what to say.

A minute later, Iris appeared at the door, flushed with embarrassment. "It's okay, Dad, Grant is my colleague from work. We're just going out for drinks."

"Just drinks? You just drinks!" he ranted. "You always go on dates with young, handsome guys like that. Always with the young guys. I don't know why you do this to us. You shouldn't be dating at your age, you're too old for that."

"Dad, you're not making any sense. I'm not dating anyone, okay? I'm just going with Grant for drinks at the bar..."

"I don't believe you, Iris."

She tried to reason with him, but his anger boiled over. "I just don't want you dating anyone, anymore. I don't want you to get hurt again, and I don't want you to bring scandal to our family like you did last time. You know what happened to your mother, and you want that to happen to you?"

"DAD! I'm not dating anyone! I'm going out for a drink, that's all!"

They bickered back and forth for a few minutes before Iris finally closed the door and came over to me, apologizing.

"I'm so sorry about that," she said, her face red and angry. "My father has been acting so weird as of late. I don't know what's going on with him, but he thinks I'm going to get in all kinds of trouble like my mom-" She broke off, shaking her head. "It's just silly."

I led her to my car and paused for a second. "You sure you don't need to go back inside? We can always wait til another time."

"No, it's fine. I'm a grown woman, I don't have to do what my father tells me to." She laughed and got into the car.

We drove to a downtown cafe and when we got there, the place was bustling with people. We found a small table near the back and sat down, ordering some food and drinks. As we ate, Iris began telling me about her family; how her mom was a rebel and always pushing boundaries, while her dad was afraid she'd end up like that as well.

I listened intently as Iris told me more about who she was - passionate, independent, strong-willed - and I could see why her father was worried about her. But I also knew he was lucky to have a daughter like Iris, and I said so.

"Iris, you're amazing. I know your dad is just worried because you're so fantastic and he doesn't want to lose you."

She laughed and blushed at this, shaking her head. "I suppose you're right. My dad is a very strong-willed man and he raised me to be like him. But I might be pushing him too far..."

We finished our meal, and I paid for it before we left the cafe. Iris insisted that she pay for her own, but I didn't have any of it.

I walked her back to her apartment, and she invited me up for a drink. I accepted her offer and followed her up the stairs.

"Come on in," she smiled as she opened the door. "Dad will have gone to bed, so things will be quiet now. Want something to drink?"

"Sure, just a beer if you have one."

"Sure, I have some in the fridge."

She walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge before bending over in front of it. I walked over to her, admiring her long legs and round, full ass.

My cock twitched in my pants as I came up behind her, sliding my arms around her waist. I pushed aside her hair and began to kiss her neck.

She moaned softly and leaned into my embrace.

"Iris, you're so sexy. I want to fuck you so badly."

She moaned and her head fell back against my shoulder. "Oh, Grant, you're so handsome and sweet. I've wanted you for a long time now..."

I grinned into her neck and kissed her again. "Tell me what you want me to do to you, Iris. What are your deepest, darkest fantasies?"

She turned around and kissed me, her full lips pressing against mine. "I...I want you to do whatever you want to me, Grant. I want you to do anything you want to me. I want you to dominate me."

She was blushing and her eyes were down as she told me this, and I knew I had her where I wanted her.

"Can we go to the bedroom?" I asked. "Or will your dad hear us?"

She bit her lip. "The house is soundproof. He won't hear a thing."

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom where we fell onto the bed, kissing and clawing at each other. Her lips were soft and sweet, her moans like music to my ears as I kissed her neck and breasts. I pulled away and pushed her onto the bed, admiring her shapely body.

She lay on the bed, her legs spread, waiting for me to pounce. I pulled off my shirt and then shimmied out of my pants.

Iris took off her top and bra, leaving her panties on. Then she lifted her legs in the air, her panties sliding down to her knees.

"I want you to fuck me, Grant. I want you to make me yours."

I crawled on top of her and tugged her panties the rest of the way off, making her gasp in surprise. She was naked before me now, looking amazingly hot.

"You're so beautiful," I growled, rubbing the length of my cock against her drenched pussy. "You're so fucking sexy."

She moaned as I rubbed her, her hips tilting up toward me, and her lip trembling. "Please, please, please..." she whispered, her eyes closed and her mouth open. "Please fuck me, Grant. Please, I want you inside of me."

"Beg me," I whispered, teasing her clit with the tip of my cock. "Beg me to fuck you."

"I want you to fuck me, Grant! Please, fuck me, fuck me! I want your cock inside me!"

I grinned and slid inside her, her pussy tight around my cock.

She gasped and clawed at my back as I thrust into her over and over again, fucking her hard and fast.

"Fuck Iris...your pussy is so fucking tight." I grunted in pleasure.

"Oh, god...oh, god...Harder, Grant! Harder! Harder!"

I gripped her hips and pummeled her, my balls slapping against her wet pussy as I fucked her.

"You like that, don't you? You like my big cock fucking you?" I growled.

"Oh, god, yes! Yes, yes, yes!"

I gripped her hips and pummeled her, my balls slapping against her wet pussy as I fucked her.

"You're so fucking sexy, Iris. You look so fucking hot when you're getting fucked."

She gasped and moaned at this, and I slammed my cock into her again, making her sticky juices squirt all over my cock.

"Oh, gosh, Grant. You're going to make me cum!"

"That's right, cum for me, Iris. Cum hard on my cock."

She moaned and clawed at my back as her pussy clenched around my cock.

"Fuck, Grant. I'm...I'm cumming on your cock." She moaned as she came hard on my cock, her juices gushing out of her pussy.

I gripped her tits and began to really pound her, the need to cum inside her rising up inside me.

She moaned in pleasure as she came down from her orgasm, and I slammed into her pussy again and again.

"Oh, fuck, Iris..." I grunted. "I'm gonna cum."

I slammed into her one last time and came hard, my hot cum spurting inside her. We lay there in each other's arms for a few moments, our breathing heavy, before I pulled out of her.

I pulled her close to me and kissed her neck, leaving her drenched pussy.

"Thank you, Iris. That was incredible."

She blushed and nuzzled against me. "Yes, it was. Do you... wanna do it again sometime?"

I grinned down at her. "You bet I do."

She smiled at me, her eyes lit up and her hair falling over her face. She moved on top of me and leaned in to kiss me again, and soon we were going in for round 2.
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