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MY WHITE FRIEND’S DAD

BONUS CONTENT / MY BOSS IS MY SEXY WHITE DADDY


MY WHITE FRIEND’S DAD

By

Sarah Hughes-Levitt


It wasn’t til I was nineteen that I started to notice how sexy Vicki’s dad was. I’d just never thought about him that way before – but one Sunday in July I was round their new place for a BBQ and pool party, just a small gathering – and out of the corner of my eye I saw a hot hunk of a white man getting in the pool. Being the perv I am, I turned to check out who it was, as I didn’t know everybody there, and I realised it was my friend’s dad. The man I’d known for damn near ten years. I’d never seen him with his shirt off before. He had the build of a powerful athlete, and was shockingly toned for a 45-year-old. Ryan’s 6’3”, has kind brown eyes, a bit of stubble, dark brown hair, a deep tan, and big shoulders. Sunburnt shoulders obviously, because middle-aged white men don’t know how to use sunscreen. His ab muscles looked strong and powerful, and his forearms were thick and a little hairy. He had a great jawline.

I watched him lower himself into the water. He glanced up, and saw me looking at him. I smiled awkwardly – I wasn’t worried, we knew each other too well for him to suspect I was checking him out. Me, Vicki and Ryan were almost like family. I was still good friends with Vicki’s mum too, which Vicki wasn’t happy about. The divorce had been messy.

I went for a swim myself a little later, wearing my Soul Cap because I was in no mood to get my hair wet (I never am, to be fair). As I got out, pulling off my cap, Ryan picked up Vicki and threw her in – but they barged into me and I flew backwards, yelping awkwardly before disappearing under water with a huge splash.

Bobbing up, I heard Ryan and Vicki laughing –

“Ah, sorry Michelle!” said Ryan, playfully.

The look on my face was not playful.

“Dad! You got her hair wet!”

“Ah, shit. Er, sorry,” said Ryan.

“My haaaiiiir…” I wailed.

“Dad!”

“Ah, I’m sorry. Er…”

I was kinda annoyed. “I’m gonna go home and sort this out.”

“Ah, don’t go,” said Ryan. He knelt at the pool’s edge and stuck out a big hand. “I think we have a wide tooth comb somewhere. You should rinse the chlorine out now.”

I put my hand in his and he helped me out of the pool, his muscular torso looming over me. I could feel the heat coming from his body and the strength in his arm.

Ryan ushered me inside and took me to the bathroom.

“Here, let me,” he said, grabbing the shower head and coaxing me to bend over the bath.

“Urgh, my make-up…” I said.

“You look great with or without make-up.”

And I realised I was kinda pleased by the compliment. I glanced at the reflection of Ryan’s rippling physique.

He rinsed my hair and then carefully dried it for me. At one point his bare chest grazed my shoulder. Then he rummaged around in a cupboard and found a wide tooth comb.

“How come you know your way around a Black woman’s hair?” I asked.

He was standing behind me as we stood facing the mirror.  He looked into my eyes in our reflection as he gently detangled my hair. One big hand carefully pressed against my shoulder to steady me. God, he towered over me.

“Oh, I’ve dated a couple of Black women over the years, that’s all.”

“Must have been pretty serious if they taught you how to do their hair.”

“Ha. Uh, yeah, one was. The other was more of a… situationship.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Ryan’s hand accidentally brushed the back of my neck.

“Yeah, er, personality wise, we weren’t right for each other. So we kept breaking up.”

“So it wasn’t your personalities that drew you together?”

“Uh… Yeah, we were just very… physically compatible…”

I felt too embarrassed to make eye contact with him in the mirror.

“Oh. Cool…”

“Mm.”

Ryan continued to carefully detangle my hair for a few minutes. Sometimes I felt his breath in my ear. I snatched a few more glances at his powerful physique. His shoulders were so muscular and yet his stomach was so flat… I looked up and we made eye contact – fuck! This time he really had caught me checking him out. I made sure to stare at a toothbrush after that, until he finished.

“All good?” said Ryan.

I checked myself out in the mirror. I would have to redo this when I got home, but he’d tried his best.

“Yeah, great,” I lied

For the rest of the party my eyes were burning a hole in Ryan’s statuesque back. I loved the lines, like waves of muscle, in his tanned skin. And the way his shoulder blades moved around like large fins. He was a sexy man.

When I masturbate, I usually make up a dude, but just occasionally, as a naughty treat, I’d think about Ryan after that.

At the end of that summer, Vicki and I both went off to the same university together. During my first year there I got body shamed for not having a big ass. Vicki doesn’t have a big ass either but nobody made a comment about that. When we came home for the summer – I was now 20 – I’d sometimes visit Vicki at her dad’s place. Over dinner one night I was moaning about getting body shamed and how I needed a bigger ass:

“I either need to put on weight, or put on muscle…”

“Michelle,” said Ryan in a stern, fatherly tone. “You don’t need to change who you are because of what some idiots say or what’s in some advert. You’re a–” he broke eye contact with me, “Very good looking woman.”

Something about the way he broke eye contact made me pleased.

“Yeah, Dad’s right,” said Vicki, shovelling salad into her face.

“Well, I’m gonna do it anyway. I just want to. For me. I’m gonna pack on some muscle in them glutes.”

“You ever worked out before?” said Ryan, cutting into his steak.

“Not really.”

“You could use Dad’s gym. He’ll show you the ropes, won’t you, Dad?”

“Errr…”

“Oh, I don’t want to be a hassle,” I said.

“Don’t be silly,” said Ryan, “It’s no hassle. Come round whenever you want. I’ll show you what to do and how to be safe.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course.”

I found the first session quite awkward. Ryan’s gym was in the garage, and quite hardcore, with massive metal weights. The gym outfit I’d bought online had looked cool in photos, but felt a bit skimpy on me, leaving my back bare with a few straps on it, and the shorts tightly hugged my hips. It felt a bit weird wearing that, locked in a small garage with my friend’s dad, getting sweaty together, but it was too late to do anything about it now.

Ryan showed me how to squat with the barbel on my shoulders.

“Okay, now try a set of five,” he said, in his deep voice.

I squatted unsteadily down. Ryan squatted behind me, keeping his hands hovering underneath the bar.

“All the way down,” he said, in a stern voice.

I did as he said, noticing as I did how huge his thighs were when he was squatting. They were thick, very defined, and muscular, sticking out either side of me, almost engulfing me. I looked at myself in the mirror. Engulfed was the right word. I saw a short, unsure young black woman looking uncertainly out, cocooned by this huge muscular hunk with a great jaw, stern eyebrows, and kind eyes. We made eye contact. I could have sworn he'd checked me out for a second. Or did I just imagine it?

“Up,” he commanded, and I strained to stand up.

“Keep your ass down. Shoulders first. Big chest,” he corrected my form, keeping his hands hovering by my waist as I struggled. I sort of wished he would grab my waist and throw me to the floor. But I shook the thought out of my head.

On the final rep of the third set I got halfway up and my legs almost gave way.

“I got you,” said Ryan, in a strained voice, pressing against my back and lifting the weight, and me. It was only for a few seconds, but I loved the feeling of his strong, powerful body against mine. I could feel the muscle. Feel the heat. The sweat. The steadiness.

I visited Ryan’s garage a lot that summer. My butt didn’t really get much bigger to be honest and I’ve since given up on trying to transform myself for others.

It was in my second year at university that things changed with Vicki. She started dating this white guy called Aaron. She became obsessed with him and stopped hanging out with her friends. I still managed to see her a bit, although almost always with Aaron there. At first, I just thought he was kind of a dick who liked to make “ironic” problematic jokes. You know, about women, gay men, people of colour. But it was always “just a joke”. Vicki defended him when I brought this up. I thought I’d just have to live with it for the sake of my friend, and surely she wouldn’t be with this asshole forever.

But then he started posting political shit online. Gradually, it became super right wing, and then blatantly racist. When challenged he’d say he was just being ironic and was just trying to wind people up. A few times, he actually deleted posts that had gone too far. I kept hoping and hoping that somehow he’d change direction. Then one day he posted something so fucking racist that we got into a massive argument online. He wouldn’t back down. It got heated. We both said some extreme shit – except I was in the right. I felt disgusted and angry – I was shaking. I sent screenshots to Vicki. And… she left me on read. After a day I sent her some more messages. Then she tried to ‘both sides’ it. I cannot tell you how betrayed and sickened I felt.

I won’t go into much more detail, but suffice to say after several painful weeks, I realised she’d chosen her shitty boyfriend over me, her childhood friend.

But some small part of me didn’t want to let go of over a decade of friendship. I still thought she could be saved. Sometimes I stalked her online. I saw that she was now Liking or reacting to some of Brett’s posts. I was dumbstruck.

I don’t know if this was a weird thing to do, but I decided to share this with Ryan. Vicki was going down a terrible path I knew he wouldn’t want her to go down, anchoring herself to a terrible man who had now been expelled and was dragging her down. Her dad was disgusted when he saw the screenshots. He called me up and we had a long talk.

Over the next few months Ryan spoke with Vicki several times about Aaron, and about his politics. I don’t know if Vicki realised it was me who’d flagged what was going on, we were barely talking by this point anyway, and a bunch of her other friends were worried about her too. Either way, Vicki just doubled down on her loyalty to her boyfriend, and I heard she even went along to some far right meet up or something. That was the rumour anyway. Communication broke down between Ryan and Vicki and she basically cut him off. Half the time she blocked him – occasionally unblocking him when she felt like it.

Ryan and I spoke on the phone quite a lot while all this was happening, and we met up three times, having long heart to hearts and drinking long into the night as we talked about what we could do to help Vicki, wondering why she’d gone down this path. Finally, we decided to stage an intervention of sorts. She wouldn’t respond to us over the phone, so we decided to show up at her friend’s place and speak with her, from a place of love and concern. It did not go well.

Ryan and I found ourselves wandering home, pretty hurt. He was staying in a hotel not far from me so I walked with him.

He put an arm around me. “Thanks for everything, Michelle.”

“I care about you both so much.”

Ryan sighed. “She’ll come around eventually…”

“Mmm.”

“It might take years though. I think… she’ll have to hit rock bottom first.”

He looked pretty broken as we reached his swanky hotel.

“This is me,” he said. He turned and hugged me tight. Once again I had that feeling of being engulfed in his big, strong arms. I felt so little, pressed up against his powerful body. I hugged him tight. Maybe we held the embrace a bit too long.

Ryan finally let go. “Think I need a drink. They’ve got some elite whiskeys behind the bar here, and I think I’m gonna try every one of them.”

“Hey don’t, um, don’t overdo it.”

“We’ll see.”

“No, come on, Ryan. Be serious.”

“I’ll try my best.”

“Don’t make me come in there with you.”

“I mean, you’re welcome to. If you want.”

“Umm…” I glanced through the window at the elite Victorian era bar leading off from the hotel lobby.

“Up to you,” said Ryan in his deep, gruff voice.

“I could probably do with a drink myself,” I said.

We went in.

We spent the evening commiserating, slowly getting pretty drunk, and at some point we started having a good time. Talking and laughing. I realised our legs were touching. I found myself laughing too hard at times – fuck, I was flirting with him. Well, as long as he didn’t notice, it was okay.

The bar closed at midnight and they kicked us out. I turned to look up at him in the hotel lobby.

“Goodbye, Ryan.”

“Don’t say it like that. I hope we’ll see each other soon.”

“Yeah, me too.”

Ryan smiled, his eyes shining.

We hugged. A real tight, long hug. Our bodies pressed together. Finally, I pulled away a little, still caught in his embrace.

I looked up at him. “Er, well…” his face was close to mine, I could smell the whiskey on his breath. “Goodnight for now, Ry–”

Holy shit! His face moved towards mine, I knew what was coming, I was delighted and yet absolutely knew this shouldn’t happen, and–

He kissed me. And before I knew it, I was kissing him. Passionately. His stubble was scratchy against my face. I felt something in my body swell, and I managed to completely push out of my mind how wrong this was. I inhaled his scent as our heads circled around. Ryan placed a big hand against the back of my head, pulling me into him. It was the most electric kiss I’d ever had.

Then my senses returned. I pulled away. “We can’t do this…”

“You’re right,” said Ryan, then kissed me again.

Once again I felt this swelling, pulsing feeling in my body. God it was so good. Ryan stroked the side of my face and I found I’d gripped his waist to pull us closer together. His hard, muscular body pressed against mine, warm and sexy.

After about two minutes, my conscience again managed to make itself heard over the sound of my deep attraction to this man. I pulled away again.

“Ryan, I mean it. We can’t… Do this to her…”

“Right…” said Ryan.

We were still holding each other close. We stayed like that for a minute. I realised I could feel a huge erection pressing against me through his jeans. I felt this little tingle in my pussy, but stoically ignored it.

“Okay,” said Ryan, at last seeming to get control of himself with great effort. “Sorry. Er… let me walk you out.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling disappointed. I knew it was the right thing to do, but a part of me wished he’d just, I dunno, take charge, demand I stay with him. Take all the moral responsibility. I wanted him so badly.

He led me by the hand through the hotel lobby and we stood outside in the night air.

“Goodbye for now, Michelle.”

“Yeah.”

We hugged. Another long, tight one. It felt so good. I pulled away a little and looked up at him. Into his dark brown eyes and handsome face. Something came over me. “Maybe just one last kiss before I go?”

Ryan bent down and kissed me fiercely, with a passion I’d never experienced before. I kissed him back longingly and gratefully, our tongues intertwining. He breathed me in. I ran my fingers through his hair. Oh God. My pussy was on fire and my heart felt something strange. Suddenly Ryan kissed my neck, and I gasped.

Ryan looked at me for a second. We held each other’s gaze, then he took me by the hand, and led me back into the hotel. Pulled me, really.

The two minutes it took us to make it up the stairs were the strangest and most erotic two minutes of my life. I felt giddy with desire, almost liked I’d lost control, like my usual personality had taken a back sea as he pulled me along. And I loved it. I wanted it. But at the same time, about every ten seconds an intrusive thought entered my head – ‘You know this is wrong! You can’t sleep with your friend’s dad! You should stop now! This is wrong!’

Then my desire would sweep over me again – the feeling of Ryan’s big, strong hand engulfing mine. His warm skin against mine. Looking up at his broad shoulders and back as he virtually dragged me up the stairs. Neither of us said anything. I think we were both afraid to break the spell.

When we got to his door, he turned and kissed me passionately, then swiped his key card and opened the door. He held it open for me. I was going to have to take responsibility for my actions. I wanted this so bad. I managed to repress my guilt for just the second I needed, and stepped over the threshold into his plush rooms.

Ryan came in behind me, softly closing the door. We kissed some more, then he led me to the bed. He gently pushed me down onto the mattress and started kissing my neck again. I exhaled shakily, my pussy throbbing, my heart pounding in my chest.

Ryan got on top of me – not pressing his body against mine but holding himself up on his elbows. He kissed my cheeks, my forehead, my ear – I gasped and shuddered at that one. He gently ran his fingers through my hair.

“I want you so badly, Michelle,” he whispered.

I just nodded, almost in a trance.

Ryan kissed down my neck and across my collar bone – hot, wet kisses. Each one felt like it burned.

He stroked my face again, then kissed his way down my top, kissing my stomach through the fabric. He reached my belt, then lifted my top a little, and kissed me slowly on my bare stomach. An involuntary, soft moan escaped my lips.

Ryan kissed some more across my waistline, savouring each kiss, then knelt up, and grabbed the bottom of my top. He looked at me for a second, then carefully pulled my top up over my head and threw it to the floor. He pulled his own top off, kneeling over me. I gazed up at his broad, powerful, slightly hairy chest and his flat stomach. Then he came back down and kissed me, pressing his body against mine. I’ll never forget that first touch of our naked bodies coming together. His hot skin pressing against me. I mashed my tongue against his, squashing my nose against his face, overcome with desire. I felt like my whole body was pulsing with pleasure. Ryan put an arm underneath me – I arched my back – and he undid the clasp on my bra. He peeled it away and threw it aside, before diving in and licking my nipples. I moaned again – loudly this time. Ryan kissed and sucked at my right nipple while his hand squeezed my other breast. Then he kissed his way down my stomach and undid my belt. Then my fly. He gave a little kiss to the top of my panties, then knelt up, and grabbed the sides of my jeans. I looked up at him and lifted my ass off the bed, allowing him to yank them off. They got stuck around my knees and got turned inside out – we giggled – it actually took him a second to properly pull them off.

Then he dove at my blue panties, planting hungry kisses all over them. I could feel his full lips pressing through the fabric and smooshing my pussy. I was burning up at this point. I don’t think I’ve ever been so horny in my life.

“I need you, Michelle,” Ryan whispered, then hooked a single finger underneath my panties, and pulled them part way aside. He let out a deep, masculine groan of pleasure, and kissed my left pussy lip.

“OH!” I gasped.

“Mmm,” Ryan rumbled, as he kissed at me. He pulled my panties further to the side and kissed my right pussy lip.

“Oh God…” I sighed.

Ryan rumbled again, his eyes closed, one hand placed on my thigh. Then he very, very gently, brushed his tongue against the entrance to my pussy, slowly licking his way up.

“Ohh-hhh-ohh…” I shuddered.

He did it again, his tongue firmer against me this time, slightly parting my wet lips.

“Oh… God…” I croaked.

Again he moaned to himself. Then his tongue slid into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, and covered my mouth in case the people next door heard.

Ryan pulled my panties off me, then leaned back down and placed his big hands underneath me, grasping each of my ass cheeks and pulling me up, pressing me against his face as his tongue stroked upwards inside my pussy and found my clit. His tongue was warm and wet, gentle yet firm, and I felt like my clit buzzed with electricity as he licked it. I shivered and moaned while he ate my pussy. He devoured me like he was starving, holding me tightly in his firm grip and rumbling to himself. Every now and then an intrusive thought entered my mind – this was wrong, I shouldn’t be doing this – before a wave of intense pleasure washed it aside. I felt like I was constantly on the brink of cumming as he steadily lapped at my clit. He was seemingly overcome with desire and in love with the taste of me, moaning to himself.

An orgasm started building in me and Ryan clearly sensed it from my breathing – he slowed down – I guess he liked to control when I came – and started kissing at my pussy. Wet sloppy kisses while I moaned and hummed.

“Please…” I gasped. “Make me cum.”

“Mmm…” was all Ryan said.

He licked two fingers and inserted them into me, stroking my G-spot on the upper part of my pussy. Then he started lapping furiously at my clit.

“Oh… Oh God! Oh! Oh… fffuuuckk…” I wailed.

It felt so fucking good. The heat. The wetness. The firmness. His masterful control. The sheer, intense sexual energy. Like a buzzing, glowing halo around my pussy.

“Oh God…”

He thrust his slick fingers in and out of me, pressing firmly against my G-spot.

“Ohhh…”

Literally fucking me with his fingers.

“Myyy….”

His tongue stroked my clit, faster and faster, firmer and firmer. He moaned to himself.

“Goddddddd!!!”

I came so hard, my hips bucking, my legs shaking, my eyes tightly clenched as I bit down on my lip. An explosive wave of pleasure shot through my body and held me in its grip for several seconds – I basically couldn’t move, almost paralysed with pleasure – before it subsided a little, still like I was glowing, still incredible, and I was able to breath again as pleasure washed over my body. Ryan kept lapping at my clit, sending little pulses of pleasure through my body and making me jolt and yelp. Then my clit got too sensitive.

“Stop… stop…” I gasped, and he moved to kissing my inner thighs and stomach, almost lovingly.

He got back on top of me and kissed my neck.

“Ryan…” I whispered.

“Ah, Michelle…”

“Thank you…”

We kissed, and he stroked my face. I played with his hair. Then he stood up, next to the bed. I could see a huge bulge poking through his jeans. Ryan looked at me, a very firm intention in his eyes, and undid his belt buckle. He was going to fuck me. Holy shit. We really shouldn’t be doing this. I’d been best friends with his daughter for a decade. She was still, ultimately, my friend. This was so fucking wrong.

“Umm…” I murmured.

Then Ryan slid down his jeans and I gulped. He was wearing white boxer briefs, and his dick was straining through the material like a small club. Jesus, he looked rock hard. His waistband was pulling away from his flat stomach. I stared, a little intimidated, buzzing with lust, my jaw hanging open.

Ryan leaned over and grabbed my hand. He placed my hand against his underwear, against his warm, hard, dick, and I felt him throb in my hand. Without even thinking about what I was doing, I gave him a gentle squeeze and he moaned. Fuck, this wasn’t stopping it. Why didn’t I say anything? I could say something right now and stop it. We hadn’t crossed every threshold yet, we could pretend this never happened. That I hadn’t betrayed my best friend. I realised I was rubbing him up and down, through the fabric. I stared at the straining outline of his dick. I could see a little patch of precum. I swallowed. My hand was still gently stroking him as I stared.

I heard Ryan’s deep voice from above. “Take off my underwear.”

I gave a slight nod of my head, and placed my hands on his waistband at either sides of his hips. This was it. If I did this, I couldn’t go back. I hesitated.

“Fuuuck…” whispered Ryan. “I need you, Michelle.”

I felt my pussy pulse. I pulled down his underwear, slowly revealing his thick, rigid shaft, tugged down by the fabric, then his dick sprang up, almost like a spring, bobbing obscenely in my face. Jesus Christ. It was big. And I’d never seen such a hard dick. It almost looked painful for him, it was so hard. It bobbed in front of me, jutting out, pointing diagonally upwards. A pearl of precum at the tip.

Ryan stroked my face. “You’re beautiful.”

I leaned forward, and kissed the head of his incredible cock.

Ryan sighed like a man who’d just reached enlightenment. He later told me the feeling he experienced was as strong as any orgasm.

I planted soft kisses all over his hot dick, pressing my full, soft lips against his hardness. Enjoying the rumble of ecstasy coming from him as he gently stroked my hair. Then I grabbed the base of his shaft, and very gently pulled the skin even tauter. Another sigh of ecstasy from him. I pressed my tongue against the base of his shaft, and looked up at him. Our eyes met. Yet another moment more erotic than anything I’d experienced before. We held each other’s gaze for a moment, then I slowly dragged my hot wet tongue up his shaft, keeping eye contact with him.

“Jesus… Christ…” croaked Ryan.

He stroked my face again, and I took him in my mouth. His dick was warm, and so firm, the taut skin pressing against my tongue. Ryan stroked my hair as I swirled my tongue against the underneath of the end of his shaft. He rumbled like he might pass out or cum then and there.

Then he did something I didn’t expect. He took my head in his strong hands, and started slowly fucking my mouth. He held me in place, driving his big wet dick in and out of my mouth.

“You gorgeous fucking thing…” he murmured.

He was so big I nearly gagged, but there was something so hot about what was happening. So hot about how he was losing control, overcome by his lust for me. For a second it occurred to me I was being face fucked my friend’s dad, but I shoved the thought aside – my pussy was in control now.

He fucked my mouth like that for several minutes, his hot, explosive hard dick throbbing and twitching in my mouth. Finally he pulled out of me, bent down and kissed me, his hand resting gently around my throat. Our tongues intertwined and rubbed against each other. All my senes were on fire. It seemed like everything we did caused me more pleasure.

Then Ryan gently pushed me onto my back.

He climbed on top of me.

“Maybe… this is too far…” I mumbled, looking up.

I felt the hot, smooth, fat head of his big dick resting against my pussy lips. My pussy twitched.

Ryan looked deep into my eyes. I could see animal lust. And something else.

He was too much of a gentleman to push his dick into me after I said that, but also too overcome to pull away from me. We stared into each other’s eyes, aching for each other. Agonising. We definitely couldn’t do this. We just had to stop. We had to.

I shifted my hips a little, pushing my pussy more firmly against his thick head. My pussy lips parted a little as I looked up at him.

Ryan put a big hand on my shoulder to steady me, then firmly and steadily drove his big cock into me.

“Oh… God!” I gasped.

My pussy felt so full. I was slick with desire but his girth and length – it rubbed so hard against my pussy walls and he only made it halfway in. I looked up at him, almost stunned, and he leaned over and kissed me. I loved the feeling of his broad, powerful torso against my skin. He cradled my face, and slowly pulled his dick most of the way out. Then, gently but powerfully, he pushed it back in. There was a look in his eyes. For all his gentleness, his eyes let me know that I was going to feel all of him. That he needed to feel all of me. He pushed his big dick deep inside me, past the point of resistance – it hurt a little and I gasped as he stretched my pussy walls.

I felt his dick reach new depths in me that hadn’t been reached before, and I whimpered.

“Are you okay?” whispered Ryan.

“Yes.”

“You want this?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, and started thrusting in and out of me. My eyes rolled back in my head and I started softly wailing. His big dick was so wet with my juices. So firm and powerful. His thrusts were so deep. Pressed so hard against my G-spot. He kissed my neck, kissed my collar bone, kissed my nipples, all while thrusting his powerful cock in and out of me, slowly picking up speed.

“Oh, Ryan,” I moaned.

“You’re incredible, Michelle.”

He pushed himself up on his hands, looking down at me from above as he continued to thrust into me. He put a hand on my shoulder again, clamping me in place, and started to really fuck me. This wasn’t tender now. This was powerful. Animalistic. Almost violent. Fuck, he was overcome with lust. We stared each other in the eyes – mine wide, his intense, not saying a word as he fucked me harder and harder - as hard as he could. Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam…

I stroked his hairy chest, enjoying the feeling of his thick, hot muscles against my cool hands. I stroked his handsome, masculine face.

“Michelle…” he gasped. “You’re so fucking special.”

He was hammering me now, pounding that big dick in and out of my wet, grateful pussy. I felt my pussy give itself to him, submit to his dick. I opened my legs wider, then lifted a leg up and rested it on his shoulder – I wanted to feel every inch of his magnificent cock. Ryan picked up my other leg and rested my ankle against his shoulder. He moved forward and I was almost bent double as pounded into me, harder and harder, faster and faster as we stared into each other’s eyes, his hips slamming into my ass, his big balls slapping against me, his big dick driving into me, driving my shoulders down into the mattress. He cradled my face in his big hand again and started absolutely pummeling me.

“Oh, oh, uh, oh, ooh, OHHH!” I warbled as I felt a huge orgasm building in me. “Oh my God,” I moaned in a worried tone of voice. Somehow I felt this orgasm might be so big it would hurt. “Oh my God…” again that fear in my voice–

“OH. MY. GODDDDDDDD!!!!” I wailed at the top of my lungs as I came, this deep orgasm coming from somewhere primal and ancient in me, the deepest layer of my soul, dark and hot and powerful. A deep, dark, bassy orgasm that overwhelmed me, overwhelmed my body, as I shuddered and shook, gripped the sheets, clenched my jaw, closed my eyes tight and scrunched up my face.

“Ryaaan,” I whined.

“I can’t stop myself, I’m– I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” he roared.

“Yes! Cum in me! I need your cum! Cum in my pussy, Ryan! Make it yours!”

“Aaaaah!” he bellowed, and I felt his cock pulse as he spurted hot cum into me. Rope after rope of cum lashed into me as he kept pounding and pounding and roaring.

“Oh, Michelle! Michelle! Oh, God,” he rasped.

He leaned down and we kissed again as I wrapped my arms around his neck, tilting my hips to take him as deep into my pussy as possible as he pistoned into me. Finally he stopped thrusting and we stayed in that position, catching our breath and panting for several minutes, our sweat intermingling. Eventually he rolled off of me and we cuddled in bed, refusing to think about the future consequences. I played with his chest hair, and he stroked my hair and kissed my cheek.

“We shouldn’t have done that…” I said, staring at the ceiling.

“I know.”

We fucked three more times that night.

***

To be continued. Please leave me a rating if you want to hear more of this story or more like this, it helps so much.

For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H. If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on when the new stories, bundles and deals are coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl
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Sample Excerpt below from My Boss is My Sexy White Daddy – a story about a young, overachieving and insecure Black woman at a big corporation, who catches the eye of her powerful, tall, handsome CEO. It starts with him realising her talent is being underappreciated by her problematic manager, but after she makes an embarrassing mistake – her kindle downloads some erotica on the workplace wi-fi – he is forced to discipline her.

Over a month passed and things mostly went back to normal. It seemed Hannah really had managed not to gossip about my secret shame (!), which, to be fair, would have been a big breach of workplace law if she had (I obsessively googled the issue) and my colleagues seemed genuinely none the wiser. And I was doing well at my job. I’m conscientious, driven, and I genuinely find marketing really interesting and I was definitely starting to feel I’d got the hang of my role at Zenith.

But then I got another email:

Jennifer

There has been another breach of workplace policy and I have to say I’m disappointed. We can speak informally about the issue at 5pm and you can decide whether you’d like to go through a formal process.

J

Fuck!!! What was it this time?! It couldn’t be my Kindle, I’d unticked the connect automatically box for the wifi.

As it turned out, it was the fucking Kindle. It had somehow forgotten my settings. I replaced it with a new one after that, and threw it in the river.

So I found myself sheepishly walking towards Julius’ desk again, feeling like a girl in the headmaster’s office. Julius’ intense stare seemed to be looking right into me, seeing past all my layers and regarding the real me, naked and afraid. He stood up, towering over me, and ushered me to the breakout area where we sat in easychairs.

“Jennifer…”

“I’m so sorry, I’ll throw away the kindle!”

“I’m beginning to wonder if I overestimated you. I hear you did a good job on the Protocol campaign, but, this… Once can be considered bad luck, maybe, but twice begins to look… Like you might not be an appropriate fit for Zenith. I had been in talks about promoting you…”

I didn’t know what to say, I just stared at him. Julius rolled his eyes, stood up, and paced. “I almost wonder if this was really an accident. I mean you’d have thought an intelligent girl like you would avoid making the same mistake twice. I know some people get off on getting caught…”

He let the unspoken question linger in the air.

I looked up at him, overwhelmed at this point. “No, I… I swear I turned off autoconnect on my Kindle. I really did.”

“It didn’t occur to you to completely forget the network?”

“No, in case I needed–”

“Bear in mind you’re not supposed to connect personal devices to work wifi anyway.”

“Yes.”

“And then there’s the issue that you’re bringing a device with adult material on it into the workplace.”

“You make it sound like I’m bringing in porn!” I whined.

Julius took out a folded piece of paper from the inner pocket of his suit jacket. He unfolded it, and read aloud, in his deep voice: “Punished by my Boss - a HOT humiliation, praise kink and Alpha Dom story.”

He looked up at me, and my voice seemed to dry up, I couldn’t be more embarrassed and humiliated. I wanted to disappear. I felt this tugging in my chest and my cheeks glowed hot. Was it weird that I got a little wave of something else when he said those words?

He read on: “Owned by my Bully, Dominated by my Younger Boss. There’s a lot of stuff by the same author here. You a big Sarah Hughes-Levitt fan?”

I stood up, trying not to cry. “Please accept my resignation. I need to leave this job.”

I turned to leave–

“SIT DOWN, JENNIFER” boomed Julius.

I turned and stared at him. Something about the look on his face. I felt I’d better obey. I trotted meekly back to my chair and sat down.

“It’s hard to find good staff. I dug into your work on the Protocol campaign and you’re clearly an overanxious overachiever with rare talent. Yes, you’ve made two massive blunders, but I want you to go on an information security course as you clearly have a blindspot there. The company will pay, of course. And I want your solemn promise that you’ll be as good as gold going forward.”

“I…” I felt like crying. “I can’t work here anymore. It’s humiliating.”

My eyes were welling up. “You know all my most embarrassing secrets. You probably think I’m disgusting–”

Julius chuckled. “Jennifer, let me tell you something. I’m older than you. I’m experienced, and I’ve seen a lot. This–” he indicated the sheet of paper, “is nothing. We had a Head of Finance years ago who was rumoured to be into asphyxiation.”

I stared at him. My throat muscles felt tight and I shook my head. “I have to leave.”

I started to get up–

“JENNIFER.”

I sat down again. He was just someone you obeyed.

“Look. Maybe this will help. You feel embarrassed because I know that about your frankly pretty run of the mill sexual fantasies. It’s an imbalance. Would it help if I told you some of the erotica I read?”

My jaw dropped. I just stared at him for I don’t know how long.

There was a twinkle in his eye. “Well? Would that make you feel on a more even footing?”

“Uh… maybe…”

“The last three I read were titled, Caught by my Husband, Punishing the Secretary, and… Spanked Over My Desk.”

We looked at each other. Julius cocked an eyebrow. “So now we’re even.”

“Er… I suppose so…”

I had never thought about Julius in a sexual context before. Suddenly, a part of me was viewing him in a whole new light. He looked at me with those piercing eyes.

I blinked back. “Umm, thank you for… being honest with me. And showing your trust in me.”

“So, will you stay?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Good. That’s brilliant. Take my number, you can WhatsApp me if you have more workplace issues we need to discuss or if you ever want a bit of mentoring or advice.”

He gave me his number, then stood up, and for the first time I noticed how muscular his legs were. And how well filled the front of his suit trousers were.

“Well don’t let me detain you,” he said, looking down at me – had he caught me looking? “You’ll get an email about the info security course.”

“Thank you, sir–” I said, standing up. “Sorry, I mean, just, thank you.”

“You can call me sir, if you like.”

We looked at each other. Oh fuck. Did he mean… There was this charge in the air, for maybe just two seconds, as we stood about two feet apart and looked at each other. I’d just suddenly felt this little burst of arousal. Like this pulse travelling through my body.

“Um, yes, s– er, yes,” I stammered.

Julius just smiled at me.

“Thanks for everything,” I managed, and left.

Click here to read the rest of the story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FHQ2M4TW
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