

Chapter 1

Alyson looked down at the papers strewn all about the dingy kitchen table. She had some very difficult decisions to make and none of the choices were going to be easy. According to her calculator, she had already racked up a total of two thousand dollars in credit card debt that was due in three days. If she couldn’t make four hundred in that time span, she was going to be out on the street. Kicked out of her apartment.


She had gotten so caught up in living on her own for the first time, she had miscalculated just how much money she needed for things like food, rent, and gas to get back and forth to her job at the diner.


Now she had a serious problem. Waitressing at the diner only brought in a measly twelve hundred a month. If she wore a low cut top while making her rounds, she might be able to bump that up to sixteen hundred with tips, but that the most she could increase her income with her current circumstances.


Alyson sighed and stirred her coffee absent-mindedly. Growing up was tough. She didn’t know how she was going to get out of this one. Most of the time, when she screwed up, she just ran back to Daddy and he took care of it, like the time she got a little tipsy and plowed right into an iron wrought fence a few miles down from her own palatial living quarters.


Her father was, after all, very wealthy and could afford to bail her out over and over again Alyson had always had his guiding hand in her life and he had protected her from everything. Now that she was out of the house, he could no longer step in on her behalf and help her as easily.


She could always call him and have extra money wired over, but since their last conversation, her Father would probably be more than hesitant to give her any aid. Glumly, Alyson sipped at her coffee and stared again at the papers that were spread out in front of her. She couldn’t get kicked out. Where would she go? She didn’t know anybody here in the city.


On one side, she had all her bills laid out, totals circled in pink highlighter. On the other end of the table, she had her laptop out, looking through want ads in the local area. Most of work didn’t appeal to her or wouldn’t work with her schedule. She couldn’t see herself babysitting or walking dogs. Both were very icky. The idea of cleaning up after a dog went to the bathroom was just too much for her. The rest of jobs all seemed to need people during the day shift, which wouldn’t work with her waitressing.


Alyson thought for a second. Where could she find a job that wouldn’t conflict with her already busy schedule and let her make all her bills this month? It dawned on her that the daily paper often had want ads that were posted by people looking for help. Slipping on a light coat to brave the cold outside, Alyson stepped into her designer pumps and stepped outside her cramped apartment into the hallways. It smelled like marijuana and old trash out here, graffiti thrown up on the walls and mysterious stains all over the carpet.


Stepping lightly, she made her way past the pale yellow walls of the hallway and down the concrete stairs that would take her outside. She always avoided the apartment elevator now after she got trapped in it for a good three hours. The stairs had the advantage of never breaking fortunately.


Once outside, she pulled her long, black coat tight around her body to block the cold. She had never realized just how cold New York could get until she moved out. Now it seemed like the cold was all she could think about. She didn’t have enough money to run her small heater all the time, so she often found herself shivering early in the morning at the temperature dropped to the low for the day.


Shaking out her long and curly brown hair, she ran a hand through her tresses, pulling out a few knots with her fingers. A construction worker across the street watched as she ran her hand through her hair and called out to her, telling her that she was beautiful.


Alyson blushed, her normally pale white skin going red with embarrassment. Why did every guy in New York feel like he needed to let her know that she was beautiful? At 5’9 with a generous chest and curvy backside, Alyson never had any trouble getting attention from men. They seemed like animals to her, always on the hunt for a new girl they could bed.


Most guys turned her off to be honest. They seemed to be just about one thing and that was how they were going to get into her pants. Well, today, she was wearing a knee length skirt, but she was sure they would try and get into that if they could.


She ignored the calls from the construction worker and just kept moving, slipping through the crowd. Up ahead, she spotted a newsstand that was selling papers and snacks. Trying to look inconspicuous, she threaded her way past several circles of people standing on the sidewalk as they drank their morning coffee. The owner of the newsstand didn’t notice her as she pulled the latest paper from the pile and began to flip through to find the want ads.


She finally found the want ads after a few minutes of searching. It was in the very back in black and white. Alyson ran her finger over the columns, pulling her hand back when she realized that the paper was leaving black smudges of ink all over her fingers. Why would anyone still read a paper? It seemed so backwards and gross to her. 


The want ads seemed full of day shift jobs that were just not going to work unless she was able to clone herself and be in two places at once. She actually needed to be at the diner in just a couple hours for when her shift started. Before she got caught up in work though, she wanted to get this money situation resolved.


Her finger continued to move down the page as she mentally checked off each job that would conflict with her schedule. Then, at the very bottom of the page, she spotted something that just might work.


The posting was looking for someone that could clean a home for a few hours each evening. The house probably wouldn’t be far. From what she could remember, Smithwick street was still well inside that sprawling city that was New York. The ad was a bit odd though. There were a few ads for cleaners that just stated that the person had to be available between certain hours to dust, vacuum, and scrub the tile while the homeowner was still at work.


This ad was much more specific than that. It said the person chosen would need to always clean their whole house between the hours of seven and nine. It never mentioned what that would entail, but Alyson figured it would be the usual. The ad also went on to say that only women should apply, under the age of twenty-five.


That struck Alyson as even more odd than the specific cleaning hours. Why was this homeowner only interested in young women stopping by? Normally. Alyson would not have responded, but the posted pay was exactly what she was looking for. In bold font at the bottom of the ad, they were advertising three hundred dollars an hour.


With her job at the diner, she was usually lucky just to get fifteen an hour. If she did a good job cleaning, she wouldn’t have to decide between going out with her friends, and still making her rent. She could eat out more, takes cabs instead of walking everywhere, and actually enjoy her stay in the city.


Alyson decided that she would take the part time cleaning job and do an amazing job for them. She enjoyed a clean apartment, so she was very familiar with what would be expected already. Once this family saw how good she could tidy up for them, they were sure to keep her on with them. For once, money wouldn’t always be on her mind anymore.


Slipping her phone out of her pocket, she began to copy down the phone number listed on the paper. The store keep noticed what she was doing and reacted immediately. 


“Hey little girl there! What do you think this is? You want the paper, you pay for the paper! This is not the New York library.”


Alyson tried to copy down the number even faster, looking back and forth between the paper and her phone as she punched in the numbers.


“I am so sorry about this,” she said as she hurried. “I promise I will buy a paper from you if I can just get this job.”


Furious, the storeowner hurled a pack of gum at her, hitting her square in the chest. Alyson yelped in surprise, catching the gum in the crook of her arm. She put the paper down in a huff, turning on her heels and stomping off. The people of New York were so rude.


“Hey girl! You are walking away with my gum! You have to pay for that.”


Alyson ignored him, pocketing the gum and hurrying along the bustling street. She didn’t have time to point out that he threw the gum at her, so it was hers at this point. The faceless crowds churned by her as she looked for a place where she could stop and make a call to this homeowner that she found in the want ad.


The busy street would make it almost impossible to hear herself, so she took a detour into a small, open-air café serving coffee and beignets. Seating herself, she dialed up the number she had copied down, her fingers shaking a little from nerves. She really wanted this job and was willing to do just about anything to avoid having to go back to her parents for money.


The phone on the other end just rang once before it was picked up promptly.


“Smithwick residence, whom may I ask is calling?”


The voice on the other end sounded British which caught her off guard.


“Hi, hello,” Alyson started to say, searching for the words in her mind. “I was wondering if I could speak with the person that posted the want ad for a cleaning person.”


There was a long pause as the person on the other end considered her request. He sighed, a long and laborious sound as if he heard this question all day long.


“The position for a maid is still open unfortunately. Considering Mr. Smithwick just fired that last head cleaning lady last night, I suppose that makes me in charge now. How can I help you today?”


Alyson froze up, not expecting this turn of events. She tried to think of something quickly that would make her sound professional and astute.


“Sir, this is Alyson Brannigan with Professional Cleanings. I would like to set up an interview with your employer today to see if the position that just opened up would be a good fit for my company.”


This seemed to surprise the British man on the other side of the phone. Alyson could tell he didn’t expect a professional cleaning service to call over for the job. She could hear him shuffling papers on the other end, grabbing a pen from somewhere.


“Well Mrs. Brannigan, I am sure we can make an opening for an interview today so that you can apply.”


“What time? I am very busy with several accounts today and I need to know exactly when to be there.”


There was a long pause as he mulled this over. “I can contact Mr. Smithwick and see when he would be available.”


Alyson shook her head. She wanted this job badly and she wasn’t about to be stopped by the secretary taking calls.


“What is your name?” she asked defiantly. 


“George. George Pudwill,” he said quickly.


“Mr. Pudwill, if what you are telling me is accurate, then your boss, Mr. Smithwick, will want the position filled immediately. I highly doubt that he would want to hear from me, that an award winning cleaning company was turned away when you are in need of regular service.”


Alyson paused, wondering if she had pressed it too far. Were awards even given to cleaning companies? 


The ruse worked and Mr. Pudwill quickly issued his statement.


“I have an opening in thirty minutes just open up. I hope that will suit you and your schedule.”


“That will work just fine,” said Alyson, her grin spreading from ear to ear. Sometimes it really did just pay to be a bitch to people. It was sad things worked out like that.


Quickly, she switched off her phone and rushed to hail a cab. Several yellow cabs flew by her until she reached down and raised the hem of her skirt several inches, letting her coat flap open and expose a little extra skin. That did the trick as the next cab screeched to a halt in front of her.


“Where would you like to go Miss?” said the driver, his eyes going to her exposed skin as he looked at her in his rearview mirror.


Alyson handed his her phone with the address already displayed.


“How much to get to this address?”


The cabbie looked at the address and then his meter.


“Hmmm, twenty bucks. This place is still close.”


Alyson dug into her purse and threw the last of her crinkled of paper money at him.


“That is about thirty right there. Get me of there in fifteen. I can’t be late for this.”


The man smiled, pushing the money into his front pocket as he checked traffic behind them. The cab roared out into the lane, picking up speed as he weaved between vehicles. Alyson flipped open her makeup case, looking at herself in the mirror. She applied red lipstick, the color of cranberries, to her full lips. Red also looked striking on her and was sure to turn the head of her potential employer. If was a typical man, she could put on some eyeliner and lipstick, drop a few subtle sexual innuendos, and then the job would be hers. Men were so predictable.


The cab sped along, storefronts and pedestrians whizzing by faster and faster. Alyson kept a steady hand as she put on her eyeliner in the backseat. She wanted to look as good as possible for this first meeting. If she was able to get this job, it would change everything for her.


Alyson smiled at herself in the mirror she was using to apply her eyeliner. She was looking good today and she decided to skip the concealer. Outside, the landscape was beginning to change as the cabbie gunned his vehicle down narrow streets. The crowded and congested main drags were giving way to the much quieter and upscale hotels and office buildings.


She wondered if the ad might have been mistaken. Was she going to actually be cleaning an office building after hours instead of a home? Tall skyscrapers jutted up from the concrete all around her, creating an almost canyon like effect where she felt like she was surrounded by huge buildings on all sides. Handsome businessmen strode by on the streets, suits form fitting and freshly pressed. They milled about in front of coffee shops and waited for cabs, each guy polished to the nines.


The cab she was riding began to slow down as the driver applied the brakes.


“What are you doing?” asked Alyson annoyed. “We are still in the business district.”


“Ma’am, this is the address you gave me. I assumed you wanted to go here. I can’t read your mind. I don’t know where you are trying to go.”


Alyson shook her head, looking out the window. Was the ad in the paper just a joke? She was here now so she had to get out. Maybe she could apply for a second job at one of the local coffee shops as a barista.


The cabbie didn’t bother to say goodbye as he sped off toward three businessmen that were hailing him. Alyson looked around at the towering buildings as a steady stream of men in suits flowed around her.


“Where is this place?” she thought to herself. “According to her phone, the house should be right here.”


She began to move with the crowd, checking street numbers as she moved. She was thoroughly convinced that she had become the victim of a prank when she finally saw it. Tucked away behind a giant high rise, a palace like estate was nestled in the heart of the city, lawn care workers milling about the grounds, tending the carefully manicured landscape.


Alyson tried to shrug off her surprise as she approached the giant gate in front of the house. In large iron letters it read Smithwick in old English lettering with two gold lions in either side of the gate. There was even a guard stationed in a small booth reading the newspaper.


“Excuse me,” said Alyson, knocking on the glass. “I believe I have an appointment here. I am with Professional Cleanings.”


The guard looked up with a start, surprised someone was talking with him. He buzzed her through, the gate opening automatically and waved her on before going back to his paper. Alyson smiled as she moved up the long, cobblestone drive. If his was where she would be cleaning for extra money, that would suit her just fine. She loved touring the massive homes of the rich.


The front door was a kaleidoscope of stained glass and old mahogany with metal handles. Alyson didn’t see an attendant and slowly opened the front door to the foyer. An amazing sight of white marble greeted her along with giant curved staircases on both ends of the foyer. Renaissance paintings hung on the walls next to old suits of armor that were mounted on display. 


She looked around, spinning on her heels in the marble foyer, her eyes wide as she took in the grand sight. Whoever this family was, they had money that would stretch on and on for generations. 


“Who are you?” came a harsh voice from the right wing. Alyson spun around, her handbag whirling through the air as she turned to face the voice. 


A tall and distinguished man approached her, his tailored suit falling just so and contouring to his trim frame. He carried an air of superiority as he approached her, his salt and pepper hair finely manipulated with expensive gels. His skin was very tan like he had spent a summer in the Mediterranean onboard opulent yachts, making business deals that would affect thousands of people.


Alyson shifted in place, trying to not allow his confidence to overshadow her own. She had to appear like she knew exactly what she was doing here if she was going to secure a job with such a high profile client.


Smoothing out her skirt, she approached him with purposeful strides, extending out her hand. He glanced down at her hand, ignoring it and putting both of his palms on his hips. 


“Are you here for the maid position? The place is trashed upstairs and the last lady that came through here didn’t seem to understand the meaning of clean.”


Alyson tried to smile as she retracted her hand graciously. This man obviously had no manners to speak of and was now expecting her to just jump in and immediately take the position of the last woman he had scared off. She was not going to let him push her around so easily.


“I am with Professional Cleaners and I can help you with that tonight if you give us the account,” she said, her voice holding steady.


He grinned a little, his green eyes flashing bright under the opulent chandelier that hung above them like a glittering sun made of gold. He dug into his pant pocket, pulling out a black wallet. He took out a huge wad of money, the stack so thick it was bending his billfold. Peeling off five bills, he thrust them toward her.


“I don’t care what cleaning service you are with, just get it done now and I will pay you five hundred. I won’t go any higher than that.”


Alyson had to make a decision and make it quickly. If she took the five hundred now, she would be able to make her rent and stay in her apartment for another month. If she cleaned up to his satisfaction, that would secure her an account that would be able to sustain her until she got additional cleaning accounts.


However, and this was a big if here, if he didn’t like her work, there was no way she could clean for him right now and still get over to her diner job in time. This man was demanding and expected it all done right now. She didn’t know what to do.


“Hello! Do we have a deal? I am not offering this five hundred if you come back tonight. You are an employee for a frickin’ cleaning company. Do you want the money or not?”


He had caught her in her own lie. If she really did work for a cleaning company, she would be doing backwards cartwheels right now for a rush job worth that much. If she didn’t want to be out on her butt in the next couple days, she would have to take his money and miss her shift today.


“We can do it,” she said finally, determination in her eyes. 
He clapped his hands together and smiled, rubbing his palms together.


“Excellent. It is really so hard to find good help. You wouldn’t believe it. Cleaning supplies are upstairs in the closet in the hall. Dusters, vacuums…all of that crap. I need it all done in two hours.”


He spun on the heels of his black leather shoes and began to move to a new wing of the huge house. Alyson noted that he actually had a great butt from behind as he walked off, especially for an older guy that seemed to be working constantly. Once he had exited, she realized that her new employer was actually quite good looking when he wasn’t in her face and demanding her to clean his house at a moments notice.


She shrugged. It didn’t matter if he was cute. She had a job to do and she intended to keep this cleaning account for a very long time. If she missed her shift today, there was a good possibility this would become her only way to get any sort of income.


Moving with purpose, she quickly scaled the massive set of wood stairs and moved through the hallway that he had pointed to. She found the cleaning closet after opening several doors along the long hall, setting up the equipment and plugging in the vacuum. 


The next few hours flew by as she worked at a feverish pace, sweeping everything down, beating dust out of rugs, and spot treating stains. By the time she got to her last task of dusting, she was exhausted. Cleaning the massive house was much more difficult than she expected. There were just rooms and rooms, all interconnected. It looked like no one actually spent much time in the rooms, but that didn’t stop a fine film of dust and debris from building up.


She began to dust everything, top to bottom. She glanced down at her phone and realized she had already missed several calls from her employer at the diner. They were probably wondering where she was. She was going to have to make something up, maybe tell them she got food poisoning or something if she wanted to keep both jobs. She would make it all work somehow.


As she cleaned, she looked into a room with a high gold ceiling, a huge skylight in the ceiling bathing the room in warm sunlight. The owner of the house was in there working and he looked concerned. Alyson kept dusting as she watched him, his tan hands running over his close-cropped hair. He really was in great shape for an older gentleman that was able to acquire all of these things. Perhaps, when she was done here, he would enjoy a quiet jog around the block with her.


“Wait, what am I thinking? I can’t go jogging with this man. He is probably married with several children. Why can’t I stop looking at him though? I need to focus so I can keep this account. He is paying me a lot of money to vacuum and dust last minute for him.”


Her inner monologue seemed to be running at a mile a minute as she worked. Every few seconds, she would crane her neck out to get another look at him, wondering what he was working on. 


He took his suit coat off, hanging it off his chair and stretching. In his form fitting dress shirt, Alyson could see that he definitely kept in shape. His firm pecs protruded out from his chest, stretching out the fabric of tailored shirt. When he raised his arms above his head in a yawn, he flexed a little, his biceps bulging out like big softballs under the fine fabric.


Alyson realized she was enamored with the sight of him, constantly stealing glances as she bustled around his large home. She had to get control of herself if she wanted to stay in his graces.


“Girl,” he called out loudly. “Cleaning girl. Get in her. Leave the rest and come into my study immediately. It is disgusting in here.”


She hurried in with her duster and spray bottle of cleaning solution, looking for the dirt and grime that he was describing.


“My bookshelf hasn’t been dusted in over twenty four hours. Do it now.”


Alyson felt her eyebrows go up in shock. He considered this disgusting? No wonder he kept losing maids. The whole study already looked immaculate.  He must have very high standards.


Without saying a word, she got to work, dusting and wiping everything down, trying to keep her eyes to herself. She caught herself continuing to watch him as he worked, wondering what it would feel like to have those strong hands touching her instead of working on his keyboard and signing documents.


She watched his dark eyes concentrating hard on the document in front of him, eyes flickering back and forth as he read over it. His put his chiseled jaw on his left fist and Alyson noted that he didn’t have a wedding ring on.


“Hmmm, very interesting,” she thought to herself. “Is he one of those rich playboys that just likes to play with women, but then never ends getting married in the end?”


He sighed, pushing himself away from his work and stretching again. His hard pecs flexed against his tight dress shirt and Alyson felt a twinge of passion run through her. She fantasized about how it would feel to run her hands down that hard chest before grabbing his hard cock through his tight pants. She hadn’t gotten laid in awhile and it felt like her libido was on fire right now.


She pushed the thoughts out of her mind and tried to focus on the task at hand. She had to get this account and keep it and there would be no way for her to do that if she kept fantasizing about fucking her boss.


There were some books on the bottom shelf of his collection that appeared to be in need of cleaning. She bent over, the hem of her skirt rising up in the back, as she dusted at the thick volumes that he had stacked together. Alyson had the distinct impression that there was a pair of eyes watching her right now as she bent over in her skirt.


She looked and sure enough, he was staring back at her. Why was Mr. Smithwick staring at her backside as she was cleaning up for him? Was she doing a bad job?


“Sir, I had to clean here near the bottom. It was quite dusty. I can see what you mean when you say it is disgusting in here.”


He didn’t respond, still staring at her, his hands folded behind his head as he observed her. She didn’t know what to say. Was he waiting for her to do something? Alyson felt panic start to rise in her throat. Did he somehow know that she didn’t really have a cleaning company?


His dark and brooding eyes continued to study her, watching her every move. Alyson turned and bent over again, dusting at the bottom shelf more quickly.


“He wants to see how I work under pressure. That is why he keeps staring at me like that. I can’t disappoint him. I need to get this done quickly so that he will keep me on.”


Moving swiftly, she made her way around the rows of books until she finally reached the last set. She never turned around, but she didn’t hear him working at his desk either, which made her think that he was just watching her as she moved around his office.


As she finished up with the last shelf, she could see out of the corner of her eye, he was just studying her, watching her like an animal would stalk prey. She tried to keep her composure, but her curiosity got the better of her.


“Sir, am I not cleaning the office to your satisfaction?”


That is correct…eh…what did you say your name was again?”


“Alyson Mr. Smithwick.”


“Right, right. Alyson. I knew that. I think Pudwill told me on your way over. You have done a mediocre job for your first time here.”


“Mediocre sir?”


“Yes, you know. A middle of the road job. Something I would expect from a young girl like you. Your generation is never really detail oriented. It is all about clubs and getting drunk right?”


“Sir, I am not like that. You can’t characterize a whole generation that way.”


Smithwick laughed and folded his arms over his impressive chest. “If your generation is so detail oriented, how come you missed the most important piece in the room? Answer that for me.”


Alyson didn’t know what to say. Had she missed something or was he trying to test her? His eyes looked down at his desk while he smiled at her.


“The desk of course,” she thought. 


Embarrassed, she hurried over to his desk, wiping around his collection of papers that were now neatly stacked in rows. When she had finished, she looked at him expectantly.


“Am I finished sir?”


“No you are not Alyson. You have still forgotten a part of my desk that needs to be wiped down and cleaned thoroughly.”


She was at a loss. What did he want her clean now?


“The underside of the desk dear. I told you, your generation was never really great at picking up on clues. That is why you young people are going to have troubles in the future.”


Gritting her teeth, she stood next to him, expecting him to move from his position so she could clean the underside of his giant desk. He stayed right where he was, smiling at her, expecting her to quit in a fit of disgust.


Alyson would play his stupid game. She needed the money and she wasn’t about to miss out on five hundred dollars. Getting down on all fours, she crawled into the small space he had allotted her, using her rag on every inch of his stupid desk. As she cleaned, she looked back and noticed that she was now at eye level with his crotch. Not only that, he appeared to have a very large erection building.


She felt her eyes go wide. Was he turned on by humiliating her like this? He must have been watching her because he commented as soon as she stopped working.


“Alyson, be a good girl and clean up everything down there. I mean everything.”


He spread his legs wider, his bulging erection now coming into full view. Alyson gasped a little, shocked that he expected her to suck his cock while she was under here. She started to refuse, backing away from the big dick as he taunted her.


“Can’t finish the job dear? I didn’t think you would. Did you really expect to receive five hundred dollars for a few hours of cleaning? How naïve you young people are. Quite sad really.”


Setting down her duster and solution, she put both of her hands on his inner thighs, spreading his legs apart farther. This time, he froze, his breathing coming heavy now. She used her sharp nails to scrape them along his dress pants and over his thick cock, turning him on and causing his to stick his dick right in her face.


Alyson could smell his manhood now, a rich and heady scent. She licked her lips, unsure of what she was doing as her delicate fingers worked at his zipper and began to pull it down. He shuddered in expectation, lifting his firm ass on his chair so that she could bring his pants down to the floor with her.


She could now clearly see his erection pressing against his boxers, straining to be free. Alyson let her index finger play along the band that ran around the top of his boxers, stretching it out and teasing the man above her. He growled, running his fingers through her hair, tracing his fingers over her chin. 


Alyson was nervous as she massaged his growing cock through the thin layer that separated her from his impressive length. Could she get in trouble for this? She had never slept with her boss before, but he seemed so demanding, like he expected it from her. 


His cockhead peeked over the top of his boxers, the purple head already wet with his lust for her. Alyson leaned over and kissed the head of his penis, his glistening precum wetting her lips and giving her a small taste of what would come next. As soon as her lips came in contact with his bulging cockhead, he moaned in a low and guttural way that scared Alyson.


Mr. Smithwick sounded like a rabid animal and he ran his fingers through her hair faster, grabbing at the top of her head and pulling her into him. Alyson glanced toward the door, but she could see nothing under the desk. If he was too loud, his staff could catch them both. She really didn’t want that to happen since she would most likely be looked down on by the rest of the staff for as long as she worked here.


He moaned loudly again as she began to slowly pull his boxers down, unwrapping his throbbing shaft. Alyson winced each time he made too much noise. She wanted him desperately, but she wanted him in secret, not an obvious love affair between the young maid and her older employer.


Slowly, she managed to get his boxers down to the ground, past his muscular thighs and thick calves. His magnificent cock came into full view now, shiny and wet with precum erupting out of the top of his impressive length. Alyson had to admire it for a second, gazing at the curves and veins sticking out. She had to admit he had a beautiful cock and she couldn’t wait for it to be inside her.


Like a savage animal, he grabbed the back of her head and pushed her face into his crotch, rubbing his scent all over her cheek. She tried to pull back, but he held her there, growling as he smeared his hairy balls along her delicate pink lips. Alyson wanted to suck his cock, but not in this way. He was like a mindless beast right now, grunting as he pressed his massive length into her pretty face.


“Suck,” he said in a deadpan manner, gripping his cock by the base and presenting it to her. She hesitated, not sure if she should go through with this. He was her boss after all. 


“Suck it,” he snarled, his angry purple cock pointing at her mouth like a missile. He let go of her hair and slapped his thigh as he kept his cock sticking straight out at her. He wanted her desperately right now, all logic and civility gone from his mind. 


Alyson ducked her head down and enveloped his warm head in her wet mouth, swirling her tongue around his most sensitive area. He moaned loudly in pleasure, his abs flexing and sticking out as her lips dipped down a little farther to take him into her mouth. Alyson grinned with his cock in her mouth. She enjoyed making a guy feel good so giving great head was very pleasurable for her. Smithwick however seemed tired with her slow pace.


“I said suck it girl. Bob your little head on my cock or I will do it for you.”


His tone was cold and scary. Alyson froze up, his drooling cock dripping precum into her mouth and on her tongue. She began to move her lips up and down his shaft, adding her fist to the base of his cock to jack him off at the same time. Her petite fist was barely able to get around his big base as she jacked his dick into her mouth. Each time she pumped his shaft, additional precum would flood her mouth, coating her tongue and teeth in slimy residue.


His taste was strong with an almost woody flavor like he had been on a hunting trip for several weeks. She swallowed down everything he gave her, the cool precum moving down into her hot belly. Alyson could tell Smithwick was enjoying her oral tricks since he practically roared each time her tongue played over his massive cock head.


Smithwick’s thighs shook and jerked violently. It seemed like he could come at any moment now. Alyson slipped her hands under his cock and felt at his huge balls. They were heavy and full like he had not come in a very long time. She knew when the dam burst, she would be gurgling his heavy loud as it flooded her small mouth.
Above her, Smithwick suddenly broke off his intense stare at the ceiling. She could hear him opening a drawer and moving it’s contents around. Metal banged against metal and Alyson raised her eyebrows as she continued to move her pretty lips up and down his purple pole. What was he going now? Why was he rifling through his drawer with his cock in her mouth?


He turned his attention back to her now and brought a set of metal handcuffs into view. Alyson tried to pull away from him, but he held her head and kept his leaking cock in her mouth.


“I told you to suck my dick Alyson. I told you that if you didn’t suck my cock, I would do it for you.”


She felt him press her arms behind her back and clamp her wrists together with the cuffs. Alyson felt a chill run through her. Was he going to do something to her? Why was he cuffing her arms behind her back?


Once her arms were secured behind her back, he grinned down at her, tilting her chin up at him with his closed fist.


“I will train you to be the slut you always knew you were.”


With those cold words, he grabbed the back of her head and pushed her throat onto his full length, his cock shooting past her tonsils and into her young throat. She tried to back away, but he held her there, cutting off her oxygen supply. Alyson struggled against her bonds, trying to push against his large thighs, but it was all for nothing, he was too strong and the cuffs held.


Grabbing her by the back of the head, he yanked her tender throat off his massive shaft. She sucked in air, trying her best to breath without the humongous intrusion of having an eleven-inch cock rammed down her gullet.


He smiled at her, happy with her performance on his shiny dick. He ran his finger along the bridge of her nose, across her lips and along her chin. He jacked his heavy dick a few times, getting his shaft even harder and smearing her spit all over his own fist. 


With an open palm, he smeared her own spit all over her face before grabbing the back of her head again. Without a word, he was pumping her face again, fucking her mouth like you would fuck a whore’s loose pussy. 


Alyson had to accept each deep thrust, her chest heaving as his cock penetrated right down into her tight throat. His hips kept charging forward, heavy balls moving like a pendulum with each forward motion. Alyson felt herself getting dizzy as he held her head in place and used her body for his own selfish pleasure. Each time his cock head popped out of her throat, she tried to suck in as much air as possible, but then his cock was pushed right back into her small body. Smithwick seemed entirely ignorant of her struggle to breath as his hips jerked back and forth, his climax getting closer and closer. 


She let her head go completely limp, allowing him to fuck her face like she was just a love doll, hoping that would be enough to get him off and trigger his orgasm. As soon as she relented, he bobbed her head up and down, using her mouth with a deep growl.


Alyson felt streams of spit pouring out of her mouth as her lips became his personal fuck hole. She couldn’t wipe it away the drool continued to slide out of her mouth in tiny rivers. Then, to her surprise, she felt something warm begin to come out of the corners of her mouth. He was climaxing now, hot jizz dumping into her mouth and covering her tongue in frothy cum.


Her mouth was not able to contain it all as he shook and pounded his fist against the table. More cum began to pour out of her mouth, covering her chin and falling onto her thighs, wet splatters of man juice to show his lust for her.


Finally he was finished, allowing her to back off his meaty shaft and collect herself. Alyson let the rest of his cum drip out of her lips, the white sticky substance smeared all over her lower face and neck now.


Smithwick stood up and pulled a towel from one of the top drawers, tossing it down next to her while he unlatched the handcuffs behind her.


“Get yourself cleaned up and get out. Your money is already in your purse.”


He left the room, leaving Alyson covered in his cum, under his office desk and very wet between her thighs.


Chapter 2


Alyson tried to focus on her job at the diner, but her mind couldn’t seem to settle on one thing. She had already missed a day of work without calling in, so she was sure she would be on the chopping block if anything went wrong.


Dodging around tables and slow servers, she bustled through the small restaurant with three plates on each arm, balancing them precariously as she reached her next customers for the day.


“I have eggs over easy, grits, and bacon for you. 8 oz steak and fried eggs for you sir. Last of all, we have orange juice and the breakfast sausage for you ma’am.” Alyson already felt like she was out of breath and it was only ten in the morning. She had trouble sleeping last night after the whirlwind events of yesterday.


The woman who received the breakfast sausage turned up her nose at the food and threw down her napkin before she even tucked it into her lap. She poked at Alyson with a wide finger, staring at the food on the plate with a disgusted expression.


“I never ordered the breakfast sausage. I wanted the sausage links. Sausage links.”


She repeated the word sausage links slowly to mock Alyson, her thick arms folded in front of her. 


“Do you make a habit of getting orders wrong around here. I want my sausage links and I want them for free now.”


Alyson went flush with embarrassment. She pulled the order slip from her pocket and realized the rude woman was correct. Alyson wasn’t even sure where the order for breakfast sausage had come from now that she was looking at the order for the table. She apologized profusely and scurried to the back to prepare the sausage herself. She didn’t want the cooks to realize that she screwed up a second order that morning.


Fetching the frozen sausage from the walk in freezer, Alyson wondered how she ended up in this mess. She was just trying to make her rent for the month and now she was “involved” with her boss at her second job.


Her mind rewound to yesterday. After they had finished in his office, Mr. Smithwick just walked out of the room, not to be seen again for the rest of the day.


“He is such a cold bastard,” thought Alyson as she tossed the sausage on the grill. “Why can’t he treat me with some respect instead of thinking of me as just the help around his massive house.”


Alyson had never really had a good relationship in her life. She had the bad habit of being attracted to men that were either unavailable physically or emotionally. In high school growing up, she had been pretty so she was easily able to score dates with several of the cute boys on the football team.


Each of the jocks seemed to be copy of the last though. Young guys pumped up with hormones were usually only interested in one thing from her. After what seemed like an endless string of jerks, she began to fall for one of the nice guys. The only issue? The nice guys were all already taken.


Alyson watched despondently as the meat sizzled on the grill in front of her. She looked out at the dining area and saw the woman was becoming more and more irate having to wait. Alyson sighed, flipping the sausage on the grill and pressing it down with the flat end of the metal spatula. She really needed to get out of this job, but it seemed that the cleaning account she took on as a second job was not what it seemed.


Mr. Smithwick had seemed so cold toward her at first when she first met him. He viewed her as just the help, easily discarded and replaceable. However, when she went into his office to dust, it seemed like he couldn’t keep his eyes off her skirt hem as she leaned over to get the bottom shelves.


The evening eventually turned into a hot oral sex session in his office, but it left Alyson wanting. He never even brought her to orgasm. Alyson longed to feel his hands all over her body, rubbing her, caressing her. How was it that things always turned out this way for her? She had the worst habit of falling for guys that couldn’t care less about her. To Mr. Smithwick, she was probably just the maid.
  

She slapped the sausage on a plate and added a few fried eggs and pieces of bacon to the platter. Hopefully the irate lady waiting for her food wouldn’t chew her out even more. Weaving through the collection of tables in the dining area, she made presented the upset patron with a fresh plate of food.


“I am so sorry about that mix up,” said Alyson, setting the plate down. “I don’t normally do that. I must be tired today.”


The woman didn’t respond, she just sniffed and began to cut up here sausage, shoveling it into her mouth. She chewed thoughtfully and shrugged.


“That will do. If you hadn’t brought this extra food, I would have complained to the manager on duty.”


Alyson breathed a sigh of relief.  She narrowly avoided another complaint, which probably just saved her job. After she missed her shift yesterday, she was already on everyone’s bad side. She refilled waters for everybody at the table and then moved on to the next table to make sure they were ok with their food.


The rest of the morning flew by without incident thankfully. Alyson even got a few big tips over twenty bucks, which would go a long way to keeping her head above water. She looked at the wad of hundred dollar bills she got for cleaning last night. Smithwick might have been a cold-hearted bastard, but his money was nice. 


She shook her head. After last night, should she go back and keep cleaning for him? Would he even want her back?


As if on queue, her phone pinged with a text. It was Pudwill, the assistant for Mr. Smithwick! Alyson glanced at the time. It was still five minutes until her lunch break started. She ignored the text and moved to the kitchen to prepare some food for herself. Pudwill could wait until after she was done eating. Stacking up a sandwich, she moved off to the side to be away from the patrons while she was finishing lunch. She pulled out her phone and began to use her thumb to scroll through the text from her boss’s assistant.


Her face crinkled as she read the message. Apparently Smithwick wanted to meet with her to discuss full time employment as his personal maid.


Alyson rolled her eyes. This guy had some nerve asking her to become his full time maid after what he pulled yesterday. He went from treating her like a lowly cleaning lady to needing her full time?


She replied back to his assistant, letting him know that she would need to consider the position carefully and she could meet with them this weekend to discuss a full time position. Alyson doubted that she would take it. Smithwick seemed self absorbed and would probably have her fired after a week just for looking at the laundry the wrong way.


Her phone pinged with a quick response. She glanced down and realized it was a new number.


“Alyson, after last night, I had to see you again today. I am waiting for you outside.”


Shocked, Alyson went to reply, but she couldn’t think of what to say. How did Smithwick figure out where she worked? Why was he here during the day? There was no way he would go to such lengths just to talk with her.


Her phone pinged again. A new message appeared on the screen.


“Alyson, this might seem sudden and forward but…after what happened last night, I knew I needed to see you again immediately. Please meet with me if for only just a moment.”


She sighed, looking at the clock on her phone. She had twenty minutes left for lunch. This guy was a real ass, but the least she could do was meet with him and see if he was serious about hiring her full time. A cleaning job would beat what she was doing now.


Looking around to see if her manager was watching, Alyson slipped out the back of the diner and worked her way through the back alley that ran behind the storefronts. Once out in front, she saw a black limo waiting for her, perfectly polished without a scratch on it. Smithwick seemed demanding even with the kind of limo he rode in.


A door in the front opened and Pudwill appeared, opening a door for her and ushering her into the vehicle. 


“You must have made quite the impression on Mr. Smithwick. I have never seen him demand an immediate follow up with any of the people in his employee.”


Alyson felt like she should be grateful, but this all seemed like an elaborate game to her. What was Smithwick after? He could have everyone clean for him with the prices that he was paying. Why was he so interested in her?


She climbed into the back of the limo and looked around. The whole interior was covered in shining white leather. Even the ceiling of the vehicle was leather from what she could see. She ran her finger along the seats and found that it was expensive leather with a fine grit to it. Alyson had to admit, she was impressed.


Pudwill closed the door behind her, moving up front to get behind the wheel. Alyson wondered where Smithwick was. Hadn’t he texted her saying that he was right outside?


“Where is Mr. Smithwick?” she asked as the limo driver began to take off from the curb. “I was told he would be here.”


“We can get to that later,” said the butler as he steered the limo into the adjacent lane. “First we have business to discuss.”


Alyson crossed her arms. This was just like him. Lie to her to get her in the car, and then make everything go by his terms. This man was unbelievable. How did she always manage to get involved with men that were narcissist? 


“Take me back to the diner immediately. My next shift starts in fifteen minutes and I don’t have time for this.”


Pudwill changed lanes as he spoke to her from the driver's seat.


“I am afraid that is not possible. I have orders that you are to first hear out the proposal from Mr. Smithwick. If you decline the offer, I am then to take you back with a thousand dollar bonus for your time.”


Alyson raised an eyebrow. So Smithwick was buying her time now. She crossed her arms and legs, a defiant look on her face.


“This better be good Jeeves. Last night…”


Alyson trailed off as she looked out the window. Last night, when Smithwick treated her like just a servant, it brought back a lot of memories of high school for her. Always chasing after the boys that were just after one thing.


“I can assure you Alyson, the proposal should be to your liking.”
He hit a button on the console in the front and a compartment to her left opened to reveal a stack of papers.


“Wow, fancy,” she thought picking up the stack. “Does this guy own anything that is not state of the art and super expensive?”


Flipping through the sheets of paper, Alyson found that she couldn’t understand any of it. All the words just seemed like a form of convoluted legal jargon. From what little she could understand, it seemed like it was a work contract for her, but she couldn’t be sure. The whole thing read like a technical manual.


“What is this supposed to be?” she asked, leafing through and trying to make heads or tails of the document stack. The glass divider slowly descended to reveal both Pudwill the butler and another figure in the passenger seat.


“Alyson,” said Pudwill as he observed her in the rear view mirror. “That is an employment contract between you and Mr. Smithwick.”


The figure to the butler’s right turned to reveal it was in fact, Mr. Smithwick.


“I hope you sign Alyson. We could use someone like you back at home. The job you did cleaning...it was very thorough.” He winked at him and grinned, his white teeth practically sparkling. 


Alyson didn’t know what to say. She had fifteen minutes to decide if she wanted to work full time for some crazy millionaire who liked to handcuff the help and then fuck them in his office. To say that she had a lot to think about was an understatement.


“I have to think about this,” she said, still trying to read the jumble of unfamiliar words. “I really don’t know if I am in a position to move to full time.”


Mr. Smithwick rapped on the side of the car and his butler brought the car to an immediate halt. Smithwick opened the door on his side and moved to the rear of the long limo, sliding next to Alyson. He pulled a pen from his pocket and put it in her hand, giving her another dazzling smile. Alyson could smell his aftershave now, he was so close to her. She flashed back to the night before, him fucking her face like a barbarian. She felt her pussy begin to get wet again. 


Smithwick wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close. He whispered in her ear, hot breath spilling out onto her sensitive neck.


“Alyson, I know you want to come work for me. Think of all the fun we could have.”


He let his hand fall on her inner thigh, stroking her down there and sending ripples of pleasure up to her already moist pussy.


“He is just playing me,” thought Alyson as she shivered under his touch. “As soon as I sign on with him full time, he will let me go and then I won’t have either job. Why can’t I just say no to him though. This guy is just like the little boys I knew when I was still in high school.”


He could see the apprehension in her eyes. He took her under the chin and tilted her face toward him, looking her deep in the eyes. She noted for the first time there was a faint hint of emerald green when she stared for a long time into his dark eyes. Alyson felt like she was in a trance with him this close to her, touching her, making her feel wanted.


“I can pay you whatever you want Alyson. A thousand a day. That is what I put in the contract, but I can make it even more. Work for me for a week and you would have more than you could ever hope to make at that dingy diner. If I fired you, you would have more than enough to keep you going till you found another job.”


He was right. If he really was willing to pay her that much, she was better off taking the position and then just finding other employment if he double crossed her. Alyson frowned. He was making too much sense and she was wary of his sudden advances. Why was he so interested in her?


Smithwick was used to getting what he wanted and when he wanted. He continued to stroke her inner thigh, moving in close and nuzzling her ear. He hit a button and the glass divider on the limo went up.


Alyson struggled to say no to him, but he was breaking down all of her defenses. Dangling such a large sum of money in front of her was like cheating, and he was so hot for an older guy. His tan skin offset by those eyes that she felt like she could just get lost in. 


Her hand shaking with a small tremor in it, she scrawled her name on the last page of the contract and then turned to face him. His lips met hers with force, his tongue immediately coming out and playing at the small line where her lips met. She opened her mouth and let his tongue in while his hand pulled up the skirt of her diner uniform. 


Before she could even react to his forward advances, he already had her pale pink panties pulled to the side, he probing fingers looking for her slick pussy.


“You are already wet,” he growled, the intensity in his voice suddenly changing. Two of his fingers found her already exposed clit, teasing it and rubbing the delicate nubbin of flesh. She moaned now, her breath running of her as he started to play with her hot box, wet liquid building up inside her.


“You want me don’t you?” he said, his fingers sliding along the folds of her pussy lips and spreading her open. She nodded, trying to find her breath as he kissed and nipped at her delicate neck. She felt like she was about to be devoured by a wild animal as he grunted and growled against her. It seemed like when he was alone with her, her became a totally different person, a beast with no reasoning that just wanted to claim her.


Alyson spread open her thighs to allow him greater access to her crotch and he took full advantage, spearing two of his fingers deep inside of her all the way to the last knuckle. She groaned in pleasure and his fingers worked their way deep inside her, twisting and probing, pushing the pink walls of her hot box apart.


He pulled his fingers out of her, sticking them into his mouth to suck the sweet nectar from his fingers.


“You taste so good girl. I want you to taste yourself so you know how good your sweet pussy can taste.”


He jammed his fingers back up inside her waiting cunt, swirling the digits around inside her and feeling her deepest parts. Alyson felt her mouth come open, panting with pleasure. His fingers were opening her up, finger fucking her better than any cock ever had.


Smithwick sucked on her lower lip, pulling it back with his teeth before he shoved his two honey covered fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste her own pussy on his digits. Her tongue worked over the fingers stuffed in her mouth, soaking up her own pussy juices and tasting what her cunt had to offer.


He smiled, pushing his fingers as deep as they would go, tickling the back of her throat. She gagged, her stomach heaving as his continued to try and force his fingers into her pretty mouth.


“There we go. Choke on it Alyson. Choke on your own pussy for me now. You need to get used to having things go down your throat. Show me how good you are at having things go down your pretty little throat.”


He pulled his fingers from her mouth and put them in his own mouth, sucking off her saliva and then spitting it back onto her lips. Alyson turned away, shocked that he would spit on her in the back of his limo. 


“I’m sorry baby. Did I take it too far? Look at me. I want you to suck my cock ok? Nice and deep. I want to feel that throat.”


Alyson felt like she was in a daze. He was so attractive and yet that things that he was saying and doing to her were so perverted and dirty. Was he simply hiring her on full time so that he could just fuck her pretty face each night?


He yanked his black pants off, breathing hard, his abs going up and down as he ripped his cock out. He wanted her right now with the same lust and fervor as a bull in heat. Alyson could feel it in the air that he was going to have her right now and right here. Her hand went between her legs and she began to stroke her clit and he grabbed her by the hair and pushed her to the floor of the limo. 


Mr. Smithwick pushed her head against the back of the seat so that her butt was now facing the driver’s seat. His eyes were just slits now as he grabbed his cock and aimed it for her pretty mouth.


“Open wide for me baby. I want to feel that tight throat again. I want to feel it going all the way down into your cute stomach. I want to shoot my hot load right onto that little tongue you have in there.”


In a frenzy, he began to fuck her mouth hard and fast, his hips pumping and he held her head down with his strong hands. Alyson held her mouth open as far as she could, his cock like a piston inside an engine, fiery hot as it penetrated her repeatedly. Spittle began to build up inside her mouth in a pool, threatening to spill all over her chest as Smithwick towered above her, concerned only with his own pleasure.


Her head was now firmly planted between the back of the car seat and his thrusting cock. His hips were like a force of nature as he sawed in and out of her, seeking a release in her hot mouth. Alyson did her best to take everything he had done her throat, but she was very inexperienced in the kind of love that Smithwick wanted from her. Evening opening her lips wide, she continued to cough and spit up sticky strands of saliva each time he pumped himself into her too deep.


Alyson felt like she was struggling to breath around his massive member as it continued it’s oral assault on all of her senses. She could smell her on saliva in the air now, sticky strands from her own throat coating almost the entire length of her new lover. Her ears were filled with his deep breathing as he moved his hips in a fluid rhythm, his pattern becoming predictable as he gripped down hard on the top of her head.


She tasted his precum now as his cock began to ooze precum onto everything it touched. The flavor was so manly and strong! Alyson tried to down every drop of precum as soon as it filled her mouth, but some of it still spilled out between her lips as his battering ram refused to stop pressing in and out for even an instant. This man had a sex drive like a wild mustang with hot release his only goal.


Alyson reached up with her hand and began to jack him off. She needed him to come soon as her lips felt stretched out to the absolute limit. He kept blocking her air flow with his insistent cock, plundering her innocent face, his hairy balls ricocheting off her chin each time his firm abs came hurtling toward her face. 


As she started to jack the hard base of his dick, Smithwick began to groan, a deep guttural sound that surrounded them in the small space of the limo. Alyson assumed he was enjoying the feeling, fisting the root of his big shaft, pushing her pretty hand up and down the last couple of inches as her throat accepted his rigid battering ram.


Smithwick slapped her hand away, wanting to feel only the hot heat and wetness of her small mouth. The wet sound of her sucking his cock began to sound louder and louder in the tight confines of the limo. Alyson was doing her best to keep up with the speed of his penis, but it was difficult. Smithwick demanded complete surrender to his sexuality. His libido demanded immediate release when and how he wanted it.


His battering shaft against her lips was now causing her to get dizzy. Black spots began to appear in front of her eyes as the air flow to her brain kept getting cut off by his cock hurtling into her throat. She tried to back off his dick as it choked her with each thrust, but the back of her head was still pressed hard against the seat of the limo. She reached up to try and jack him off again, to speed up his orgasm, only to find that Smithwick desired her mouth only right now. He batted her hand down again.


“You keep your hands behind your back and your mouth open for me. Keep your hands behind your back.”


Alyson kept her hands in her lap, her mouth straining to handle the constant pressure that was generated by his pummeling cock.  His dick hit the back of her tonsils several times, sometimes blocking her air passage and other times bouncing off the small opening of her throat. She struggled to pull in enough oxygen and felt her hands automatically going up to block his hips and the moans above her intensified.


Smithwick jerked his cock out of her mouth and slapped her across the cheek with his slimy tool. 


“Keep your hands down so I can fuck your mouth or this relationship is over,” he growled. She could tell by the tone of his voice that he meant every word. Slowly, she lowered her hands back into her lap.


“Alyson, if I am going to have you working for me and cleaning everything, and I mean everything, you must learn discipline. I am a very demanding man. Now, do I need to cuff you hands again to get your throat like I want?”


She shook head, not wanting to even look up at him, ashamed that she was not coming through for him. She wanted to be a good lover for him, but she just wasn’t used to having such a large cock shoved down into her precious throat.


“I will do better,” she said, her eyes still downcast as Smithwick tried to get his breathing under control.


“That is better dear. I am about to finish and I need you fully alert. I want my cock all the way down that pretty throat so that when I come, it all goes down into your stomach. Is that understood?”


She nodded, ashamed to look at him.


“Answer me with your words,” he said, slapping her with his wet cock again.


“Yes sir. Use my throat as you wish. I will not fight you as you fuck my face.”


“That is better servant.” He brushed her cheek lovingly and tilted her chin up toward him. “Don’t worry, once I have my pleasure, I will make sure that you have yours.”


She smiled up at him, anxious for her own orgasm. The feeling of having his big dick going down her throat and filling up her mouth had caused a deluge of hot nectar between her legs. She wanted a release under the skillful manipulations of this older man.


Her smile quickly faded as her lips were stretched out by his wide shaft. She held her position, allowing his to send his dick deep into the recesses of her mouth, taking her fully and controlling her. His big cock bounced off the back of her throat causing her gurgle up spit and slime from young throat. Her body was trying to reject the giant intrusion from entering her air passage. Each time he wanted to go deep, her stomach would retch and her throat would close up, blocking his entry.


Smithwick sighed in displeasure, lightly knocking on the top of her head.


“Open up for me. I want to feel that tight throat wrapped around my shaft when I finally come inside you.”


Alyson could just nod, her mouth still full of his penetrating shaft. She could hear him lower the divider and then give an order to his butler Pudwill.


“Step on it Pudwill. Pick up some speed.”


The limo charged forward, picking its way through traffic, changing lanes at high speed. Inside the vehicle, Alyson rocked back and forth, thrown in multiple directions her body moved with the car. Smithwick still held his cock in her mouth, training to suck him off no matter what was happening around them. 


Smithwick now tapped on the glass window to his right to signal to the butler to bring the car to a halt. The sudden deceleration threw Smithwick forward with a jolt, his hips surging toward the front of the car, sending his huge shaft hurtling down her throat. His hard abs jammed against her forehead and his cock hairs tickled her nose. Alyson felt her eyes go wide as his dick fully lodged down her throat, all eleven inches of him. Smithwick groaned in victory above her, pulling back a few inches and then sending his long shaft back down her clutching passage, enjoying the feeling of such a young throat wrapped around his most sensitive staff.


Alyson felt her throat muscles working overtime to accommodate his size as her eyes blurred with tears. Her small frame was not accustomed to such forceful fucking and her body kept trying to reject the intruder by pushing his thrusting penis out of her air passage. Instead of rejecting his cock however, her throat ended up just massaging all along the length of his buried shaft, caressing it in a wet and warm embrace.


Smithwick jerked his cock free from her massaging throat, jacking himself off with the long strands of saliva that coated his dick now. Alyson took the opportunity to swallow down large gulps of air, her air passage finally clear. She blinked, her vision returning to normal as tears cleared her eyes. Alyson tried to reach up to brush the tears away, but Smithwick barked another order at her.


“Do not let your hands anywhere near this cock. You keep them behind your back. Do you understand?”


Alyson nodded her tear stained face, afraid to voice a dissenting opinion. Smithwick took a thumb and brushed a few tears away, taking pity on her.


“Don’t worry love. I just need to feel that throat a little more and then this whole ordeal will be over. Can you do that for me?”


Alyson nodded again, being used like this turning her on more and more. The pussy was sopping wet now, begging for a climax of her own, but she said nothing.


“Pudwill, hit the gas.”


The limo shot off yet again, barreling down the street and gaining speed with each passing second. Smithwick pet the top of her head as he introduced his big dick to her lips.


“This is the final stretch babe. Get that throat ready for me.”


Alyson didn’t have a choice, opening wide to accept his manhood. The car rocked back and forth, jostling her around as his dick pushed past her tongue and waited at the entrance of her throat.


She knew what was coming but there was nothing that could prepare her for this next hard throat fucking. Smithwick yelled to Pudwill to come to a full stop and once again the brakes on the limo locked up. The forward momentum gave his dick the extra push it needed to stretch her throat open. Alyson panicked as she watched a hard six pack come crashing into her brow, pinning her head to the car seat behind her as his shaft was sent all the way down her throat. She was fully impaled on his dick now, her throat closing up nervously around his length and pleasuring him even more.


Her clutching throat was what pushed him over the edge as his climax began, a hot torrent pouring into her stomach and making her feel full immediately. Alyson was disappointed she could not taste his hot seed as it gushed down into her waiting belly. She craved the hot taste of his manly sperm, the feeling of it spilling out onto her tongue and coating her gums in a sticky mess.


Once his hips were down twitching and pouring a bucket of seed into her stomach, Smithwick pulled his cock free and grabbed her by the hair. Alyson began to protest until he pushed her face first into the white leather car seat. Her objections were muffled as he got her on all fours with her mouth pressed into his expensive leather.


“Now it is your turn little girl,” she heard him say in a low and dangerous voice. Two fingers entered her from behind, her wet box taking them easily. She was so wet right now, Alyson thought that she might ruin his finely finished seats with the hot nectar spilling out of her.


Smithwick jackhammered his fingers in and out of her at a furious pace, building up speed and pushing his fingers along her g-spot over and over again. Her thighs shook and her breasts jiggled as he worked her over hard. Smithwick was not a man for subtly as he finger banged her from behind, his hand turning into a blur as his digits blasted in and out of her hot hole.


“That’s right little girl. Take those fingers up inside you. I want you to come for me. Come for me!”


He punctuated this last sentence by slapping her hard on the ass, her firm cheek rippling under his sharp blow. The sting of the slap was enough to cause her whole pussy to lock up on his penetrating fingers giving Alyson the feeling of even more friction.


“I’m coming, I’m coming!” Alyson heard someone yelling and realized it was her. She was screaming in pleasure now as she finally got her release, her own climax flying through each nerve ending in her body, rocking her to the core and making her mind reel in a full feeling of nirvana. Her eyes rolled back into her head as he pulled his fingers free, her hole squeezing down and looking to be filled by something. 


When she finally began to come down from her amazing high, Alyson looked over and saw that Smithwick already had his suit back on as he reaffixed his tie. 


“I have a business meeting in 15 minutes. I will have you dropped back off at the diner,” he said in a brisk manner.  


Alyson looked at him with wanting eyes, expecting him to hold her for even just a moment. Why wouldn’t he look at her?


Smithwick just kept his eyes forward as he moved his tie bar back into place. He cinched the knot on tie tight and shook at his sleeves. It was like he had become a totally different person again, not even willing to look at her now.


Alyson slowly got her bearings, pushing her panties back into place and straightening her dress out. Why was he like this? Why wouldn’t he show her any affection now? Men were so confusing sometimes. 


She straightened out her skirt and got her feet back into her work shoes. She didn’t even remember taking them off now. The sat in silence as the driver in front spun the car around, heading back to her job again. Smithwick busied himself by pulling out a laptop and punching numbers into a spreadsheet on the screen.


Alyson watched him work, surprised by the transformation. This man next to her was so different from the lover that just got her off minutes ago. Why was he not opening up to her? What was it about her that he felt he couldn’t express himself?


The temperature in the limo seemed to drop and Alyson felt cold, rubbing at her upper arms and trying to get warm again. She wrapped her arms around herself and looked over at Smithwick as he continued his work.


He saw her out of the corner of his eye, catching her gaze, for the first time noticing that she was cold inside the limo. Smithwick sighed and set his laptop down as the limo weaved in and out of busy traffic. Undoing the buttons in the front, he removed the blazer he was wearing, shrugging it off and placing it to the side of him.


Picking his laptop back up, he began to work again, his eyes fixed on the screen.


“If you are cold, you can wear my blazer,” he said in a deadpan manner. Alyson felt like she was inconveniencing him by shivering in the back of his fancy limousine. She didn’t make a move for the blazer, instead just turning away from him and rubbing her upper arms.


Smithwick let out a deep sigh and looked up from his work on the laptop.


“Please Alyson. Put on the blazer. I don’t want you catching cold.”


Alyson was surprised he would show sympathy for her and actually voice his concerns. She looked over and he was already back to his work again, punching in a series of numbers on his laptop and using complex formulas in the various cells of his spreadsheet. 


Picking up the blazer, she pulled it over her shoulders and gave a faint smile. The blazer wrapped around her, she could smell his strong scent all around her now like he was surrounding her. She settled into the fine leather seat and looked out the window as storefronts whizzed by. Smithwick was more complex then she originally thought. 


They continued to move deeper into the city in silence save for his fingers flying over the keyboard of his laptop. Alyson wished she could have him actually talk to her, but she decided to give him space. He seemed to have a lot on his mind as he focused intensely on his work. As the car hit a red light, they gradually came to a stop and he cast a glance her way. Whatever he was thinking, he wasn’t sharing as the car slowly picked up speed again, a few blocks away from her job now.


Alyson started to take off his coat as the diner she worked at came into view. He raised his hand to her to indicate she should keep it and unlocked the door for her. Without looking up from his laptop, he spoke without any warmth in his voice.


“Now that you are working full time for me, I expect to see you at eight sharp to begin. Do not be late or there will be a punishment.”


Alyson nodded in agreement, wondering what he meant when he said punishment. The line between lover and boss was so blurry with him already and she wasn’t even working for him full time yet. Did he just hire her to fuck her when he wanted, or was there something more there? Could it be that he actually cared for her in his own twisted way?


Pudwill pulled up to the curb and moved to the back to open her door. Alyson stepped out with his coat still covering her, his smell covering her like a blanket. She looked back to see if he was watching her, but his focus remained on his work. Alyson turned away from him, leaving him to his business. Would she ever be able to figure out why he was so cold toward her most of the time?


She looked down at her phone and realized that she was a few minutes late for her shift. Rushing inside, she set his expensive coat behind the counter to make sure it was protected. Alyson didn’t bother to look out the window to watch the limo pull away; she had to focus on her last shift here at the diner. Tomorrow, she would start a brand new job with Mr. Smithwick. She felt both giddy with excitement and a sense of apprehension. How would he treat her as a full time employee where he made the rules?


Chapter 3 

“You can’t quit!” roared her boss throwing his paper onto his stained and scratched desk. “I don’t have enough girls to cover your shift. Alyson, why are you doing this to me?”


Alyson didn’t know how to respond. What did he want her to say? She never wanted to work as a waitress for the rest of her life. Did anyone really ever want to just work in a diner till they retired?


Johnny stared at her with panicked eyes, his hands outstretched toward her like he was pleading. Alyson shifted back and forth in discomfort, wishing there was a better way to break this news to her former boss. She had decided yesterday that she was going to start working for the mysterious millionaire Mr. Smithwick. He had offered her a full time contract that was just too lucrative to pass up. It looked like it was going to be difficult to pull away from her current job at the diner however.


Her boss looked at her in disbelief, running his fingers through his thinning hair and trying to suck in the paunch around his waist. He wagged his finger at her, his thick index finger sticking straight out just a few feet away from her face.


“If you quit Alyson, you aren’t coming back,” he threatened. “I don’t let people betray me like this and then let them come back. If you go through with this, we are done. It is over. Are you sure this is what you want? I can give you a raise if this about money.”


Alyson shook her head. It was surreal to see Johnny like this. Just yesterday, she was in here getting chewed out and threatened for missing a shift. Now, Johnny was pleading with her to stay. 


“Johnny, this has nothing to do with you or money,” she lied. She couldn’t tell him that her new employer was willing to pay her at least a thousand dollars a day for full maid service. He would probably just call her a liar or laugh her out of the office.


“I can’t waitress here forever. I need to move on at some point. I have been working for you for half a year.”


“Half a year,” he squawked, shaking his finger at her in disgust. “You young people are all the same. You think half a year at a job is something? That is nothing! I worked her at this diner for twenty years now. That is two decades. You couldn’t work a job for two years. Mark my words; you will come back here begging for your job back. You don’t have any skills so I don’t know who you are kidding.”


Alyson pointed her finger right back at Johnny to make her point, incensed that he would turn like this on her. 


“Listen, Johnny. You have no right to talk to me like that. You and I both know that isn’t right. You are just mad you need to hire somebody new to cover my shifts.”
Johnny was red in the face, his jowls shaking with frustration. He pushed his fingers through his slicked back hair again, trying to compose himself. Alyson could see that he was visibly worried about her leaving. She was putting him in a tense position by not giving him at least two weeks notice. He started to say something, but then closed his mouth, staring at the schedule on his desk.


Alyson felt bad putting him in a tough spot like this, but at the same time, this was same guy that was threatening to pull her job for missing her shift unexpectedly. He was used to throwing around threats and getting is way even though he needed every waitress that was on his payroll.


The heavy set Johnny pushed himself away from his desk and stood up, finally accepting that he couldn’t bully her into staying with him anymore. He picked out a cigarette from his front shirt pocket, lighting it with shaky hands before putting the filtered end in his mouth.


He pointed the lit cigarette as he spoke, ash falling off the end as he tried to calm down. “Alyson, I can’t make you stay, we both know that. I wish you would have given me more lead time on all this. I am going to have to work double shifts until I get a replacement here.”


Alyson knew this wasn’t the right way to leave her job at the diner, but it wasn’t like she had a choice. She had rent to make and responsibilities that didn’t go away just because Johnny was going to huff and puff and storm around his office. 


The cigarette finally had a calming effect on Johnny and he settled into his wooden chair, the frame squeaking in protest over his heavy body. He circled all the spots on his schedule that he would need to fill now and tapped out some ash in the glass ashtray on the corner of his desk. 


“You did a good job here Alyson. I respect your decision. It isn’t easy making it as a waitress. If you found something better, I feel good for you. You deserve it. Besides missing your shift unexpectedly, you always did a good job here. You treated people right.”


Johnny took another long drag on his cigarette, smoke billowing up toward the ceiling as he exhaled in a sigh. Alyson put her palm on top of his big, meaty hand.


“You were a good boss Johnny. All the girls that work for you, you protect them and care for them like family. I still remember what you did to that asshole when he pinched Jenny’s ass. You laid him out so fast, I swear I watched his head twist backward like the Exorcist.”


Johnny laughed, slapping his hand down on the desk and spraying cigarette ash onto his documents. He nodded his head, remembering the moment, thinking about the anger he felt when he watched a loser try and manhandle one of his employees.


“We did have some good times here Alyson. I guess I am just angry because I did view all your girls like part of my family. You weren’t here long, but I still got attached to you. I think I get attached to fast and then I blow up when people need to move on. Will you forgive me?


Alyson rubbed the top of his big, hairy hand. “I don’t need to forgive you Johnny. I knew you didn’t mean it. It’s like when your Dad gets angry and yells at you for going out with the guy that owns a loud motorcycle and always wear leather. They just want to protect you and make sure you don’t get messed up.”


Johnny stabbed out his cigarette and chuckled. “Yeah I guess it is something like that right? You try and protect the people you care about and it hurts when they leave. Anyway, isn’t the Exorcist a little before your time? I didn’t think you young kids even knew about that movie anymore.”


He stood up and circled around the desk, opening the door to his office for her. He extended his hand out to show there was no ill will between them.


“I respect what you are doing Alyson. I do. I wish things were different, but if you found something better, I want you to go for it. Almost anything is better than just working at this diner if you have something else you want to pursue.”


Alyson took his extended hand graciously as she stood up and turned to leave. “I won’t forget you Johnny. I know I am leaving you high and dry and I wish it didn’t have to be this way.”


“I know, I know. You just do what you have to. I wish you luck wherever you end up in the end.”


“I appreciate that,” said Alyson heading out the door. “Tell the girls I will be back by tonight to say goodbye.”


“Will do,” responded Johnny. “I don’t know where your headed next, but I know you are going to knock ‘em dead.”


“If you only knew what I was getting myself into Johnny,” she thought. “This is either the stupidest decision of my life, or one of the best. I am sure you wouldn’t be wishing me luck if you knew I was already sleeping with my boss before I even have the job and he seems to ignore me whenever we aren’t sleeping together.”


Alyson took the back exit to avoid the crowds of hungry patrons out in front. Her head was still spinning from what just happened. She just quit her job to go work full time for Mr. Smithwick. What would happen to her now? Would she end up making the biggest mistake so far in her short life?


She look her purse out and looked down at the five hundred dollars Smithwick already paid her for one days work. It was easily triple what she had been paid for her best night at the diner. 


“I wish I didn’t have to worry about money so much,” she thought as she moved to the curb and held out her arm to hail a cab. She had to be to the Smithwick residence at eight sharp. Johnny had held her up longer than she expected so she might have to pay the cabbie extra to get him to move his ass.


As she stood there waiting for a cab to pull up, a familiar black limo gliding up to the curb and stopped in front of her. Confused, Alyson looked around to see if the limo might be for someone else. The window on the passenger side rolled down and Pudwill’s face came into view.


“Miss Alyson, if you would be so kind as to get in the back, I can have you to the residence ten minutes before your start time.”


“Pudwill, what are you doing here? Were you following me?”


Alyson crossed her arms with a stare that could melt ice. If Pudwill knew exactly were she was, that meant Mr. Smithwick had sent him to spy on her. She was a few seconds off from completely losing her temper. Smithwick was already trying to control her life. She had half a mind to march right back into the diner and grovel for her old job. If she was lucky, Johnny would take her back on and she could start up again without missing a shift.


Pudwill spoke in calm and placating tones, eager to not offend her. 


“Miss, I can assure you, nobody is spying on you. Mr. Smithwick simply wanted to make sure you got to work on time. He noted that you didn’t have a car and wanted to save you time. I stopped by your apartment, and when I didn’t see you there, I surmised that you would probably be at your old stomping grounds so to speak.”


Alyson rolled her eyes, not sure if she should believe what she was being told. It was true she didn’t have a car, but why wouldn’t her new boss just tell her that she was going to get a ride over? It would have saved her a lot of worry.


With a little trepidation, she decided to trust that Pudwill wasn’t following her without her consent. She thought it was a little off that her employer already knew so much about her, but she wanted to save money on the cab ride over.


Moving to the back of the limo, she entered the vehicle and sat down on the finely kept white leather seat, enjoying how it felt against her body. She had to admit one thing. Smithwick knew quality. Working for him might not be so bad.


Once the door closed behind her, the limo took off like a bullet and was careening through traffic. Alyson clutched her purse to keep the contents from spilling out everywhere. Cars flew past her window like they were just standing still, people staring at the speeding limo as they buzzed by.


“Why are you driving so fast?” said Alyson, startled by the butler’s complete disregard for speed limits and potential pedestrians. 


“You will find Miss, punctuality is really a must with Mr. Smithwick. He doesn’t like for people to be on time. He demands it. I was told to have you back to the residence immediately and I intend to keep the promise. I can assure you, I have trained to protect foreign dignitaries in the event of a terrorist attack on their lives. I am quite capable of traveling at these speeds without any danger to the passengers.”


As if to prove his point, a stalled car appeared in their lane, which Pudwill deftly maneuvered around. Using just his mirrors, Pudwill swerved back into the original lane like he was flying a fighter jet.


Alyson would have been lying if she insisted that she was not impressed by his skill behind the wheel. The ride was a bit nerve wracking, but she never feared for her safety, just the safety of the person who dared to jay walk in front of them. 


The rest of the ride was uneventful as Alyson began to get used to the close shaves and darting movements of the vehicle. As they pulled up to the giant upside down “U” that made up the black driveway, she checked the time on her phone. She was exactly ten minutes early.


She bid Pudwill good luck as she exited the vehicle, hurrying inside. Her shoes echoed off the marble in the foyer as she searched for Mr. Smithwick. He was nowhere to be found.


One of the maids noticed her entrance and rushed over to greet her. 


“I am so glad you got here on time,” said the older woman dressed in the traditional French Maid outfit. She looked Alyson up and down and tutted to herself quietly. Alyson felt her eyebrows furrow as she watched the older woman cast a disapproving glance at her current wardrobe choice.


“Why didn’t you come in uniform?” she asked Alyson.


Alyson looked around confused. “This is my first day here!” She spread her arms out and gestured at the extravagant foyer that surrounded them. 


“How could I have a uniform if this is my first day?”


The older maid took her by the arm and looked at her watch as the bustled into a small alcove set back in one of the many rooms that surrounded the foyer. She pulled a maid outfit that was already pressed and ready and threw it at Alyson.


“Put this on and hurry. We don’t have much time before work starts.”


Alyson held the clothes in her arms and waited, expecting the maid to leave. After a few seconds, the older woman finally caught on and spun in a half circle so that she was facing the wall.


“Go ahead dear. We don’t have much time now. I hope you can get everything done in the next two minutes.”


Alyson moved quickly, tossing her outfit to the floor and struggling to fit into the maid uniform that had been provided for her. The outfit was several sizes too small for her. The top didn’t just conform to her chest; it hugged her breasts so tight, even her nipples were showing through the fabric. The skirt was also much too small for her. The tight fabric clung to her ass like a drunk frat boy, her panty lines clearly visible through the thin barrier. 


Looking at herself in the mirror, Alyson could see the hem line on the skirt was also going to be too short for her to work in long term. It came up to her mid thigh, making her outfit look like something you would wear if you were in Vegas and looking to hook up with a stranger.


She tried to smooth out the panty lines that marked her shapely behind, but nothing would work. Her ass was just too big for the current outfit and it made her feel self-conscious. Alyson had to admit though, even though the maid outfit wasn’t great attire for cleaning, her body did look impressive in the tight fabric. The time she spent at the diner waiting on tables had kept her active, and her body had never looked better.


Before she could admire herself further, the maid whisked her away from the mirror and hurried her along to a huge kitchen located on the first floor. The floor was checkered black and white with stainless steel appliances on every wall. Various knives, ladles and grilling tools hung down from the ceiling, sparkling like they were brand new.


The older maid gestured to the kitchen with a sweeping hand. 


“Go ahead and get breakfast ready. He will want an eight-ounce steak done rare, fried eggs, two hash browns and fresh squeezed orange juice. He eats the same thing every day so you will learn his routine for breakfast pretty quickly. Just make sure everything is hot and fresh when you deliver it to him. He doesn’t like to be left hungry.”


Alyson nodded, diving in and pulling a large carton of eggs from the fridge along with a block of butter. From her time at the diner, she knew how to cook a great breakfast. Whirling around the kitchen like a tiny tornado, she was frying eggs, browning hash browns, and grilling steak all at the same time.


Poking a knife into the steak, she checked to see if the meat was still rare. Satisfied the food would be to Mr. Smithwick’s liking, she flipped the eggs onto a plate and then placed the steak beside them. The hash browns were soon added to the ensemble and she topped it all off with a fresh glass of juice.


Balancing everything on a large serving tray, Alyson kicked open the door to the kitchen with her foot and began the long trek up the stairs to Smithwick’s office. It wasn’t much of a challenge with all the months she spent at the diner. Venturing down the long hallway, she peeked inside his study to see if he was busy. 


The only thing in his office was an empty desk and too many books any one person to ever read in a lifetime. Puzzled, Alyson set his food down on the desk. Her mind flashed back to their hot encounter just a few nights ago. The way he took control of her…it was so erotic the way he commanded every situation he was in.


She had to push the hot night of oral pleasure from her mind and focus on where her boss was now. If she brought this food to Smithwick late and it cold, it would not reflect well on her.


Stepping out into the hall, she looked at the myriad of doors that were lining each wall. He could be any of these rooms. Alyson thought about trying to track down one of the maids in the home for help, but decided against it. She wanted to appear capable and a person that didn’t run for help after the first challenge.


All of the doors in the hallway were unlocked and opened inward to reveal empty rooms that were meticulously cared for. Alyson noted most of the room arrangements appeared to jump straight from the pages of a magazine. She couldn’t imagine that anybody lived in any of these rooms, let alone even using them. They just looked too clean and immaculate.


The first hallway seemingly a bust, she moved deeper into the huge home, looking at portraits and paintings on the walls. It was strange. Smithwick didn’t have a single picture of his family anywhere that she could see. The paintings instead were all of old Renaissance scenes, ancient merchants and nude women. Alyson thought it was strange she couldn’t find a single personal picture gracing the home as she moved through hallway after hallway, searching in vain for the owner.


After walking for what seemed like forever, a new part of the home appeared in front of her that she didn’t think she had tried yet. Heavy red drapes were pulled over the oversized windows in this wing, cutting off any sunlight that might have filtered in. In the darkness, Alyson tried to make out if there were any doors that she could open. She felt bad invading someone’s privacy like this, but there was only one way to find someone in a house this large.


The dark hallway seemed to beckon to her in a way. Alyson stepped into the darkness, moving lightly through the dim area to avoid bumping into some priceless artifact that might be stacked up upon a rare dresser or hardwood table. Trailing a hand along the wall, she finally found a light switch.


“Success,” she thought as she flicked on the switch and looked up above as an ornate chandler shimmered to life. With the light on now, it was an easy task to find a door that she hadn’t tried yet. There was single door in the whole wing painted black as night.


A shiver ran through Alyson. Why was this room unique? What sort of things did Smithwick keep in this mysterious and dark wing of his massive home? Looking around with trepidation, she made her way to the black door, staring at the old brass handle on the outside.


She reached out, touching the door handle, half expecting something or someone to pop out and grab her. Someone did pop out suddenly, but they didn’t emerge from the black door.


“You! What are you doing here?”


Alyson spun around, her eyes wide with surprise. She hadn’t heard anyone approaching from behind her. How had they snuck up on her? 


Mr. Smithwick stood there looking disappointed and hurt. He wouldn’t even look her in the eyes as he focused on the ground at her feet. Alyson felt a twinge of regret run through her. She had been so stupid to just start walking through another person’s home without any concerns. 


He motioned silently with his hand to have her come away from the black door. Glumly, Alyson followed him as he turned on his heels and began to wind his way through the endless rooms and halls back to his office. He didn’t speak as they walked, remaining completely quiet and stone faced.


Alyson tried to think of an apology or an excuse to fix all of this, but nothing came to mind. She had messed up on her first day at the job as she knew it.


Once they were back in the office again, Smithwick gestured toward the chair opposite his at the desk. Alyson took a seat and folded her hands in front of her, waiting for him to rip into her, call her stupid, call her a moron, all of them applied to her right now.


Smithwick sat across from her and stabbed at his steak, cutting off a raw chunk. He popped the morsel into his mouth, chewed thoughtfully and immediately  began to cut off another big piece. He smiled as he ate, sampling everything that she had made from the hash browns to the fried eggs. His grin grew as he feasted on everything that she made for him.


“Alyson, everything here is fantastic.” He reached into his pocket and slid an envelope over to her. “I think you will prove to be a very good hire here. You pay for the week is already in there so you don’t have to worry about making your rent or anything like that. Actually, feel free to treat yourself tonight. Go get a nice meal or go shopping or something.”


He waved his hand at the room around them as he dabbed at his lips with his napkin.


“All of this, all of the wealth around you, it really doesn’t make you happy. I unfortunately learned that two years ago.” He stood up, pushing his chair away from the desk and walking over to a series of brightly colored volumes on the wall. He ran his finger over the set of spines with his faint smile still glowing.


“You need to live well when you can Alyson.”


Turning away from the books, he snapped his fingers at her. “Make sure all of this is taken care of. I wanted all the shelves in here dusted again. I can’t stand dust in this room.”


Alyson nodded, half expecting him to begin barking orders at her again like she was nothing to him. She scooped up the tray she brought it and began to scurry out the door. Before she was in the hall though, he stopped her, warmth creeping back into his voice.


“Make sure you get all your chores done early today. I want to ask you on a date after work ends.”


“A…date?” questioned Alyson in slight shock. Why was he being so nice to her all of the sudden after he caught her traipsing through his giant home and going where she was not allowed?


“Yes, a date. I don’t have time today for a proper date, but I hope you forgive me. Make sure you meet me back here at five when you get off. You can…live the uniform on if you wish.”


He turned away from her, a thick volume in hand. He returned to his work and opened up his laptop. As if to prove he was still a bastard, he shooed her away with one hand condescendingly, the information on his laptop once again taking his full attention.
Alyson sprinted her way down the hall with the food tray in hand. She had so many questions flitting through her mind right now.


“What was in that room with the black door? Why is he not being a total bastard to me now? Who asks their employee on a date before their first day is even over?”


The man was a true mystery. The day moved by quickly with so much to learn. The other maids on duty showed her what to dust and how to vacuum high end carpets without damaging them. When Alyson began to get lunch together for Mr. Smithwick, the other employees just waved her off.


“Mr. Smithwick will eat out today,” they said pushing her out of the kitchen. “He is much too busy today to be dealing with any nosy girls bringing up food to him.”


Alyson went flush with embarrassment. How did the other employees already know about her exploring the huge home on her own? Would they treat her differently if they thought she was a young and irresponsible new hire?


She tried to silence her mind, the numerous questions just piling up without any answers. Focusing, she worked hard for the rest of the day, picking up tips and tricks from the employees that had already been there for several years. Things began to improve as the day went on. She started to get faster and not get yelled at quite so much.


The end of the work day finally arrived, the house cleaned top to bottom, the grounds outside maintained, and the fridge in the kitchen stocked with fresh pies and newly made bread.. If Mr. Smithwick got hungry while she was out, he would be pleasantly surprised by the huge spread of food she had created for him. It made Alyson feel good that she was needed here in the home. She liked to feel like she belonged and she was contributing.


She reminded herself that she had to be in his office at five sharp. If she arrived late for their date, he might misinterpret her actions.


Alyson gave herself a quick look in the mirror, twirling around to look at herself from a few different angles. The panty lines that were clearly visible along her rump had to go she decided. Looking around quickly, she reached under her maid uniform and removed her underwear to discreetly tuck them into a small pocket on her maid outfit.


When she gave herself another view in the mirror, the tight maid outfit looked much better on now without the hard lines in the back that her underwear had created. Mr. Smithwick would be pleased with her now. Alyson gave herself a wink in the mirror. Perhaps this would all work out after all. It wasn’t that strange to sleep with your boss right?


Her shoes clicking against the hard marble in the foyer, she rushed past a few of the other maids that were heading to exit since the workday was over. None of them said anything as she moved in the opposite direction, heading to the office of Mr. Smithwick. 
                              

“Could they know that I am seeing him? Do they know I am fucking him?


Her mind began to spin with questions again, questions she had to push down and ignore. It didn’t matter what they thought of her or her relationship. She was young. You were supposed to make mistakes. It wasn’t like this relationship would actually last anyway. This was just a fling with a hot older guy. Mr. Smithwick was quite attractive and he was paying her nicely. In the end, everybody got what they wanted.


As she got closer to his office, Alyson saw her boss waiting for her already outside his office. She was surprised. Usually he seemed so involved with everything. To see him like this, waiting on her for a change was…well, refreshing.


When he saw her coming down the hall, he nodded to her, his movements stiff and robotic.


“Glad to see you could make it Alyson. You are, after all, five hundred feet away from my office at any given time.”


Alyson was thrown off by his sarcasm and responded with a bit of a barb as well.


“I am always five hundred feet away from you except for when I am naughty and visit parts of this big house I shouldn’t go in.”


The reference to the black door she found had an immediate impact on him. The reaction was slight, but she still caught it. His face twitched, a strange look passing over his face for just a moment, and then it was gone again. Alyson was puzzled. She didn’t know what was in that room she had found, but Smithwick seemed able to hide his emotions about it all no matter what.


Smithwick bent out his arm and offered it to her. Alyson intertwined her arm with his and allowed herself to be walked down the long hallway lined by portraits of people long passed. As they walked, she became more at ease, worrying less about saying something offense and just enjoying her time alone with him.


She realized that this was the first time she was truly alone with her boss. She unhooked her arm from his and then clasped his hand with her dainty fingers. They continued to move through the winding halls of his house, Smithwick pointing out the occasional painting or vase he had collected over the years or nodding toward some ancient artifact his family had accumulated several centuries ago.


Alyson gripped his hand and stopped him when he began to motion toward a set of clay cups under a thick, clear box of Plexiglas. Smithwick cut himself off and stopped in the middle of the hall.


“Are you not enjoying the tour of my home,” he said. “I thought it would make a good first date.”


“Mr. Smithwick,” she started, “I am not attracted to you because of your wealth, I want to know more about you.”


She spun out in front of him, tugging on his tie like a little girl, looking deep into those bold eyes he possessed. The money he was paying her was incredible, but she wanted to solve the mystery that was this man. She wanted to know why he was the way he was. 


Smithwick stiffened, not used to people being so forward with him. It was obvious he was used to covering up his life without explanation. Alyson tugged harder on his tie, bringing his lips down toward her mouth. She gave him a quick peck on his bottom lip, a small flame of heat passing through both of them.


He pushed forward, trying to kiss her again, but this time she stopped him, placing her hand against his strong chest. He relented, backing away from her and looking at a wall with a huge mirror hanging from it, the border of the mirror a collection of finely detailed gold engravings. 


Smithwick walked toward the mirror, his hand moving up the gold border before he stopped and faced his reflection. Alyson approached him from behind, nervous that she might have pushed him too far. This man had things that he wanted hidden. 


Looking at her through the mirror, he began to speak, his stature shrinking down and his shoulders relaxing. 


“I wasn’t always like this you know. I used to be more daring when it came to life, less sealed off from everyone. I don’t have anyone I can confide in to be honest. My family… my family wants nothing to do with me. They see me as the weak one when in fact, they just drown themselves in a steady torrent of excess.”


He turned to Alyson. “I apologize for my rude manner with you. You are much more than just an employee. It was just…It was just that you reminded me so much of what I used to be, before everything happened.”


Alyson didn’t know how to respond. She felt like he was on the verge of telling her everything about himself when he grabbed her roughly, pulling her in hard to himself and kissing her with an intense passion that burned through both of their bodies. 


“He was about to open up with me,” she thought, “And now this. He is just making out with me to avoid his own feelings. He is trying to cover up and not reveal what he really wants to say.”


She tried to push him away, tried to reject him, but he held her tight by the shoulders. This felt wrong in a way. Having him so close to pulling back the curtain that was concealing his life. His lips dropped down from hers, nipping and licking at her neck. Alyson cooed like a dove, twisting in his strong hands as he nibbled at her ear.


There was no way for her to fight him, to get what she wanted. He was all encompassing. He surrounded her with his heat and passion, stripping away all reason and forcing her to focus only on the moment. Her breasts tingled as his arm gently grazed her, her thoughts turning from having him open up to having him ravage her. She wanted to feel him. All of him this time.


There was a sound down the hallway, one of the maids pushing a cart full of cleaning supplies through the maze that was this giant home. Alyson froze, not wanting to get caught as Mr. Smithwick continued to suck on her ear.


“We have to go,” she hissed. “I can’t be caught with you here.”


“Don’t worry about it,” he said, his finger playing with the collar of her maid outfit. “I can have her fired tomorrow if you want.”


“No,” Alyson said with venom in her voice. She pulled away from him, pushing his back with all of her strength. The maid continued to slowly plod down the hall; oblivious to the fact she could lose her job in the next few seconds. 


Alyson took off running down the hall, anxious to not be seen with her boss alone. She wanted to hide their relationship for now. If everyone knew…it would just complicate everything. Smithwick followed her as she ducked down a side hallway, watching her tight ass moving back in forth in her uniform. The chase seemed to be turning him on as his breathing got deeper and more pronounced.


Up ahead, a huge set of glass doors led outside to a garden that Alyson hadn’t seen before. Sensing she would find privacy there, she flung open the set of doors and found her self surrounded by concrete fountains and hanging flowers. It was beautiful in every sense of the word.


She spun around, taking it all in, breathing in the smell of a thousand flowers. Smithwick had his own personally paradise out here. He soon joined her, his breath heavy and warm on the back of her neck as he approached, his lust for her fiery red and enflamed.


“Alyson, it looks like I am not the only one running from something tonight. Why are you afraid to be seen with me.”


She didn’t answer him as she began to move through the garden. He was a wealthy man with everything he could want, how could he understand her position in all this.


“You have everything you want here,” she said, her delicate fingers moving along the vines that entwined around a white trellis, spinning and climbing into the air like a helix reaching for the sun. She envied him. All of this beauty and he never appreciated it. He preferred to be locked away in an office and surrounded by books.


“I don’t have everything I want Alyson. I want you. I want to have you fully tonight.”


She smiled back at him, her fingers still tracing the lines of the trellis.


“I don’t think you know what you want,” she said to him.


He stalked toward her with heavy steps, in very deliberate motions, pulling off his tie and dress shirt. With one smooth motion, he had his dress shoes and socks kicked off in a pile on the ground. Alyson observed his strong chest as he approached her wearing only his black pants now. She found it a bit ironic he was so detailed in life, but when he wanted her, his clothes ended up all over his garden.


Then he was upon her, his rippling chest pressed to hers, his hands feeling over her body. She felt a strong hand grip her buttocks like a vise, squeezing down on her ass like he wanted to crush it. His power when he was turned on was intimidating, a feral energy flowing through him.


“Get down on your knees servant,” he growled. Alyson didn’t like being called a servant, but complied anyway. She wanted to taste his sweet cock yet again, feel it moving over her mouth. If this was the way he wanted her today, she was more than willing to oblige. His pants were around his ankles now, his cock already hard as rebar.


Her knees hurt as she got down on the concrete ground, but her discomfort was quickly pushed from her mind as he pushed her cock past her trembling lips and put his hand behind her head to hold her place.


With animal like intensity, he began to fuck her mouth, pushing in and out of her face, his lip twisting up into a sneer of pure pleasure. He enjoyed controlling her, feeling her give him pleasure while she was down on her knees in front of him. While he was fucking her face, all reason was taken from his mind. There was only his own pleasure that was present and he desperately wanted another release.


She tried to tell him that his cock was going too deep for her, but the words were buried by her gurgling around his thrusting cock. In and out he pressed deeper and deeper into her, his cock playing at the very back of her throat, threatening to block her tight air passage. Alyson tried to push back on his hips, but he just slapped her hands down each time she attempted to push back on his churning hips. He wanted her hot mouth and he wasn’t going allow anything to stop him.


Making small mewling sounds, Alyson tried to just relax her muscles and allow him to fuck her mouth, but it was difficult. As he thrust into her, her mouth filled with drool, which pooled in her mouth and streamed down her cute chin. She felt like all the saliva building up in her mouth would drown her at a few points and Mr. Smithwick was completely unaware of her plight.


He was grunting with each thrust now, his need for an orgasm obvious as the motion with his hips became more and more violent. He was using her for his own selfish pleasure right now, her own comfort the last thing on his mind. A torrent of saliva fell out of her mouth in a flood, splashing on the ground with a wet splattering sound. Smithwick didn’t even hear it, his head thrown back, his body locked in a trance of pleasure.


Smithwick gripped her head harder now, his breathing coming in ragged gasps. Alyson tried to fight against his hold to breath, but there was no stopping his vicious onslaught. He wanted to feel his cock held tight by her throat and there was nothing that could stop him. Alyson felt her vision beginning to blur as tears filled her pretty eyes. She gagged and coughed on his surging cock, her body trying to expel the hard cock that continued to pound her.


Her sounds of gagging seemed to spur him on even more, his cock expanding and getting harder as she tried in vain to control his pressing hips. Smithwick made a fist in her curls and pulled so hard that Alyson through he would pull out her hair by the roots. She yelped in shock, her cries of pain drowned out by his pummeling cock shooting down her throat over and over.


Alyson felt him use her hair as a way to control her head, pushing her face onto his long shaft and then yanking her back off his meat skewer. Again she tried to push off his thighs with her weak arms, just to catch her breath for a moment. Smithwick was having none of it as he plowed her pretty lips, his mind focused only on coming down her tight throat.


“Open your throat wider servant,” he growled. “I want to feel every inch of your windpipe.”


Alyson didn’t know what to do. She was trying to relax her jaw as much as she could as her forehead bounced over his rock hard abs over and over. If she could take his whole length down her throat she would have done it happily. Her chest shook as her body gagged on another hard thrust from his punishing dick. Hot saliva coated his whole length now, smearing spit all around the ring that her lips had been forced to maintain.


With a growl of frustration, Smithwick jerked his cock out her mouth and pulled her up to her feet by her hair. Alyson yelped in protest but it didn’t stop him from dragging her over to a dark part of the garden that was secluded from the hot sun. Like a caveman from the past, he pulled her along, using her hair like a lease to hold onto. Her feet scrambled over the hard ground to keep up, her knees still aching from kneeling on the hard ground to accept his hard cock.


Once they reached the dark part of the garden, Alyson realized why he had dragged her over here. A thick band of fabric hung down from the ceiling of one of the many wooden trellises. She had assumed it was just a pretty decoration when she first saw, but now she realized it was not a decoration at all. He was planning on using the thick hanging fabric as a sex swing for them here in the public garden. 


Had he set this up before hand she wondered as he motioned for her to get into the swing. She had never used one before, so she wasn’t even sure what she should do. Smithwick saw her hesitate and grabbed her by the neck, assuming she was refusing to get into the swing.


“I want your throat and you are going to give it to me,” he intoned in a spooky monotone. He was so caught up under the spell of his strong libido; he was like a totally different person, a person that only cared about his own hot release.


Alyson began to move toward the swing, turning around to look at him.


“I…I have never used one of these before. I don’t know what to do.”


Disgusted with her incompetence, he took her by the hand and yanked her over to the device.


“Support you lower back with the swing here. You will be completely horizontal if you do it correctly. I need your head hanging back here so your small body can deepthroat me.”


She nodded, surprised that he could speak about such things in such a matter of fact way. Alyson had never done anything kinky before, and while his controlling personality in bed was a huge turn on, she wasn’t sure this was safe with her hanging from this wooden structure in the garden.


He sensed her shying away and took her by the hand.


“Alyson, if you are not comfortable with this, we can stop at any moment.”


She looked back at him, determination forming behind her eyes. He wanted to show him that she could handle anything that he threw at her. She had never shied away from a challenge and she wasn’t going to start now. With confidence in her steps, she made her way over to the hanging sex swing, her hands running over the thick fabric as it hung from the vine covered beams above.


Leaving her maid uniform on, she laid back in the swing, letting it support her lower back. The momentum of her movements pushed her backwards a few feet before she can swinging back in the opposite direction She hung there, enjoying the back and forth moment. She felt so vulnerable and innocent right now, hanging in this beautiful garden, surrounded by hanging ropes of vines and bright flowers. In a way, she wished she never had to leave this small section of the home, blocking out the rest of the world. 


Smithwick approached her from behind as she swung, his muscular, naked body looming over her. He ran a hand through her hair, caressing her as she glided back and forth, hanging from the structure the surrounded them. Alyson felt safe with him standing over her, like he would take care of everything somehow.


“Open your mouth for me Alyson. I want to train you to take my full cock without gagging.”


“He could never be accused of beating around the bush,” she thought he held her gently under the chin. Her swinging stopped as he tilted her head back so that she was looking at him upside-down now. His heavy swinging balls bobbed back and forth as he got into position, the length of his cock appearing to gain a few inches at the thought of taking her young throat.


Alyson allowed his position her open mouth as he got her in position in the sex swing. She used her hands to support her as she leaned back, not trusting only the support at her lower back. Disoriented by being upside-down suddenly, she tried to allow her mind to adjust to this strange feeling.


Smithwick’s cock was insistent, pushing her lips apart as soon as her head was hanging in position. She opened her mouth wider, her lips spreading open as his cock traveled farther inside her. Alyson was surprised how easily she could take his member in this position. His beautiful cock seemed to just glide effortlessly in, moving past her smooth tongue and leaving a trail of tasty pre-cum.


She smiled up at him as his cock traveled farther and farther into her, happy that she was finally able to please him with her oral skills. Smithwick didn’t return the smile as his cockhead bumped against the back of her throat. He wanted his full length buried in her face with little effort and it seemed like her body wanted to fight him.


Pulling her by the hair and tilting her chin back even farther, Smithwick repositioned her, lining his cock up so that it would shoot straight into her trembling throat. His face was serious now, eyes intent with a hot passion that burned in him. Alyson wished she could comfort him and take away whatever pain he felt. That idea was pulled away from her as he jerked on her hair again to get her throat straightened out to take him down her gullet. 


The feeling of hanging upside down began to have an effect as blood gushed toward her brain. Her vision swam a little as her mind tried to adjust to how he wanted her. Once again, his dick began to invade her mouth, tunneling past her beautiful white teeth and sliding over her wriggling tongue. 


Her body tensed as he reached the back of her throat, expecting to begin gagging and drowning in her own saliva, when his length pressed forward with ease, impaling her fully and pressing his dick all the way into her without incident. Alyson was proud of her accomplishment as her lips made a tight “O” around the base of his throbbing dick. She wanted to please this man, to make him want her.


“Good girl Alyson,” he said as he left his cock in her expanded throat. He slowly back out, allowing her to breathe again. 


“You are doing very good for me. I like a submissive woman and you are taking my orders quite well.”


She tried to smile up at him, but when she adjusted her mouth a stream of wet saliva spilled out of her mouth and began to slide down her face due to gravity. She couldn’t wipe the slime away as she needed both arms to support her on the swing and keep her upright.


He saw her discomfort and began to use his fingers to move the saliva around on her beautiful face.


“You have to get used to drooling over yourself my dear. I require you to lose your ego completely.”


Alyson tried to swallow, but she found it difficult with her head hanging in the way it was. She desperately wanted Mr. Smithwick to be happy with her in a way that she couldn’t even explain. 


“Fuck my mouth. Take my throat,” she gurgled out. 


“Of course my dear,” he said tenderly stroking her cheek. “I see you learn quickly. Open wide just like we were at the dentist. I want to really get down in there and feel my hard cock pushing out on that precious throat of yours.”


Alyson obeyed, holding her lips apart as far as she could. His cock entered her, as hard as concrete it began to push far inside her, slipping past her throat hole and forcing her air passage to accept it. She tried not to panic as blood continued to rush to her head while his cock cut off her oxygen supply, but the feeling of fear began to build inside her. 


“Would he notice if I couldn’t breath with his cock penetrating me this deep,” she thought.


Smithwick began to fuck her mouth with slow and deliberate strokes. She no longer was choking on his length with her throat lined up with his big dick, but she always nervous he would be in such a frenzy he wouldn’t notice if she wanted him to stop thrusting. She felt his warm hand begin to fondle her breast, circling the nipple and tweaking it. Alyson squirmed as he played with her, hot heat building in her pussy as he continued his steady face fucking.


“There we go Alyson. Give yourself over to me. Let me pleasure you and make you feel good.”


She couldn’t respond as his dick continued to tunnel inside her, in and out over and over. With a quick and sudden thrust, he pumped his dick all the way down her throat and just left it there while he molested her shapely breasts. With one smooth motion, he tore her top off, buttons flying off and landing on the hard ground. He kept his dick inside her air passage as he pinched down hard on her nipples and slapped her breasts a few times.


The passion in her flared as he manhandled her breasts, the heat between her legs building in intensity. She desperately wanted him to fuck her, but she could nothing in this position. Alyson was completely under his control right now.


Smithwick pulled himself from her throat, long threads of spittle coming out with long cock. Alyson sucked in oxygen, taking deep breaths, not knowing if he would grab her by the chin again and press his massive dick inside her again.


“You have been such a good girl Alyson. I am going to reward you. I see you shifting back and forth in your swing. You want me cock don’t you?”


“Yes sir,” she said. Her breathing was ragged as she tried to tilt herself forward to stop all the blood in her body from flowing down into her head. 


“Ah, I see you called me Sir. You are a fast learner, aren't you? I knew I liked you for a reason.”


He swatted at her exposed one last time, a tingle of pain running through her as it jiggled under his heavy hand. The mix of pain and pleasure threatened to overwhelm her senses as her pussy felt like a blazing inferno. She desperately wanted him inside her, holding hips with his strong hands and plundering her pussy like a savage.


Alyson’s skirt was forced up to reveal her underwear. He ripped her panties off, raising them to his nose to smell briefly before he tossed them to the ground.


“I do so love the smell of a fresh pussy. It excites the senses and seems to get me rock hard for what comes next.”


Alyson craned her head up to look at him as she hung from the swing.


“Please fuck me sir. I need it so bad.”


“Well, since you asked so nicely, I would be remiss not to give you what you so desperately need. You are my servant after all.”


With that, he slid his full length inside her, the base of his cock slapping against her outer pussy lips. The force pushed her back, momentum causing her to swing away from him. Smithwick just chuckled and grabbed her by her uniform, yanking her toward him and slamming her pussy down on his giant shaft. 


She felt the breath go out of her as his cock reached so deep inside of her. The feeling intense, animal like. Each time he skewered her fully, he would push her away on the swing and then grab her by her skirt to slam her tender pussy back down on his prick.


“Please play with my pussy sir. I can’t reach it.”


“Oh you want me to get you off? I suppose. You have been a good girl for me tonight.”


His thumb began to spin slow circles around her sensitive clit, driving her wild his lust. It felt so good to have him inside her pussy, finally touching her most sensitive area. She wanted to grab him, hold him in her arms while he fucked her, but that was not possible. Alyson remained suspended off the ground, hanging in the air like a chandelier as her current boss used her cunt as he pleased. She could only hang there and take what he wanted to give her. Alyson had given over total control to him.


“Stroke my pussy faster,” she said in between hard thrusts from his wide cock. “Play with my pussy faster.”


Smithwick reached up and gripped down hard on her nipple. He stretched out her sensitive flesh and let it snap back into place like a rubber band. Not satisfied with her, he roughly slapped at her tits a few times, red marks spreading through the pale globes. Alyson winced, not used to his rough play with her.


“This is not your pussy anymore. This is my pussy. It belongs to me. Now ask me again, properly this time.”


“Please sir, play with your pussy. Play with your lover please. Please let me get off.”


Smithwick gave her jiggling boob one last smack with his open palm and then returned his hand to her hot box. 


“We need to work on that, but you earned your climax tonight. No more slaps for now. I will make you come with my cock inside you.”


Impaling her in full, he began to stroke over her clit faster now, driving her to the brink. Alyson tried to hold back her climax, to just make the feeling last a little longer and stretch it out. His hand would not allow her to savor the feeling of his love. Smithwick worked her over faster and faster, his hand turning into a blur as he looked down upon her with fevered lust. 


Alyson felt her legs begin to shake, signaling the start of her orgasm. It was like a tidal wave crashing down all over. Her lips curled back into a broad smile as the feeling of full bliss poured through every nerve ending in her body. She groaned, the assault on her senses coming so hard and fast. It was impossible to explain how felt it good to have him inside her with his firm hand playing over her clit. She had never felt any manner use her like he did. The intensity that he used when he played with her was several levels above anything she had experienced before.


As she came down from her stomach-wrenching climax, he held her hard now, not allowing her to swing away from him. His thrusts began to build in intensity, his pounding of her pussy reaching a crescendo. Alyson tried to spread her legs wider, but they were already spread out as far as she could go. The pumping motion from his body sent ripples through her skin as his breathing began to increase in speed. He was going to come soon.


Ripping his cock out of her stretched hole, he stroked his shaft with a tight fist, hot semen pouring from the head of his cock and landing on her flat belly. Alyson groaned in disappointment. She wanted him cum inside her, filling her up and warming her core. His climax continued, a look of pure pleasure etched across his face as she watched his eyes roll back. More hot jizz landed on her body, covering her in a sticky film.


Finally his climax subsided. He used an index finger to wipe the last of his semen on her inner thigh, marking her as his, covering her fully in his seed.


“Looks like I will need to buy you a new uniform Alyson,” he said as he looked down at her ravaged outfit.


He stalked away from her, picking up his clothes as he moved. Alyson wanted him to come back and stroke her, but he never returned, leaving her hanging in the shadow of the trellises and twisting vines. 


Chapter 4


Alyson woke suddenly, a terrible dream running through her mind. She had imagined herself running through endless halls lined by countless doors. No matter how far she ran, she couldn’t escape something that was behind her. She could never fully see it; just hear it, something mysterious and terrifying. 


In her dream, she kept moving, kept trying to escape whatever “it” was behind her. She finally reached a dead end, a long hallway that ended with a pitch-black door waiting for her. She had to open it. It was the only way to get away from the thing that was chasing her. Alyson reached out, opened the door, and then nothing. She woke up with a scream still caught in her throat.


She shook her head, trying to get the horrible imagery out of her mind. The clock read 6:45. That gave her less than an hour to get ready for work. Pulling herself from the bed, she stumbled into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. There were dark circles under her eyes. She felt tired and exhausted. 


Mr. Smithwick, her boss and now lover, was wearing her out. During the day he had her running all over his mansion, every edge and corner had to be vacuumed and dusted to his demanding expectations. As soon as she got off work, she didn’t receive any sort of break. He would call her up to his office, handcuff her hands behind her back and then fuck her mouth for hours, stroking his fingers through her shiny hair as he made love to her on his terms.


Alyson used concealer on the dark spots under her eyes. She frowned as she brushed in the concealer with her fingers. Mr. Smithwick had kept her in his office long into the morning, sipping wine while he ran his hands all over her body. Alyson enjoyed the attention, but how could she tell him that she needed rest without offending the man. He seemed to only need a few hours of sleep each night, every morning appearing ready to go as he met with potential clients and worked countless hours on his laptop.


“What am I going to do she,” she thought to herself as she fixed her hair in the mirror. “This is not sustainable. I need more sleep than him. Much more sleep.”


Once she felt like she was presentable, she moved into the kitchen to fix breakfast. Mr. Smithwick had told her several times that he would have someone in the kitchen fix her breakfast, but that didn’t sit well with her. Some of the other maids in his home already suspected their relationship went beyond just employer and employee. If he had her co-workers make her food each morning, it would become completely obvious that they were sleeping with each other.


Grabbing two pieces of bread from the pantry, she popped them into the toaster. She enjoyed cooking, a hold over from her time at the diner as a waitress. Whenever she would mess up and order, she had to get back in the kitchen and prepare the food herself. At the time, she didn’t enjoy playing the server and the cook, however, looking back now, she saw that at least she had picked up some skills in the kitchen. Skills which now served her well. Mr. Smithwick would only allow her to cook his breakfast now. He said that the other employees that took care of the mansion didn’t come even close to her skills in front of a stove.


She began to prepare fried eggs in a shallow saucepan, adding a bit of green onion and garlic. The eggs sizzled and popped as she grabbed her toast from the toaster. Alyson noticed that she was eating twice the amount she usually did in the mornings now. Between Smithwick having her running all over taking care of his home, and then working her over in sex sessions that lasted several hours at a go, she found she was actually losing weight.


Alyson couldn’t argue that working for her sexy boss wasn’t the best thing that had ever happened to her. Her paid her lavishly for her service to him. Each week she received seven thousand dollars on top of the expensive gifts that he would leave waiting for her. With her newfound income, she was able to move much closer to where she worked. With Pudwill his butler driving her, it took just a scant five minutes before she was on the grounds again.


The new commute allowed her time to work out in the mornings before things got really hectic.  While her eggs cooked in the pan, she adopted several yoga poses to strengthen her arms and her core. Alyson felt like she not only looked the best she ever had, she also felt the best as well. Mr. Smithwick was demanding, but everything he had done for her at completely changed her life around.


The smell in the air told her that her eggs were done as she popped up from downward facing dog. She served herself the eggs, putting them to the side of her toast. She flipped on the TV as she sat at her dining table that was in an inspired Neo Renaissance style. Everything she owned now seemed so much nicer than before she had met Mr. Smithwick. Her apartment, the furniture, it was really all she could ask for. She had only been working for him a few months and already she more comfortable in her life than ever before.


The TV came on, the tall speakers to either side reporting on the daily news. Alyson had to do a double take as she realized that her boss Mr. Smithwick was on the screen. There was footage of him boarding a small white plane. The caption below the video read “Esteemed Millionaire and Philanthropist to Host Charity Gala in Los Angeles”.


Alyson pursed her lips. Why hadn’t she been informed of this? Mr. Smithwick just took off this morning for a Gala across the country. He should have at least told her that he would be gone for a few days.


She shook her head, upset that he still had such an impact on her. How had she not learned this lesson yet? You couldn’t control a man like Smithwick. He did what he wanted and when he wanted, no explanation needed for anyone but himself. Alyson envied him in a way, wondering what it was like to have that kind of power. What was it like to feel that confident and self-assured?


Still to this day, she often felt her past working against her. Memories of her younger years when she was so desperate for affection from the men. Most of the boys had only been interested in her body, and the ones that were actually not as shallow, they were already taken, locked into relationships that seemed to actually last.


Alyson pushed those thoughts back. She wasn’t the same person anymore. She didn’t have to think about her failed relationships from the past. She had to just focus on what was in front of her now. 


She turned up the volume on the TV, letting the sound fill the vaulted ceiling of her luxury apartment. 


“John Smithwick, owner of Smithwick Enterprises, will arrive in California today as part of his humanitarian efforts this year. The Gala will stretch over the next three days, leaders of industry and politicians joining forces to combat social issues. Smithwick, the founder of the Gala, will lead the talks, using the summit as a platform to shine a light on social ills he feels most strongly resonant with him.”


The reporter continued to drone on, her voice fading into the background. Alyson was surprised. She never realized that her boss and lover was also using his time to head up a humanitarian effort. He could seem so cold with her, always blocking her out, always reserved except for when they made love.


She had to think about this, collect her thoughts. There were so many more layers to Mr. Smithwick than she had ever assumed. 


Alyson finished up breakfast, washing the dishes in the sink and placing them in the dishwasher. It seemed to her, Smithwick probably kept a lot of his life private from her. What else was he hiding in that large mansion he lived in? What secrets lurked in the long halls that seemed to stretch on forever?


Her mind flashed back to a few months ago. She had been wandering the halls, not following protocol. She was just trying to find him to figure out what she should be working on. Just like in her nightmare this morning, she came across a door that was pitch black. It didn’t match any of the other doors in the house.


She went to open the door, trying to find out what was on the other side, but she was stopped. Mr. Smithwick appeared out of nowhere. Alyson expected him to be furious. She expected him to punish her, either by firing her or punishing her in the bedroom. He did neither. Instead, he seemed almost melancholy. 


With Mr. Smithwick out, she could find that black door again. She could get it open somehow. He would never know if he was going to be gone for several days and then she could finally figure out what was beyond the door. Maybe it would hold a clue for her, help her figure out why he was so cold hearted most of the time.


A plan began to formulate in her mind. If she rushed through her chores this morning, she would be able to secure a few hours where she would be free around lunch time. She could make up and excuse with the other maids and tell them that she lost an earring. That would allow her to roam freely until she found the door again. How would she get in though? She didn’t know how to pick a lock like people in those spy movies.


Her planning was interrupted when she heard a honk outside. She rushed to the window and looked down. Pudwill was waiting for her, tapping his foot on the sidewalk impatiently.


She was late! Rushing to the elevator of her high rise apartment complex, she jabbed at the button to call the elevator car. 


“If Pudwill reports this to Mr. Smithwick,” she thought to herself, “I am going to have his balls put in a vise.”


Once she reached the bottom floor, she flew through the lobby, giving only a slight nod to the attendant as she pushed her way through the revolving door. Mr. Smithwick would not be happy with her if she got to work late today. Once he got back, it would mean her bottom would be bright red once he was done with her.


“Good Morning Alyson,” said Pudwill with a smirk as he got in the limo. “You have to have everyone around you take care of you eh?”


She didn’t respond to the butler. He was feeling smug this morning and Alyson had to just hold her tongue. If she said anything to him…he might retaliate and report her to Smithwick. The drive over to the Smithwick residence was fortunately brief. She got the impression that Pudwill was expecting some sort of excuse from her, but she had nothing to say to him. How could she admit that she was plotting on opening a room up that their boss had seemingly locked up and restricted from everyone?


Once the limousine came to a halt,  she nodded toward Pudwill in acknowledgment and rushed across the grounds to her post. She had a least ten minutes, but everyone knew to be at your position well before starting time.


Inside the foyer with its large chandeliers and marbled floors, she moved into the kitchen to make breakfast when she remembered Mr. Smithwick was not here.


“He is probably flying to California right now,” she thought as she looked at the clock on here phone. 


Alyson took the opportunity to start her work early, giving her a cursory once over. Things didn’t have to be perfect today since he wasn’t around to supervise. She needed the extra time to find the room with the black door again.


The morning for her moved like a blur. Each of her chores were completed in half the time she usually took, shifting from room to room, flitting back and forth with the speed of a hummingbird. None of the work would have been to his standards, but he wasn’t here so it would have to do today.


As lunch approached, Alyson looked at her clock and noted that she could take a full three hours for lunch and still get everything completed on time today. A pang of conscious went through her. What if she barged into his private room and didn’t like what she found? How would she react? Would she be able to hide what she had done the next time they met?


The questions floated around her mind for a few minutes before she tossed them aside. If she was going to be locked in a long-term relationship with this man, as both lover and employer, she wanted to know him completely. People with nothing to hide didn’t mind you looking over their shoulder.


With the plan set, there was only the obstacle of how she could get into the locked room. There had to be a key somewhere.


Alyson crept inside his office, looking down both ends of the hallway before entering. He left his office unlocked, trusting his employees to not rifle through his personal space. His desk was just how she remembered it from last night, both of them naked in his office, slightly drunk from wine that was too expensive for her to be drinking. 


Moving around his desk, she began to sort things in his drawers, organizing papers and lifting up large manila folders. She made sure everything was still in its place as she found it, but she came up empty after searching every drawer inside his desk. She thought for a moment. If she was going to hide a key, where would she put it?


She then remembered there was a collection of brightly colored volumes on the shelf that he seemed to go to quite a bit, tracing his fingers over the spines. Moving past his office desk, she scanned the rows of old books he had placed in here, looking for the collection of brightly colored volumes he seemed so fond of.


They were easy to find within just seconds, the bright contrast of colors making them stick out in comparison to the rest of the collection. Alyson pulled the first volume down, glancing at the cover as she pulled it open. The books were children’s stories, complete with illustrations. 
It was strange to find children’s books crammed in among the rest of these texts. Were they valuable perhaps? Alyson continued to leaf through the pages, when something fell out, clanging against the wooden book shelf.


A key lay on the floor, small and silver. Alyson picked it up and turned it over. There were no markings on it to indicate what it went to.


“Could this be it?” she thought. “Is this the key to the room?”


Something told her to stop now and not go through with it. Something was off here. This was something she wasn’t meant to be privy to. 


Curiosity, however, caught hold of her. The urge to know everything about the people in our life that we love. 


She set the bright volume back on the shelf, careful to not move anything else as she slipped the key in her pocket. If there was something in his past that was hurting him, she wanted to know what it was. She wanted to help him. Alyson wanted to be there for him emotionally and have him finally let her in.


Moving quickly through the halls, she looked for the black door, trying to find it yet again. The giant home was like a maze for her, row after row of halls that began to all blend together. Alyson found herself getting confused. 


“How does he get around in this stupid mansion he owns? Why would he make a house this big?”


After moving through countless halls all decorated in the same fashion, she finally reached the garden with its hanging vines and decorated trellises. She thought of Mr. Smithwick as soon as she saw the garden, his penetrating eyes, that hard body that spoke to hours of physical exercise each day. 


She turned away, more intent then ever to find out what he was hiding from her. Retracing her steps from the garden, she moved so quickly through the halls that she was almost running now. None of the maids were in this section of the home she noticed as she moved at a fast clip. Was the room nearby? Did everyone else just try to stay away from this part of the home?


Something out of the corner of her eye flashed black. She spun, stopping her full on sprint. There it was. The room with the black door. 


She approached slowly, almost as if she thought the door could harm her if she wasn’t careful enough. Alyson reached out and touched the black paint. It wasn’t fresh, but it wasn’t decades old either. Someone had painted it black pretty recently. Hands shaking, she reached for key, inserting it into the lock and twisting it to the right. There was a dull click and the door swung open without a creak.


Alyson put her hand over her mouth as she looked inside. A small four-post bed sat in the middle of the room covered in lace. A low dresser covered in stuffed animals was tucked away in the corner. Even a tiny night light was still plugged into the wall on the far side.


She didn’t dare walk inside, a sick feeling bubbling up in her stomach. He had lost a child and this was her room. Everything was left exactly like it was. This was why she had never seen any pictures of family in this home. He wanted to forget it all, lock it away to never be remembered.


Her actions began to sink in as she closed the door behind her. She realized that in her haste to learn why he was so closed off emotionally, she had invaded the most private parts of his soul. Nobody deserved to have everything laid bare like this. She had done a horrible thing, and she needed to hide it now.


Locking the door behind her, she tucked the key back into her uniform. She looked around and realized that she was ok. No one had seen her complete invasion of privacy. Slipping silently back through the myriads of halls and old paintings, she finally arrived back at his office. There were no workers in sight, so she was fine for now. Mr. Smithwick didn’t have to know what she had done.


Alyson quietly shut the office door behind her and moved toward the bookcase where she originally found the key. Something was different now however. There was a TV on in the corner of his office with the sound running quietly. Mr. Smithwick usually kept it on mute to check stock prices at the bottom while he worked. Was the TV on when she first entered the room?


“I would have seen it if the TV was running when I first came in here,” she thought to herself. “That means, somebody else has been in here.”


Who could it be? Who would have been so daring to presume they could come into his office without consequence? It then dawned on Alyson. Mr. Smithwick might be back already. He may have never boarded the plane at all.


She spun, looking at the door as it opened. Dread pushed down on her, fear twisting in her stomach like a snake. The door opened fully to reveal Mr. Smithwick looking very tired, clad in a black suit and tie. He had heavy bags under his eyes and his hair was tussled on top compared to his normally very polished appearance.


“Oh Alyson. I was looking all over you. I wasn’t able to make it to the Gala. Something came up last minute. Could you have this office cleaned immediately? I am having a meeting with clients in just a few hours and this area needs to be spotless when they arrive.”


“He is being so nice,” she thought sadly. “He probably would have opened up to me soon and I ruined everything.”


She stood there motionless, just looking at her boss, her lover, the man who had changed her in so many ways the past few months. Mr. Smithwick reached behind his neck and began to strip off his black tie, heading toward his desk with confident strides.


“Alyson, are you deaf? Get to it. I can’t have a mess in here. You know that!” The sharpness in his voice felt right to Alyson. She wanted him to insult her, to tell her that she was stupid. She began to move toward his office door in slow motion, her world reeling all around her. The sound of metal hitting the floor caused her to freeze in place like a statue. A small silver key was laying next to her foot, easily in view of Mr. Smithwick. In her hurry, she must have forgotten to secure it.


“What is that Alyson? What is that? Did you get that key from my office?”


She turned to face him, her hands at her sides and her head bowed.


“I’m sorry sir. I am so sorry. I didn’t know.”


“You…you didn’t. No one could be that stupid.”


He picked up the key and turned it over in his hand, the disbelief on his face coming to the fore. Mr. Smithwick slung the key against the wall, denting the wood finish. He was seething with anger, furious that someone would dare to go against his wishes, let alone his lover, somebody he was starting to trust.


“This is why it never works out Alyson. This is why I can never get close to anyone. Over and over again…”


“I didn’t know,” she started to say before he cut her off with a hand wave.


“Don’t tell me you didn’t know. Everybody knows. The Gala that I was attending was aimed at stopping drunk driving once and for all. You can’t tell me you didn’t know what happened to my little girl.”


Alyson looked at the TV that was still running. The headline read, “Millionaire tries to put an end to future tragedy”. 


“If you don’t want to be with me Alyson, just tell me. I am a grown man. I can handle that. Just don’t pretend you didn’t know what you were doing when you went through my things just so you could open a room I had closed for years now. You think I want to remember what happened? I try to forget!”


She tried to please with him, getting down on both knees in her uniform. The words coming out of her mouth were just empties apologizes to him as he looked down at her with scorn. He approached her, the contempt on his face not hidden at all. His raw emotion was bleeding through and causing him to shake with fury when he spoke to her.


“Stay on your knees Alyson. That is where a servant should be and where you will always be, on your knees.”


She sputtered several more apologizes, trying to get him to realize that she was sorry and she would never do it again. None of it mattered to him as he loomed over her, veins sticking out of his neck in unbridled anger.


Taking his black tie, he looped it around her head and used it as a blindfold on her. Her world immediately went dark, the thick fabric blinding her to the outside world. She could hear him taking off his thick leather belt now, the buckle coming undone. 


“You’ve done it now Alyson. You have done it now. What am I going to do with you? All I can do is just fuck you like the dumb slut you are.”


She didn’t respond to his insults, ashamed to speak back to him. His fingers moved between her lips, pushing into her mouth and grabbing at her tongue.


“Keep your mouth open or I will do it for you slut. You want to disrespect other people? I am going to disrespect you. This is all you are good for now. Just a mouth for me to fuck.”


Alyson whimpered, holding out her tongue to take in his heavy cock. She desperately wanted to please him in any way that she could. He could do whatever he wanted with her. It didn’t matter now. Maybe if she allowed him pleasure with her body, she could start to be forgiven for invading his life.


She felt his big cock pass through her lips, rolling over her pink tongue and tickling the back of her throat. Alyson gagged on his length, his thick shaft threatening to choke off her air supply. Mr. Smithwick didn’t show any mercy as he reached down with his hands and spread out her lips even wider, making a bigger opening for his cock to go through.


“That’s right slut. I am going to hold your mouth open for you since you can’t even do that right.”


Still holding her lips open, he began to spear his cock into her, stabbing his huge shaft into her mouth. Farther and farther he reached, his giant dick plunging down her throat and rubbing all along her squirming tongue. She heaved on the intrusion, her stomach moving up and down. Mr. Smithwick didn’t seem to notice or care as he jabbed his cock into her throat again, groaning with enjoyment.


“I found what you are good for Alyson. You good for a hot face fuck every now and then. Maybe I just leave the blindfold on and force you do all your chores with it on. Would you like that? I could make it so that you can’t leave this room until every inch is clean and I leave that tie around your pretty little face. I think that would be fair after this stunt you just pulled.”


He continued to threaten her, but Alyson couldn’t hear what he was saying as he clamped his heavy hands around her ears and held her head in place as he made love to her mouth. He started out with slow and steady strokes, his cock building momentum, until his passion overtook him and he was jamming his whole shaft down her gurgling throat.


Her throat muscles tried to stop the intrusion, tried to press on his cock to keep it out, but that only increased his pleasure even more. He panted in appreciation as sounds of choking and gagging came out of her mouth more and more. After fucking her face for seemed like ten minutes straight, he finally relented, taking his hands off the sides of her head.


“I like those sounds Alyson. I like to hear your struggling to take all of my length in that pretty throat I own now. I want to feel something else though. I want that pussy on you wrapped all around my big dick. I haven’t had that tight cunt in awhile.”


With that, he grabbed her by the throat and pulled her over to his desk. Alyson tried to follow with the blindfold on, stumbling over her own feet as he pulled her over to where he wanted her.


She felt a strong hand on her lower spine. He pushed down on her lower back, forcing her over his desk. The sound of metal clanging behind her made her jump. Alyson wished she had never looked in that room now. He was now fucking her out of anger instead of love, taking her roughly without even thinking about her needs. She couldn’t say a word back to him. She deserved this rough treatment.


A strong hand yanked up her maid uniform to reveal the fact her pussy was bare. She had stopped wearing underwear to work months ago at his request. His hands roamed over her pussy and ass, pinching at her round cheeks and slapping them a few times. The pain of his hand burned, his spankings much harder than they had ever been before.


“Do you know what I could do to you?” he whispered in her ear as his fingers found their way inside her honey hole. “I could make you just disappear if I wanted to. Do you think I haven’t done that before to people that crossed me? It is nothing for me to have somebody just vanish into thin air.”


Alyson didn’t respond as his fingers went deeper into her wet cunt. She was scared but he body continued to respond under his hands. She couldn’t turn off her strong attraction to him no matter what he said to her.


THACK!


His belt lashed out against her white bottom, branding it a bright red color.


THACK!


Another blow landed on the same cheek, increasing the pain she felt in her bottom. She squirmed, not wanting to feel the bite of his belt again, but there was nothing she could do. She was blindfolded in the office of a very powerful man. He was going to do what he wanted with her.


She waited for another strike, her whole body tense and on high alert. His hand gently came in contact with her buttocks and she flinched. He chuckled as he rubbed her sore backside.


“You know Alyson. I really don’t know why I am upset. I should expect this from someone so young. I give you orders. You disobey. This typical of a child.”


Pain exploded through her bottom as he belted her again, even harder than before. She wanted to cover her rear end and hide in the corner, but she knew that would result in even more punishment. Alyson just bit down hard on her lip and endured his rage. She wanted to please him more than anything right now, and if this was what he wanted from her, she was going to allow this.


“You ass is such a beautiful pink color now. I just wanted to make sure your ass matched your pussy. I know you women are always about matching colors right?”


Another hard blow landed against her white ass cheeks sending shock waves through her whole body. She gritted her teeth, refusing to cry out in pain. Smithwick traced his finger along her red ass, enjoying the heat coming off her skin now. He stroked her, rubbed her lower back, his voice turning gentle.


“Perhaps I have been too hard you. Or perhaps, I have not been hard enough.”


With that, he shoved his cock deep inside her, his thrust pressing her hard into the desk in front of her. He grabbed her hair like the reins of a horse, not allowing her to move as her fucked her tight box from behind. Each time he pressed forward, he made contact with her tight ass. 


SMACK
SMACK
SMACK


“The feeling of your pussy when you are scared is intoxicating. You tighten up so much around my cock girl. If I wasn’t such a nice individual, I would fuck you this way every night.”


He punctuated his last statement with a hard shot to her ass, his palm connecting cleanly with her already red bottom. She yelped, not expecting the blow. Mr. Smithwick just laughed at her discomfort as he stirred his rod around inside her tight, pink walls. Every time she would flinch, her pussy squeezed down hard on his cock. His loved the feeling and he wanted to feel is over and over.


Pulling back on her hair hard elicited another cry of pain from her trembling lips. Her tight walls closed up around his dick like a vise, holding him inside her.


“Yes Alyson. That is what I want to feel from my pussy. I own this pussy now and I want you squeeze my cock with that beautiful box. Do it! Squeeze down on my cock.”


“I don’t know how sir. I can’t!”


He yanked on her hair again, this time also pinching at her nipple with his free hand. She yelped, struggling to get away from him, trying to hide from him. Alyson was trapped, his cock pressed deep inside her, her eyes covered with his tie, she wasn’t going anywhere until he was done with her.


Mr. Smithwick continued to yank back on her head as he twisted her tit. He gasped in pleasure as her pussy massaged his thick cock. Each time he inflicted pain upon her, it intensified his pleasure. Looking down at her blazing red ass, he had a pang of conscious.  Her legs were trembling in fear, her delicate ankles quivering with uncertainty.


Smithwick sighed realizing he had been too rough with his play toy. He let her hair drop from his hand, petting her on the top of the head. Letting her nipple go, he moved his hand under her body, searching for her clit. He was surprised to find that her pussy was sopping wet.


“Do you like it when I am rough with my toy,” he said, bringing his fingers to his mouth to taste her nectar. He rubbed her clit again, more of her juice coating his hand, and shoved it into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. She licked her own juices off his fingers, slurping up the lubrication from her hot pussy.


“You are quite the nasty girl. I knew I liked you for a reason. You disappoint me, but everyone disappointments Alyson. You ended up like everyone else. Everybody else left me and you will as well.”


Alyson turned, tears welling up in her eyes.


“I am sorry for what I did Mr. Smitwick. I will never do it again. I won’t leave you. I won’t ever leave you. I know what it feels like when everyone around you doesn’t want anything to do with you.”


He grunted in satisfaction, humping her forward onto the desk. Alyson groaned in pleasure, happy that he finally let her nipple free from his vise like fingers. Smithwick rubbed at her swollen clit, massaging her with slow fingers at first, and then building speed. His thrusts inside of her also began to build momentum, pounding her pale ass with serious power that could only be generated by several hours in the gym each day.


Smithwick continued to play with her, bringing her closer and closer to her climax. He didn’t have to wait long. Her body was already primed for pleasure as his hand moved over her clit like a blur.


“I’m coming sir. I’m coming all over your big dick.”


Her pussy walls clamped down on his member, waves of pressure suddenly being released by her body. Smithwick grunted as her small body gripped his dick hard, compromising his willpower and forcing him to come into her clutching cunt.


“Oh Alyson. Here it comes. I’m coming inside you. I’m going to fill you up.”


Hot streams of jizz sizzled inside her wet pussy, mixing with her own fluids and spilling out of her hot hole. She moaned in pleasure, happy to finally bring her lover to his climax. He slowly removed his soaked cock from her honey hole, watching as his seed slowly dripped out of her stretched box. 


Cum stained the ground next to his desk, leaving dark splotches on the rug. Wiping his dick off on her beautiful hair, he began to pull his pants back on. Mr. Smithwick smiled as his young lover slowly got off the desk and removed her blindfold. He pointed to the semen that was steadily leaking out of her.


“You have a mess to clean up maid. Make sure you do a good job because I am making you pull a double shift tonight. Your chores were not done to my satisfaction. I think you got sloppy once you thought I was going to be gone.”


Alyson dutifully pulled her uniform back into place. She was moving slowly now, his cum inside her like a sedative that made her want to sleep. He grinned at her, enjoying the way her tight body looked in the maid outfit.


“Get to it Alyson. I want everything cleaned before I get back.”


With that, he left, his seed slipping down her leg as she looked down at the mess she had made on his rug.


Chapter 5


Alyson looked into Mr. Smithwick’s eyes. He was a hard man to work for but it was even more difficult being his lover. He tipped a bottle wine toward her, the label something she couldn’t pronounce, the price tag, something she could never afford.


Alyson tilted her fluted glass toward him and accepted the top off for her drink. She had always wondered how the other side lived and now she knew. She was able to experience it ever day, personal drivers, personal chefs, and even a personal massage therapist. It was a life that she never dreamed of.


There had been some rocky areas in their relationship however. She could still remember his face when she had invaded his personal privacy, opening a door in his mansion that he had left locked and closed for years.


That day that she wronged him so deeply was still stuck in her mind all these months later. He anger blazed against her when he found out, slapping her ass roughly with his belt and pulling her hair so hard she thought she would scream and bring every employee in the home running. Somehow, she endured it all, feeling broken inside because of the fact she had betrayed him.


Working in silence in his giant home, Alyson felt devastated, her constant pushing into his life backfiring. Even the other maids in the home seemed to be avoiding her, averting their eyes when she walked past.


As she dusted long stretches of wood paneling and furniture that dated back hundreds of years, she would sometimes catch glimpses of Mr. Smithwick watching her from a far. Each time she saw him, she would turn away quickly, concentrating on her work, hoping that he wouldn’t fire her.


She had built up quite the life for herself her in just a few short months. A new apartment, better clothes, and more confidence. Everything was in jeopardy now. With just the wave of his hand, he could have her gone, banished to the street outside, forced to take a cab back to an apartment that she could no longer pay for.


The feeling of hopelessness built up inside her like a dam holding back brackish water. She couldn’t plead with him. She couldn’t talk to him. Anything that he did with her now would be justified.


Her workday continued to stretch on, no one speaking a word to her. She knew that she would be let go as soon it came time to leave for the day. She had already accepted that fact. Already, plans for a new job were flowing through her mind. Perhaps the diner would have her back. Johnny always liked her and she didn’t have any gaps in her resume. 


While she was deep in thought, she accidentally bumped into one of the maids that was wheeling a cart of laundry through the oversized hallways. She apologized profusely, realizing that her last day her was being marred by her inability to keep her mind on her simple tasks. The maid just smiled and shook her head.


“Mr. Smithwick is very upset with you Alyson. I don’t know what you did, but you need to make it right.”


Alyson didn’t know how to respond. Could she admit what she had done? The maid would show her no pity if she explained she had broken into a room that had been shut up for years just to satisfy her own curiosity and need to be close to Mr. Smithwick.


“I did something very wrong,” said Alyson in a hushed voice. “I opened the room with the black door. I took the key from his office.”


The maid looked back horrified. “Why, why would you Alyson. Mr. Smithwick likes you? You could be fired, or worse!”


“I…I didn’t know what happened. I promise you. I had no idea of his history. I would never do something like that if I had known. It was stupid of me. I wish there was some way to make up for it, but I am sure he will fire me now. I can’t make things right between us, but I just hope he forgives me with time.”


The maid nodded sagely, pondering her words.


“Mr. Smithwick is a hard man to work for, but he is a good man. If you talk with him, he will know you are telling the truth.”


Alyson nodded graciously, grateful for even this small scrap of encouragement. She had felt so cut off and alone from the rest of the house. The maid moved on, attending to her countless duties, leaving Alyson alone. She wandered the halls for a few minutes, directionless. And then, he was there, in front of her.


“Alyson,” started Mr. Smithwick as he looked her up and down. “Can I assume everything will be done on time for five today?


“Yes sir,” she responded. “Everything will be done before I leave today.”


“Excellent. I would like you to join me today after you get off. I have a date scheduled for us at the top of the Grecian hotel. I hope you will be able to make it. It is hard for even myself pay people off to have that roof all to myself.


Alyson was confused. She had broken the bond of trust between them. She had expected to be fired minutes before five. Now, he was telling her that he wanted to take her on a date?
There was no way to question him further and she held her tongue save he changed his mind. Mr. Smithwick disappeared back into his office just as soon as he had appeared, closing the door behind him to show that he needed privacy.


Once her phone read five, she moved into the foyer to wait for him, still dressed in her maid uniform. The minutes ticked by, stretching in hours. Her feet began to sore waiting for him in the foyer of his mansion, wondering where he was. She sat down on the hard ground, looking at her phone to confirm that it already past seven. 


“Alyson, sorry to make you wait.”


He strode across the marble floor with pride, extending out his hand to her to pull her up off the ground.


“I promise you that I anticipated having everything done by five. This Gala I was to attend, it appears that it just completely soaked up all of my time today. I had to find someone to host last minute, book them a flight, set them up in a hotel. You wouldn’t believe how hard it is to not show up to your own party.”


Alyson laughed, accepting his outstretched hand. He pulled her along to a waiting limo with a driver she didn’t recognize as part of his staff. The neon lights of New York were just starting to twinkle on as the drive slowly slipped in and out of traffic to their destination.


Mr. Smithwick joked they should take the stairs as they waited for the elevator. Alyson just smiled and shook her head. 


“Why is he being so nice to me?” she wondered. “I thought today was the day I got my pink slip from him.”


Once the reached the roof, Alyson could see why it was so hard to secure a private time slot. Burning lights hung from a thin, black cord that bordered the roof, giving the whole area a pleasant glow as the sun descended below the line of buildings around them. For here, you view was breathtaking. The bustle of the streets below, the lights in each high rise blinking on and off. Alyson felt like she didn’t even deserve to be up here.


She reached down and massaged her heels. Her feet ached from a long day playing maid to Mr. Smithwick, stiff leather digging into the soft flesh of her feet. He noticed her discomfort and told her to take her shoes off if they were hurting her. She obeyed, still stinging from the hard spanks to her ass that he had given her. Picking up the shoes, he tossed them over the side of the building.


She gasped, thinking he had gone crazy.


“Mr. Smithwick, that is part of my work uniform.”


He laughed, his eyes flashing brilliantly. 


“You don’t deserve anything that causes you pain, including me. I was wrong to do what I did. You didn’t know what I was hiding in that locked room and frankly, I don’t think I should have hid the death of my daughter at all.”


She was surprised to hear him say that as she watched her work flats pitched out into the darkness to tumble down to the ground below. Mr. Smithwick took both of her hands in his, staring deep into her eyes like he always did when he wanted to tell her something important.


“Alyson, I never expected you to open up that part of my life. I thought it was closed forever. I was angry at first…very angry actually. However, you didn’t deserve my anger. I was frustrated with myself. Sometimes I wonder if her death made me the man I am today. I feels like I have to control everything and everyone around me so another tragedy doesn’t happen.”


That was the night he first began to open up to her, actually talk to her about his feelings and what he hoped for the future. Alyson hadn’t been ready for that standing on the roof of the skyscraper. She didn’t know what to say at first, she had nothing prepared in her mind.


Approaching him slowly in her bare feet, she began to massage his tense shoulders. His back was so tight from the long day that he put in working for his company. He relented, slowly backing away from the edge of the building, sitting on a delicately crafted iron chair as she worked his muscles.


As she pressed her small fingers into his muscled back, she finally spoke.


“I think you are a good man for wanting to make sure what happened to your daughter doesn’t happen to anyone else.”


He tensed when she mentioned his daughter, but then relaxed again after a moment, his shoulders starting smooth out. Alyson brushed her hand through his hair. For an older man, she was impressed he still had a full head of hair. Her hand drifted down to his cheek and his jaw line. Her finger moved along his jawline, the stubble rubbing roughly against the pad of her finger. 


“Alyson, I want everyone to know we are together.”


She paused, this revelation coming before she expected it.


“Are you sure? Won’t it cause some friction between the other employees and I? I am not sure it would be the best idea right now.”


He nodded, listening to her. “You’re probably right. I am new to this dating thing to be honest. After the car accident…my wife couldn’t handle it any longer. She left. No divorce or explanation. It tore me apart for a long time.”


Her mind started racing. He was finally opening up to her. What should say? What should she do? Alyson felt her pulse quickening as she continued to massage of his shoulders. With deft hands, she removed his suit jacket and dug her fingers deeper into his soft tissue. He groaned in appreciation causing her to remember their hot escapades in the bedroom.


“Alyson, don’t leave me ok? I…don’t think I could handle it.”


Alyson stopped massaging his back and leaned down to whisper in his ear, her hot breath running down his thick neck. “Jonathan, I don’t plan on leaving you. Play your cards right and you can keep me forever.”


He grinned, enjoying the massage, his hand coming up to engulf hers as she stroked his back.


“You always know exactly what to say to make me feel better Alyson. I really wanted to make that Gala today, but this is taking my mind off of it now.”


“Why did you have to turn around? I thought events like this are usually planned several months in advance.”


He laughed. “You wouldn’t believe me.”


“Try me,” she said with a playful pinch of his shoulder.


He turned to face her, his hands closing around her hands. “I got on that plane and I realized I forgot something.”


Alyson looked at him, puzzled and confused. “What did you forget Mr. Smithwick?” You know with all of your money, you could just purchase whatever you forgot wherever you landed.”


He stood up, his warm hands still cupping hers. 


“Alyson, as the plane began to taxi down the runway, I told the pilot to stop. I knew what I was doing was right, heading up the charity Gala, but something was missing. I looked to my left. No one. My right. No one. I was on that plane all alone.”


Alyson pulled back from him in surprise. “Mr. Smithwick, are you trying to say you realized you needed me?”


He nodded. “For the first time in a long time, I realized that I needed someone else in my life. It was hard to admit, but somehow, I convinced myself to come back. The pilot looked at me like I was mad. I told her to turn around immediately and he asked me why. Do you know what I told him?”


“What?” she asked, hanging on his every word. She held her breath, wondering what he would say next.


“I told him I was missing my maid and my lover. He never caught on that they were one and the same person.”


Alyson felt her stomach flip upside down when she heard these words. Not only did he miss her, he admitted it. Mr. Smithwick drew her in, pulling her close. His eyes seemed to penetrate right through her. Alyson didn’t know what to say, what to do. She had waited for so long to hear some sort of affirmation of their love from his lips.


That night on the roof, that was when it all changed for them. She went in thinking that she would never see him again, and went to sleep in his arms. Mr. Smithwick had let in once he realized he didn’t want to be without her.


Their relationship continued, he remained her boss and lover; she remained devoted to having him open up to her, to open up to the world. Each day he told her a bit more about his past while they languished in his bed at night. She stopped going to her apartment in the evenings, content to have him hold her at night, his warm crotch pressed into her butt as they both drifted off.


Alyson tried to keep everything private for as long as she could, but it was no use. The other girls she worked with quickly noticed that she no longer left the grounds at five. It didn’t take them long to figure out that their boss had fallen for the cute new employee.


Once the gossip began to spread, they had revealed their relationship to the public, attending a charity event together to raise funds for a mother that had been hospitalized by a drunk driver. The mother didn’t have insurance and medical bills were mounting.


Alyson had asked Mr. Smithwick why he didn’t just step in and pay her bill in full. It would be so simple for him to just come to the rescue and pay off all her debts to the hospital. He could consider it a tax write off and have a write up in the New York Times.


Mr. Smithwick just shook his head, waving off her suggestion. 


“Alyson,” he said calmly. “Those that have much in this world, if we try to use our money to just cure all the ills of the world, tomorrow there will be new problems. Do we then pay off those debts as well? Do we try and solve those issues by ourselves? No, we set the example. We set the example to others that don’t have as much that everyone should give something. When I am gone, people will remember my example and what I did, and hopefully they will be motivated to help as well. I think about the next hundred years after I am gone, not just the problems of tomorrow.”


She nodded, listening to his sage advice. He was a very smart man, which she discovered the longer that she knew him. Time moved on, each day better than the last. He continued to bring her to every charity event he could attend, leading people in the efforts to help the disadvantaged and disenfranchised. Her love for him grew each day she got another glimpse into who he really was, the face that few people could see beyond the stony exterior of the New York millionaire that was a cut throat business man. 


Now they were here, today, both of their wine glasses filled to the brim, slightly tipsy and smiling. It was his birthday and he told her that he had something special planned out for the both of them.


It was the first birthday they were going to share together and Alyson was anxious to see what he had set out for them. She looked around at the other patrons in the restaurant. None of them seemed to be paying attention. She moved her chair in closer to her lover and her boss.


Mr. Smithwick raised an eyebrow at her. “What do you think you are doing young lady?”


She didn’t answer, slowly running her manicured nails up his pant leg. Mr. Smithwick shifted uncomfortably in his seat as her hand reach his cock, giving him a little squeeze under the table. She wanted to give him a preview for what she had planned for his birthday.


His hand stopped her, pulling her hand away. Alyson frowned, wanting to play with him more while the lace tablecloth blocked the view of his crotch. He wagged his finger at her with a smile.


“That will come later Alyson. I already have my birthday present in mind.”


Alyson pulled back, surprised. “You planned out your own birthday surprise? I don’t think that is how things are done.”


They laughed, his eyes seeming to sparkle with his boyish grin.


“I do everything to my specifications. Why can’t I plan my own surprise?”


Alyson conceded, picking up her wine glass and taking another drink. They were both smiling and laughing a lot tonight, the alcohol slowly taking hold of them. Mr. Smithwick raised his hand to motion over the waiter. Within seconds, a young man dressed in a tuxedo was at his side.


“My regards to the chef,” said Mr. Smithwick as he got up from the table, offering his hand to Alyson. “I believe my car is still on file here. Give yourself a tip for hundred for the night. You did quite the job young man.”


The well-dressed waiter nodded, thanking Mr. Smithwick as he strode past the other diners toward the elevator. Alyson scurried behind him, trying to keep up with his long strides her short and form fitting black dress. She still had trouble keeping up with him in high heels, but she was learning how to walk in them with grace and poise and still manage to keep step when he was in a hurry.


The elevator opened up and they both stepped out into the foyer. Alyson looked outside and noticed the limo wasn’t waiting for them.


“Pudwill is late,” she said nonchalantly. “I think you should take it out of his pay.”


“You are beginning to sound like me Alyson. I thought I was the mean one in this relationship.”


Alyson laughed. “Sometimes I like it when you’re mean. That means your going to slap me around a bit and give me and good spanking.”


Mr. Smithwick reached down and grabbed her ass hard through her dress, pinching the bottom of her cheek. She squirmed, enjoying how it felt to be manhandled by her boyfriend.


“Mr. Pudwill will not becoming tonight Alyson. I reserved the roof of the hotel that you like so much again. The same roof where we had our first real talk together. Do you remember?”


“How could I forget,” she said, her mind flashing back to the hot sex they had on the roof once he had started to open up to her.


“I have quite the scenario planned out for us. I think you will be quite pleased. I know I will be pleased with my little maid tonight.”


Alyson grinned, anxiously awaiting what he would do with her tonight. They had slowly accumulated a collection of toys, clamps, and crops over the time they had finally gone public with their relationship. She was already getting wet just thinking about how he would play with her.


They both rushed through the streets, Mr. Smithwick taking her by the hand and guiding her through the throngs of people passing by on the street. Every half a block or so, he glanced back at her, a knowing grin stretched across his face.
  

Alyson smiled back, turned on by the fact that she was going to be biggest present for his birthday tonight. She winked at him, blowing him a little kiss. Mr. Smithwick always planned out a hot submissive scenario for her, and she knew tonight would be no exception. It seemed to take ages of battling crowds to finally reach the Grecian hotel. Mr. Smithwick pulled her inside, his whole body taut and ready for what was to come.


The elevator whisked them up and away, hurtling past floor after floor, sending both of them to roof above. The doors silently slid open to reveal the scene they would both be playing in. On a lone table in the center of the roof, sat a bottle of champagne in a bucket of ice with a red bow around it. Alyson looked around, trying to see if he had hid anything else up here for the debauchery that he had planned. It appeared that the table with the champagne was the only thing up here.


Striding across the roof with an air of power and authority, Mr. Smithwick picked up the bottle and thumbed the cork off with a loud pop, white suds overflowing the small opening in the top. Still with the same sense of pride, Mr. Smithwick strode over to her, taking her feminine jaw in his hand.


“Alyson do you remember the safe word we set up?”


“Yes sir.”


“What is it?”


She rolled her eyes, shifting her weight so that her right hip jutted forward. Smithwick liked to play games with her and it seemed like he was trying another one of his little tricks.


“It is the same safe word that we always use sir. Strawberry. It hasn’t changed and I have never had to use it.”


He nodded sternly, raising the bottle of Chardonnay up over her head, teasing her.


“What would you do if I dumped this bottle all over my submissive right now?”


“Sir, I would say it is quite cold tonight.”


He smirked, tipping the bottle over and dousing her in the sparkling wine. Her mouth came open in shock. The cold liquid splashing over her dress that had been flown in from Italy just weeks ago for this special occasion. The champagne streamed over her, soaking everything, her underwear, her bra, and her shoes.


Smithwick smirked at her, taking a swig directly from the bottle and wiping his face with the back of his hand.


“You look so much better cold and shivering dear.”


Alyson held herself, arms wrapping around her body, trying to stay warm. Everything was freezing now, from her head to her trembling feet. Frustrated with his stupid game, she kicked off her strappy shoes and yanked her expensive dress up over her head.


The dress was ruined now, she left it unfolded on the roof of the hotel, still clutching her body to try and stay warm. She suddenly realized what Mr. Smithwick was up to and removed her panties and bra as well so that she was completely naked now.


He nodded in appreciation of her body, looking her up and down. Smithwick began to remove his own clothes, first stripping off his coat and tie, then his dress shirt and finally his pleated pants. He kicked off his shoes and socks and extended his arms toward her, welcoming her into his embrace.


She went to him, letting his body heat warm her, feeling safe once again in his arms. Alyson nuzzled her face into his chest, taking in his musk, his smell. Tonight he smelled faintly of cedar and evergreen as the winds of the roof swirled around them. He pushed her away, offering her a drink from his body.


Alyson politely refused. She was still tipsy from the drinks they already had at the restaurant. He shrugged with a boyish confidence and removed the red bow from the bottle. Placing the bottle on the ground, he moved behind her, lacing the bow through her hair and then circling it around her eyes as a blindfold. She stood still, accepting the blindfold, restless to know what would happen next. With her dom, anything was possible.


“My dear, we have been together for quite some time now. I think we should do some trust games. If we expect for this relationship to last long term, we both need to trust each other implicitly. Do you agree?”


“Yes sir. Whatever you think is best.”


“That is the correct answer my little submissive. Take my hand, we are going for a stroll.”


“On top of this hotel?”


He didn’t answer her, tugging her toward the edge of the roof. Alyson let him lead her, her fingers feeling fidgety as he grasped her small hand. 


“What is he planning? Does he want me to walk on top of the roof barrier with this blindfold on?” 


“Sir, I will not walk on the top of the wall up here. I trust you, but I can’t do that for you. I hope you understand.”


“Alyson, Alyson. You are much too nervous. At least put up a façade of confidence. It doesn’t suit you to be so…distressed.”


She nodded, not feeling brave at all right now. Alyson felt secure blindfolded up here as long as he held here hand, but she wouldn’t do anything crazy or cock sure just to prove she was unafraid. Mr. Smithwick stroked his hand through her beautiful hair, helping her relax and slip into a more sanguine state.


He leaned in close to her now, she couldn’t see him, but she could sense his warmth radiating close to her neck.


“I don’t want to have you walking on the edge of the roof. That is where I am going to fuck you just like I fucked you on the edge of the kitchen table this morning.”


She felt her knees go weak at the thought of the heights, so vulnerable, so exposed. Alyson hesitated, pulling back on his hand as he marched toward the edge.


“I…I don’t know if I can do this.”


“Alyson,” he said stroking her cheek. “You can do anything that you want. I really believe that. I have seen you do incredible things.”


His words bolstered her confidence enough to push her toward the edge, ready to take the risk and conquer her fears. All of her confidence resting his hands now. As they walked, she felt her heartbeat speed up, her breathing coming much faster now. After so many sessions with her lover, she had never felt like this before. It was fear inducing, but thrilling at the same time.


Smithwick stopped her, pulling back on her hair just like the reins on a horse that he was training at his stables.


“Stop Alyson. Stop right there. You are very close now, but I don’t want you to touch the edge. I want you to bend over for me, lean over the barrier and feel the wind whipping through the canyons created by these monoliths. 


Alyson obeyed her master, leaning over, her stomach full of butterflies. She wasn’t scared of heights, but they thought that one misstep could send her plunging seventy stories had sparked an adrenaline rush through her whole body. Every sense in her body was on fire, fully alert, time slowing to a crawl.


Bent over fully at the waist, her buttocks twitched in anticipation. Usually in this position, Mr. Smithwick enjoyed to smack her ass. He wouldn’t dare to do that up here though. Or would he? How much did she really trust him? With the blindfold on, she had to take his word for everything.


“Spread yourself open for me Alyson. Spread those trim legs and spread your ass cheeks.”


She complied, still bent over at the waist, separating her legs and reaching back to pull her tight ass apart for his viewing pleasure. For some women, they would find this humiliating, displaying themselves in a servile fashion. Alyson was the opposite.


“Oh yes Alyson. Really dig deep and stretch that ass out. I want to see that cute asshole winking at me. Can you make that pink starfish wink at me dear?”


She flexed her asshole, the tight pucker contracting and moving inward, tensing her most private hole for him. This seemed to please him as she heard him spit on his hand and begin to jack his cock. The sounds of wet friction filled the open air, as she became more and more turned on by his craven lust for her.


Alyson heard liquid hit the ground and realized that she was so wet already that she was dripping hot nectar on to the concrete between her legs.


“There we go boot licker. Let you wanton desire for my cock take over your body. You like having someone tell you what to do, don't you? You are such a simple-minded slut. You can’t even wait for me to stick it in before you start dripping all over my roof.”


She whimpered, anxious to have him penetrate her. The wait wasn’t long as he grabbed her roughly by the arms that were already reaching backwards to spread herself open for him. Gripping her upper arms, he sank his full length into her, his cock sliding into her like butter.


Alyson groaned, nerve endings sparking with pleasure and fear at the same time. Being so close to the edge of the roof had every muscle in her body tense including her already tight pussy. Mr. Smitwick seemed to notice the difference as he sank his giant cock into her a second time, ripples spreading through her body like a tiny earthquake as he rammed himself into her.


“Alyson you are so tight right now. It feels amazing around my dick.”


He continued to talk dirty to her, telling her to tighten up her cunt on his big dick while he plundered her hole from behind. Alyson wanted to feel his hands on her nipples, but she didn’t dare tell him to loosen his grip on her right now. She had to feel that he had a tight hold on her while he pounded into her pussy over and over again.


She began to pant with pleasure, her tongue hanging out her mouth as strong winds whipped up all around them. The knowledge that they were fucking in public amplified the excitement even more, taking both of their bliss to the next level. It was so gratifying having a man take her roughly, fully in control of what she said and did. Her nether region burned hot, bubbling with lubrication from her own pussy as he plunged in over and over again. Sweat began to form in the cleavage between her breasts despite the cold temperatures and winds on the roof. At any point, Alyson felt like she might explode from the sexual tension.


“Is my pussy nice and tight for you tonight,” she panted as he continued to take her roughly from behind.


“I have never felt your body like this before Alyson. I am very pleased to say your pussy is treating my cock as it should. I doubt you could flex those tiny muscles anymore right now. “


She grunted in response, his wide shaft bottoming out in her as he yanked back on her arms to gain even more power with his thrusts into her tiny body. Mr. Smithwick was like an animal tonight, savagely pounding her tight hole with wild abandon. His passion had become untamed and his hips jackhammered her with brutal power. Brutish hands squeezed down so hard on her upper arms, she was afraid she would have bruises all over for several days.


All her thoughts of bruises were buried away as Smithwick began a series of wild strokes, his cock jutting so deep inside her, Alyson thought he might be smacking against her cervix. She quivered in pleasure, her body going limp, her thighs feeling like they were turning to liquid. Her dom was completely supporting her now, holding her tight, making sure she couldn’t fall.


So many feelings and emotions were running through Alyson all at once. Her body was reacting to the danger, tightening her pink pussy walls, while in her mind, she knew that she was safe. The combination was like a potent elixir that had her drunk with need. Her orgasm was close now, building up in her core, the sensual side of her mind taking over and pushing her down a path where there was no choice but to come all over her lover’s giant dick.


The approaching orgasm burned up inside her, heat radiating out of her body like a small sun. Every sense was taken to eleven. Smithwick’s breathing, hard and harsh, was so clear to her, it was like his lips were just inches from her ear. Her skin tingled with new sensations, goosebumps stretching up the length of her arms as the closeness of her release became more apparent.


She grunted like a wild animal, the fucking she was receiving reaching a head. Feelings of complete bliss soaked into her core as passed the point of no return and rocketed up to the zenith of her wild climax. Mr. Smithwick felt her pussy walls grip his tight, starting up his own earth shaking orgasm. He bucked and twisted, his long cock reaching parts of her pussy she had never felt touched before. Hot cum shot into her body like she pressed her pussy against one of the jets in a hot tub. She lost count of how many times he shot his seed into her, the blasts finally slowing down and becoming weaker after a full twenty seconds of filling up her hot box.


He slowly withdrew, his cock reluctant to depart, leaving a wet trail of cum in it’s wake. Alyson felt the hot fluid stream down her thighs, leaving proof of the conquest. She felt his hands massage the back of her head and then remove the blindfold. She expected to looking out over the chasm created by the skyscrapers of New York. Instead, she found herself looking at a very simple table with an empty bottle of champagne next to it.


“You, you never took me to the edge. It was…it was just a mental game.”


Smithwick laughed, running his hands through her flowing hair.


“I wouldn’t say I never brought you to the edge. Rather, I would say I pushed you over the edge. I can even bring you to the edge and over again if you would like.”


She laughed, grabbing at her chest.


“I don’t think my heart could handle it sir. Every nerve in my body feels like it is shaking right now. That was so intense that I think I might have forgotten the safe word a few times.”


Mr. Smithwick’s hand grabbed at her crotch, smearing his seed all over her thighs.


“You can handle a lot more than you know Alyson. A lot more.”


He walked over to a darkened corner of the roof and fetched a nondescript box that Alyson had missed when they first arrived on the roof. Smithwick brought it over to her, presenting it as a gift.


Curious, she pulled off the top and found a brand new dress complete with matching heels, both black and very elegant. 


“You really did plan for everything didn’t you sir.”


“Yes I did Alyson. Try it on. It should fit perfectly. I told them to use the same measurements from our last trip to Italy. You might be a little thinner now, so it may hang a little.”


She giggled, amazed at how her boyfriend seemed to be able to read her mind almost. She sifted through the contents of the box, pulling out the dress and slipping into it gracefully.


“I didn’t see any underwear in the box,” she said with some puzzlement.


“That was done on purpose. I like you better natural. Makes things more…interesting.”


“You are going to fuck me in the elevator on the way down aren’t you?”


“Well,” he started, a twinkle shimmering in his eye under the moonlight, “I wasn’t planning on it, but I am always adaptable.”


“You are anything but adaptable,” she said, giving his a playful push. “You don’t even like to shop at the grocery store I like.”


“What can I say? I like fine food. I can’t help it. I have been eating it for decades now.”


She grinned, glad to see him so happy that he was cracking jokes. He had a bad hand dealt out to him, but he was coming back from it. They would come back from it together.


“You know Alyson,” he said, slinging a strong arm around her waist. “If we are going to be fucking like this on such a regular basis, we might want to start talking about marriage. I’m not old fashioned, but I don’t want some other guy coming along and thinking you are available without a ring on that pretty finger.”


She curled her body into his broad chest, cuddling with him while they both swayed in the darkness together. He was talking about marriage now, and Alyson was blown away by the possibility. She never imagined someone of his stature would be interested in being with her forever.


“Jonathan, nothing would make me happier than declaring to the world I belong to you.”


He drew her in tighter, crushing her body into his, warmth passing between both of their bodies and keeping them protected from the winds that snaked through the rooftops. She felt safe now. She felt like she belonged. Alyson no longer felt like she was on the outside of love and looking in through fogged windows. They were together and that was all that mattered right now. She belonged to him and he belonged to her.


They cuddled and talked, the conversation passing long into the night, discussing their past, discussing their future, and even the future beyond both of their lives, the world they wanted their children to grow up in. Hours passed and the darkness around them began to fade. The sun tucked behind the tall buildings began to rise, signaling a new day and a new chapter in their love. 


The End 
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