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My boyfriend’s car heads away from the beach leaving me and his boss, the billionaire Mr. Drake, alone. My boyfriend, Paul, has left me alone again so he can rush back to the office on some urgent business matter. But why hasn’t his boss, Mr. Drake had to rush back to work, too? They work at the same place, don’t they? Perhaps it’s because Paul isn’t the boss and had to return to work while Mr. Drake stays at the beach, relaxing in the hot sun. But Paul has always been the same ever since I started dating him just over three months ago. He always seems to be wrapped-up in work and not me. Maybe it’s because his desperate to impress his new boss. But why? Mr. Drake and Paul are meant to be friend’s – their families have some kind of connection that goes back years, although I’m not sure quite what. 

But there is a suspicious part of me that fears he’s still got feelings for his ex-girlfriend. I know that they still text each other but when I ask Paul about it, he just shrugs me off and says that they are still friends—and that’s all. I have nothing to worry about, apparently. But I’m not so sure. I know we’ve only been dating for three months, but Paul is still yet to go any further with me than some heavy kissing. Just when we’re about to take things further, Mr. Drake is ringing and he’s heading for the door and back to the office. I wish I had more confidence in myself, but Paul is my first boyfriend and at the age of nineteen I’m still a virgin. And it looks like if I stay with Paul, I might always be one. 

I tell myself that because Paul is six years older than me and with lots more experience that perhaps he doesn’t feel the urge to rush things like I do. But it seems that over the last few weeks I’ve spent more time with his boss than I have with him. On more times than I can care to remember, Paul has left it to his Mr. Drake to give me a lift home at the end of the night—to come and collect me from some bar because Paul has had to head back to work at all hours of the day and night. Again, when I ask him what can be so important that he has to rush off at such odd times, Paul tells me that he’s the personal finance manager for Mr. Drake’s large corporate company which has offices all over the world, so while we’re sleeping, they’re up and working and he has to be, too.

Over the last few months, I’ve got to know Mr. Drake almost better than I have my own boyfriend. Mr. Drake always seems happy to come and pick me up because Paul has abandoned me in some bar. Don’t get me wrong, being picked up in a flashy sports car that’s driven by an incredibly handsome and ridiculously rich older guy, certainly has its upsides. And despite Mr. Drake being more than twice my age, I find it easier to talk to him than I do my own boyfriend. He’s good company and seems interested in what I have to say—he seems interested in me—which is more than I can say for Paul.

So as Paul runs out on me again, there is a part of me that couldn’t be happier that I’ve been left in his boss’s company once more. This was meant to be a day out for the three of us at the beach house that Mr. Drake owns just a short walk away along the beach. In fact, it was Mr. Drake’s idea that the three of us spend some time together—have a few beers—kick back and relax. But just like clockwork, Paul has dropped everything to head back into work. But by the time Paul’s car has disappeared back in the direction of town, I turn to find that Mr. Drake is heading away too, back along the shoreline and in the direction of his beach house. Without my own means of getting home, and wearing only my bikini, I have little choice but to follow Mr. Drake back to his beach house where once more he will more than likely give me a ride home.

Mr. Drake reaches the beach house before me and from a distance, I watch him head up the front steps and disappear inside, leaving the front door open for me. I think it a little strange that my boyfriend’s boss didn’t hang back and wait for me to catch-up with him so we could chat like we always do.

By the time I reach the beach house it’s dusk and night is drawing in. I head up the front steps and into the beach house, closing the door behind me. I can’t see any sign of Mr. Drake. But as I stand alone, I can hear splashing noises coming from the bathroom. Guessing that Mr. Drake has decided to take a shower to wash off the sand before he gives me a ride home, I stay where I am. But after waiting quietly for several minutes or more and the continuous sound of running water, I take a deep breath and head from the living room and in the direction of the bathroom. As I draw close, I’m surprised to find the bathroom door ajar. I stop dead in my tracks and wonder if I should return to the living room and wait for my boyfriend’s boss to finish his shower. But as I decide what I should do, I peer through the crack in the door to see that Mr. Drake is taking a shower with the cubical door open. I get a fleeting glimpse of his naked body—his tanned and muscular frame glistening beneath the running water.  

With my heart trapped in the back of my throat, I take a step backwards and look away. But as my heart begins to race, I can’t stop my eyes drifting back in the direction of the gap in the doorway. With my heart thumping like a jackhammer, I dare to steal a peek through the gap. A muffled gasp escapes my throat and I clamp one hand over my mouth as I get a full and unobstructed view of my boyfriend’s boss standing naked and washing himself in the shower.

I know I should look away and head back to the living room as it’s not right to spy on my boyfriend’s boss like this, but I just can’t tear my eyes away. Holding my breath so as not to make a noise, I ease the bathroom door open just a little more and press my eye to the crack. As I secretly spy on Mr. Drake, I can’t help but notice that it’s not only my heart that is now thumping but my pussy, too.

Chewing my bottom lip and trying to be as quiet as I can, I peer through the gap at my boyfriend’s boss as he lathers his toned and muscular body with soap. My pussy begins to grow wet, and my nipples stiffen as I watch this older guy with growing forbidden excitement. His back is facing me, and I can’t stop my pussy throbbing as I watch the soap suds slide over his broad shoulders, down his back and over his firm, tight butt. I almost let out a gasp of shock and amazement as Mr. Drake suddenly turns around. For a guy in his late forties, his chest and stomach are sculptured with muscle. The hair covering his chest and stomach is flecked with gray just like his hair and the salt and pepper scruff covering his square jawline. Even though his blue eyes are open, my boyfriend’s boss doesn’t seem to know that I’m spying on him through the crack in the door, so I stay rooted to the spot and secretly watch him. As I do so, I watch his hands rub soap into his broad chest and perfectly formed abs. He then moves his hand over that sexy ‘V’ that leads down to his cock.

So instead of slipping away back to the living room like I know I should, I stay with my eye pressed to the gap in the door and watch my boyfriend’s boss take hold of his enormous cock in one large, soapy hand. He then begins to slide his hand up and down the length of his dick like he’s slowly
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