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I’m sure when my college best friend asked me to take care of his daughter in the big city me getting balls deep in her virgin pussy is not what he had in mind. It wasn’t what I had in mind either, and yet here we are.

Let me back up a little. My name is Jack Davis and I’m one of the best chefs in New York City according to numerous food magazines that I totally agree with. I’ve earned my bragging rights. I started at fourteen washing dishes which paid for culinary school in Switzerland and France, and now I own three restaurants in the city. I spent most of my time at the newest, a bistro in Midtown. So when Will called and said his daughter had moved from Virginia to New York for college, of course, I agreed to give Billie a job.

From the first day, I saw that she was a hard worker and was popular with the customers, especially the male ones, which wasn’t a surprise. Billie was stunning; dark hair, big blue eyes, full lips and hips, and a tiny waist. I was shocked when I first saw her and of course, my cock took notice. I figured she’d quickly find someone closer to eighteen not closer to forty, though as I said, here I am balls deep.

The bistro was busy, especially on the weekends and we always finished work well after midnight. I didn’t want Billie to take public transportation so late so I offered to drive her home. Over a month of driving with nothing else to do except talk, I found out that she was intelligent and witty and laughed at all my jokes. The attraction between us was palpable though I couldn’t see myself going there, until the night that I did. 

“Did you get a chance to eat?” I asked Billie after everyone had left after a particularly exhausting shift.

Billie pushed sweaty strands of hair away from her pretty face. “No, it was just too busy.”

“That happens a lot on the weekends. Let’s go into the kitchen and I’ll fix you something. Your old man would kill me if he thought I was starving you.”

She followed me to the kitchen. “I don’t tell Daddy everything.” She sat at a dinette set where the staff usually ate and crossed her legs.

I noticed how long and shapely they were. I could imagine them wrapped around me as I plowed into her tight pussy. I turned and opened the fridge. “Do you like duck?”

“I like everything.”

I turned from the fridge. “You’re flirting with me.”

“I am flirting with you, I’ve been flirting with you for over a month and you’re playing hard to get.”

I was still shocked at her confidence and the way she said whatever was on her mind. I wondered if she would’ve acted this way if her dad wasn’t my good friend.

I turned back and took the duck out along with mustard, mayo, and pickles. I found a half loaf of leftover bread from lunch and carried everything to the counter. “Wouldn’t you prefer someone closer to your own age?”

She jumped up and walked over to me and started slicing thick chunks of bread while I cut thin slices of the braised duck I’d made for dinner. I grabbed a frying pan from the overhead rack and plopped in a wad of duck fat to warm the meat.

“I want a man with some scars.”

My hand stilled over the duck and I stared at her. “You want a divorcee with trust issues and a refusal to grow up? That’s what my ex-wife called me and what everyone else will call me if I get involved with you.”

“Aren’t you tired of people telling you how you should live your own damn life? When do we get too old for that shit?”

I picked up a slice of bread and loaded it with mayo and mustard. “You may have a point there.” I placed the bread on a plate and piled on the duck, pickles, and then the other slice of bread Billie had ready.

“Take your sandwich to the table.” I handed her the plate and nudged her in the direction of the table, though she immediately stepped back into my personal space.

“Do I make you nervous, Mr. Davis?” 

She rested the plate down and placed her back against the counter so that she was facing me. Her breasts were mere inches from my chest and I wanted to touch them so badly. I kept my hands busy making my sandwich. 

“I’ll just stay here until you finish making yours. I love watching you work. I’ve been watching the beautifully controlled chaos as you run your business and everyone around you and it makes me wet. I’m sure you’re not afraid of little old me.”

“I’m afraid of what your father would do to me if I touched you.”

“Daddy did say you were to take care of me, right?”

I swallowed. “What you want is not what he had in mind.”

She moved closer. “Then we won’t tell him about it,” she whispered.

My dick went from semi to rock-hard in an instant. I’d been sporting a hard-on ever since Billie had walked into my life. I liked her far more than I should. Every night when I’d taken her home I’d gotten to know her a little better. Her musical knowledge was amazing and she had a voice to match. She’d already convinced me to let her move from waitress to singer on the weekends. I’d toyed with the idea of having a band on the weekends because I loved music as much as I loved food. Cooking had been a more stable career but I could’ve just as easily ended up on stage. Everyone wants to be a rock star right? I couldn’t be a music teacher like Billie wanted to be. It was a shame because she had a voice the world needed to hear, however, I knew sometimes you had to take the safer path.

The safe path for me right then was to feed Billie and take her home. Then I’d go to my lonely apartment and knock one out so I could face her the next day. That’s what I’d been doing all month and my resistance was running low.

“You can’t handle me, little girl. So let’s eat and then get out of here. There’s a storm heading our way.” I moved away from her and Billie decided to behave herself while we ate, though she did take my hand as we walked to my car. I didn’t pull away and that was a mistake. I told myself I could handle it, though I knew I was in trouble when she started caressing my thigh.

“You need to stop that if you want me to keep my mind on driving,” I told her.

“Come on, let’s live a little.”

I remove her hand from my thigh and place it in her lap. “Let’s focus on the living part.”

She looked so darn cute pouting and showing her age that I had to smile which broke some of the tension. She turned the radio on and we sang along all the way to her apartment. I had seriously underestimated the power of a rainy night, good music, and a beautiful girl locked in my car. By the time we got to her apartment, I knew I was in serious trouble and too weak to do anything to get myself out of it. The yes was out of my mouth before Billie finished inviting me upstairs.

I got out, took off my jacket like a love-struck teenager, and ran around to her side. I threw the jacket over her head when she stepped out, locked my car, and then took her hand. We dashed up the two flights of stairs to her apartment and I laughed and cursed while she struggled to get her key in the lock. By the time we got inside, I was soaked. I stood by the door and removed my shoes while Billie turned on the lights.

“Go to the bathroom and I’ll get some towels.”

I walked to her tiny bathroom and took off my wet clothes. My cock popped straight up and I knew that it wouldn’t go down until it had released its load. Billie entered the bathroom without knocking, and I could tell by the look on her face that she’d wanted to catch me naked. She stood there gripping a big white towel and stared at my cock. She looked at me with eyes
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