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Petra gazed at her freshly manicured nails. Dawson would be by in a few minutes to pick her up for their date. They had been dating a little over seven months. She smiled fondly as she remembered their first few dates. She worked at the Taylor's House of Coffee as the grill master. Petra was a businessman who came in for breakfast and the occasional lunch during his busy hours. His office was just up the road and around the corner, so the House of Coffee was a Convenient place to stop.

She giggled as she remembered him bringing a young lady by as a lunch date. Samantha Crowley chose the grilled chicken salad for lunch, and as the chef, Petra had to present it to her. They were short staffed that day so, of course, Petra was pulling double duty. 

Dawson couldn't take his eyes off Petra as she waited on his table that day. He had seen her before at the grill. But seeing her up close and personal, he had a definite interest. It wasn't but a mere three days later when he came back to the House of Coffee and requested Petra as his server. She had to cook his meal and serve him.

"What time's your break?" he asked her politely.

"Seriously? You were here just three days ago on a date with another young lady," Petra said.

"Sam? She's history. We weren't really dating. I got very distracted when the cook came out to deliver her plate. So, yeah, I am sorry. I'm sure you're used to this, though," Dawson said. He was good, sly with his words.

And that's how it began. Petra, though initially repulsed that a man would be on a date with one only to lose interest in her and fall for another. But, as he so eloquently pointed out, he and Samantha weren't really dating.

"Three-thirty," she said to Dawson that day. His brow furrowed. "I'm off at three-thirty."

By the time she walked out the back door of Taylor's House of Coffee that day, Dawson was standing in the alley between her and her car, holding a bouquet of colorful flowers he picked up at the market. It was a very sweet gesture and she couldn't help but smile.

Her doorbell rang, and she yelled towards it. "It's open." 

Dawson walked in with his eyes scanning the room looking for her. She bounded out, swaying her hips, and smiling as she shoved the bracelets over her hands. Nothing like adding the last-minute finishing touches while rushing around.

"There you are," he said as he scooped her up into his arms and swung around. She trembled just a touch when he sat her down. A fear trickled down her neck at the thought of what he may want to do with her later, after their date. She was thankful for the invitation to attend a business gala. It meant being out in public, sipping cocktails, and rubbing shoulders with others all in the name of networking. She liked that part of dating the man. She was a social butterfly in the making. Dawson would make sure she had her fill of social events to attend.

The evening moved right along with Dawson charming everyone he needed to woo. Petra played the important significant other, her arm laced through his while he told jokes and talked shop.

"Pardon me, a girl needs to powder her nose," Petra said as she pivoted to find the bathroom. They were at a mansion of a business associate. She walked around the corner to a marble tiled floor hallway that curved around. Someone pointed in this general direction to a bathroom, somewhere. After entering through another door, and then another and finding the bathroom there, occupied, she kept searching and finally found a guest bedroom complete with a bathroom. 

After using the facility, the tap on the door startled her. "Occupied," she called as she ran the water washing her hands.

The chuckle on the other side of the door caused her to giggle. After thrusting open the door, Dawson forced his way in and shut the door behind him. "What are you... " Petra said but Dawson was on her. His lips locked with hers, his tongue exploring her mouth. She opened her mouth and received him as he picked her up and scooped her into his arms.

Before she could protest, he cleared off a spot on the bathroom counter and set her down. His hand slid up under her dress and his fingers found she wore no panties. "Oh, you are a good girl," he breathed as his fingers slid through her slit. She widened her legs, giving her boyfriend what he wanted, what he demanded. At least he'd find his satisfaction here and perhaps would leave her alone later.

He made requests of her often. At first, she didn't give into him too quickly, and then if she didn't, he'd pout and react begrudgingly to her. She learned, in the beginning, to give in to his whims. He stayed happier with her and less... mean. He tended to be very mean if he didn't get his way. It was almost more than she bargained for with the man. His weird tendencies spread throughout their relationship but especially showed up in their bed. 

Dawson pulled his hard cock out of his pants after loosening the belt and undoing the button and zipper. Petra dutifully wrapped her legs around his waist as he pressed through the soft folds between her legs. He pumped into her as he groaned, wanting to come. It wasn't enough though. He wouldn't just get off and leave it at that. She had to come too, while he was in her. If she didn't, he'd pout and throw a silent fit with her. She understood that part of what sent him over the edge was her coming while he was in her. She closed her eyes and gave it her mental all to make it happen in order to keep the peace.

Dawson growled as he pumped into her. Someone knocked on the door. "Occupied," Petra called. Whoever it was, walked away. She leaned forward and looked down. Watching his cock going in and out of her pussy helped her. As she leaned in, his cock sawed against her clit, sparking pleasure in her pelvis.

"Come on, dammit," Dawson growled. He reached around and grabbed her ass and squeezed it. "Next time I'm fucking your ass with the door unlocked." The words shocked Petra. For one, she didn't want an audience, for another, Dawson's demands were becoming more and more daring and risqué.

"Uh, fuck," Petra said as she ground her pussy into Dawson's slamming thrusts. Her body seized as she fell into the throes of the orgasm. At that moment, she didn't care if anyone was listening outside the door or what Dawson may want to do next. She clawed at his arms as the waves of pleasure pulsed through her body. He finally joined her as he lurched forward and slammed into her harder and faster. She panted heavily as her body quaked along with his until he finally slowed his moves and stopped.

Afterward, she stumbled to her feet and cleaned up. Not wearing panties meant she had to take extra care in making sure the mess was gone. As she wiped the mess Dawson left between her legs, he smacked her on her bare ass.
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