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After Hours with the Silver Fox

Ever wanted to experience your own Billionaire Daddy BDSM Fantasy?

Ever wondered what it would be like losing your virginity in a hardcore gangbang?

Want to know what it feels like to be used and humiliated by bullies?

Ever wanted to let your doctor have his way with you?

Want to feel dominated by a sugar daddy?

Ever had a crush on a teacher?

Want to feel what it’s like being a biker gangs mistress?
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A Steamy Age-Gap Billionaire Boss Romance

Elena Vargas had worked at Vanguard Capital for three years as an executive assistant, and she knew the rhythm of the office better than anyone. The sleek glass towers of downtown Chicago framed the conference rooms where billion-dollar deals were sealed, and Elena kept everything running smoothly for her boss, Marcus Hale. At fifty-two, Marcus carried himself with quiet authority. His silver hair was always neatly trimmed, his tailored suits fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and his calm blue eyes missed nothing. He treated every employee with respect, and Elena had grown to admire more than just his business acumen.

One late Thursday evening the office was nearly empty. Elena stayed behind to finish a merger presentation that needed Marcus’s final approval before the Friday morning meeting. She knocked softly on his open door. Marcus looked up from his desk, his tie loosened just enough to reveal the strong line of his throat.

“Elena, come in. I was hoping you’d bring those slides by.” His voice was low and steady, the kind that made people listen.

She stepped inside, laptop in hand, and set it on the polished mahogany desk. The city lights glittered beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. Marcus stood and walked around to stand beside her as she opened the file. Their shoulders brushed. Neither moved away.

“These numbers look solid,” he said, scrolling through the slides. “You’ve caught every detail.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hale.”

“Marcus,” he corrected gently. “We’ve worked together long enough.”

She smiled, feeling warmth spread through her chest. Over the past year their professional relationship had deepened into easy conversation during late nights and shared coffee runs. Elena had noticed the way Marcus’s gaze lingered a second longer than necessary, and she had caught herself doing the same.

They reviewed the presentation together, making small adjustments. When they finished, Marcus closed the laptop and turned to her. “You’ve gone above and beyond again. I appreciate it.”

“It’s my job,” she replied, though her pulse quickened.

He studied her for a moment. “It’s more than that. You make this place run. And... I enjoy having you here.”

The air between them shifted. Elena felt the pull she had been trying to ignore. Marcus reached out slowly, giving her every chance to step back, and brushed a strand of dark hair from her cheek. His fingertips were warm.

“Elena,” he said quietly, “I’ve been thinking about this for months. If I’m reading things wrong, tell me now.”

She met his eyes. “You’re not reading anything wrong.”

Marcus leaned in and kissed her. It was gentle at first, a question. Elena answered by parting her lips and sliding her hands up his chest. The kiss deepened. His tongue met hers in a slow, exploring dance. She tasted the faint trace of the scotch he sometimes sipped after hours. His hands settled at her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies pressed together.

He broke the kiss only to murmur against her mouth, “We can stop whenever you want.”

“I don’t want to stop,” she whispered back.

Marcus guided her to the leather couch against the far wall. They sat facing each other, knees touching. He unbuttoned her blouse with deliberate care, revealing the black lace bra beneath. Elena shrugged out of the shirt and reached for his tie, loosening it completely. She unfastened the top buttons of his dress shirt, exposing the silver hair dusting his chest.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, voice rougher now. His palms cupped her breasts through the lace, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened. Elena arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her.

She tugged his shirt free from his trousers and pushed it off his shoulders. Marcus helped, then pulled her onto his lap so she straddled him. The hard length of his cock pressed against her through their remaining clothes. Elena rocked her hips once, testing, and felt him throb in response.

Marcus unhooked her bra and let it fall. He lowered his head and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently while his hand kneaded the other breast. Elena threaded her fingers through his silver hair, holding him close. Heat pooled between her legs. She could feel her panties growing damp.

He switched to the other nipple, licking and sucking until both peaks were stiff and sensitive. Elena reached between them and palmed his cock through his pants. Marcus groaned against her skin. She unzipped him, freed his thick shaft, and wrapped her fingers around it. He was hot and hard, the head already glistening with a bead of precum. She stroked him slowly from base to tip, savoring the weight and heat.

Marcus lifted his hips to help her remove his trousers and boxers. Elena stood long enough to shimmy out of her skirt and panties. Naked now, she climbed back onto his lap. His cock slid along her wet folds as she settled. They both gasped at the contact.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, hands steady on her hips.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I want you.”

Elena rose on her knees and positioned him at her entrance. She sank down inch by inch, taking his cock deep inside her pussy. The stretch was perfect. Marcus filled her completely, and she paused when he was fully seated, adjusting to the sensation. His hands gripped her waist, thumbs stroking soothing circles.

She began to move, rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Marcus met each downward stroke with an upward thrust. Their bodies found a natural pace. The wet sound of her pussy sliding over his cock filled the quiet office. Elena leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shoulders, and rode him with increasing urgency.

Marcus slid one hand between them and found her clit with his thumb. He rubbed slow circles that matched the motion of her hips. Pleasure built fast. Elena’s breathing grew ragged. She clenched around him, inner walls fluttering.

“Come for me, Elena,” he murmured. “Let me feel you.”

She cried out softly as the orgasm hit, her pussy pulsing around his cock. Marcus held her through it, still thrusting gently. When the waves subsided, he lifted her off him and laid her back on the wide couch. He knelt between her spread thighs and entered her again in one smooth stroke.

This time he set the pace, fucking her with long, deep thrusts. Elena wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. She could feel every inch of him sliding in and out. Marcus lowered his head and kissed her neck, then captured her mouth again. Their tongues tangled while their bodies moved together.

Elena reached down and cupped his balls, feeling them tighten. Marcus groaned. His thrusts grew faster, more focused. She met him stroke for stroke, chasing another peak.

“I’m close,” he warned.

“Inside me,” she said. “I want to feel you come.”

Marcus buried himself to the hilt and came with a low, guttural sound. Hot jets of cum flooded her pussy. Elena clenched around him, milking every drop. They stayed locked together, breathing hard, until Marcus carefully withdrew and lay beside her. He pulled her into his arms, pressing a kiss to her temple.

They lay quietly for several minutes, skin cooling. Marcus stroked her back in lazy patterns. “I’ve wanted that for a long time,” he admitted.

“Me too,” Elena whispered. “I was afraid it would complicate work.”

“We’ll figure it out,” he said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Over the next weeks their relationship blossomed both inside and outside the office. They kept things professional during the day, but after hours they stole moments in his office, in the empty conference room, or at his penthouse overlooking Lake Michigan. Each encounter was tender and passionate, always with clear consent and mutual desire.

One Friday night Marcus invited Elena to his apartment for dinner. He cooked grilled salmon and asparagus, pouring her a glass of crisp white wine. They ate on the balcony as the sun set. Afterward they moved to the living room. Marcus pulled her onto the large sectional sofa and kissed her deeply.

Clothes came off piece by piece. Elena knelt between his knees and took his cock into her mouth. She licked the underside from base to head, then sucked the tip, tasting the salty precum. Marcus’s hand rested lightly on her hair, not pushing, just guiding. She took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks, working him with her hand and mouth until his thighs tensed.

Marcus pulled her up and laid her on the couch. He spread her legs and licked her pussy with long, slow strokes of his tongue. He circled her clit, then dipped inside her, tasting her arousal. Elena’s hips lifted off the cushions. She came with a sharp cry, thighs trembling around his head.

He rose over her and slid his cock back inside her still-quivering pussy. They fucked slowly this time, savoring every sensation. Marcus rolled his hips, grinding against her clit with each thrust. Elena wrapped her arms around his back, nails lightly scratching. They came together, her inner muscles squeezing him as he pulsed deep inside her.

In the months that followed, their bond strengthened. Marcus supported Elena’s career goals, giving her opportunities to lead projects. She helped him navigate the emotional side of high-stakes negotiations, reminding him to take breaks and enjoy life outside the office. Their physical relationship remained passionate and respectful. They explored each other’s bodies with curiosity and care—Elena riding him in the shower, Marcus taking her from behind while she braced against the kitchen counter, both of them discovering what made the other gasp and moan.

One evening after a successful deal closing, they celebrated in his office again. Marcus bent Elena over his desk, lifted her skirt, and entered her from behind. His hands gripped her hips as he thrust steadily. Elena reached between her legs to rub her clit. The angle let him hit the spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes. She came hard, pussy clenching around his cock. Marcus followed soon after, filling her with his release.

Afterward they cleaned up and sat on the couch, talking about the future. Marcus mentioned wanting to take her on a trip to his private villa in Tuscany once the next quarter wrapped. Elena smiled at the thought
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