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 The Cafe

„Here is your coffee, Sir!”

I put the cup in front of a perfect man in a
tight business suit and smile. My body instinctively turns to
present my sexy ass in the most attractive way and I move a little
bit slower just to prolong my presence in the dominant aura of this
Man. And that’s a Man with a capital “M”.

He smiles at me and I feel butterflies in my
chest and… the fire of lust in my pussy.

“J-, just let me know if you need anything
else.”

He nods as he pierces, penetrates, impales me
with his eyes and I return back to the counter. Five minutes later
I finish taking orders from other customers and glance in his
direction only to see his table empty. I walk to the table to clean
it and see a hundred dollar bill sticking from under the half-empty
cup.

 




The Apartment

My fingers break the supersonic barrier as
they stroke my engorged clit.

I am in a hurry.

“JENNIFER!”

My mommy’s voice from the living room makes
me go faster and I am pretty sure that there a couple of laws of
physics being broken right now, as my hand moves so fast that it
looks like a blurry cloud of pleasure. Masturbating five minutes
before we have to leave the house probably wasn’t the smartest of
ideas, but what am I to do if I am young and horny and haven’t been
properly fucked for, like, ever? I am not even going for a proper
orgasm at this point, but I can’t just leave my tight kitty hungry,
right?

The underwhelming surge of pleasure comes so
suddenly that I have no chance to savor the sensation. My body
tenses and relaxes a couple of times as the small explosion of
tingling warmth briefly washes over my lower body and then I am
normal again. The itch is gone and I finally can go and meet my
mommy’s new boyfriend.

I pull up my skirt (and no, I don’t wear
panties) and exit my room. My mom tries to give me a scornful look,
but in truth, she is just too excited to be angry with me right
now.

“The amount of time you spent preparing, I
expected you to look better!”

“Thanks, mom. But meeting another deadbeat
boyfriend of yours is no special occasion. Besides, if we look too
good he may start feeling like a loser.”

“Stop spouting nonsense and get a move on, we
are late already!”

She is still smiling, and I just know that
she enjoys this banter as much as I do.

“Well, mommy, if he is such a knight in
shining armor as you present him, then he is supposed to wait for
his fair maiden… and her not-so-fair and not-so-maiden mom!”

She pretends to hit me on the shoulder, and
then just grabs my hand and pulls me towards the door. We come down
the stairs of our apartment block. We stop on the sunlit pavement
of our street and I immediately see a huge white limousine parked
right in front of us. Great, so this asshole took the spot and now
we have to walk somewhere to meet the guy!

“I wonder if anyone in this dump can actually
afford a ride in one of these.”

Mom doesn’t reply. I turn towards her, see
her beaming smile and understand everything.

“Wait, is it actually… for us?”

As if in reaction to my words the door of the
limo slides to the side as if it was a scene from a sci-fi movie.
Inside the car, I see the luxurious beige leather backseat, which
is just calling my ass to sit on it. Still in disbelief, I stumble
along as my mom pulls me towards the limo and shoves me inside. The
interior of the car is so stylish and luxurious that I would
totally live here instead of that dump that we call our
apartment.

Wood and leather, beige and brown with a dash
of blood-red here and there, a minibar and a huge plasma, my eyes
feast on the luxurious and stylish décor as the door silently
slides back to its place and the limo starts moving. I look at the
driver only to see my own reflection on the polished surface of the
wooden wall separating us from the drivers’ cabin.

I am so excited and… horny. This whole thing
just smells of money, power and dominance.

I look at my mom and she has already made
herself comfortable. It really looks like that it is not her first
time here, but I refuse to believe it.

“Hey, nice plan mom! You got this sucker to
take a loan and spend his last money on impressing us so we can
have fun and then you are going to dump his sorry ass, right?”

“Jenny, he is a kind of sucker that gives
loans.” Her overbearingly good mood is beginning to annoy. I turn
away and just stare outside as we leave the city and drive in the
direction of the hills, where all the big shots live. I don’t know
what to expect from all this, but my pussy is moist and tingly, and
I can tell that she is looking forward to whatever comes next.



The Mansion

We drive through the huge gate and I prepare
to exit the limo, but we just continue going forward for another
five minutes. This place is so big that even if her boyfriend is
only a gardener here, then he is more likely making more money than
managers at the cafe that I work at.

Finally, the car slows down and the first I
see is this huge fountain. I gaze at the antique figures made of
marble as the door opens. My mom literally pushes me outside, eager
to meet her cavalier; and to be honest, by know I am anxious to
meet him too.

When both of us are outside, the door
silently closes and the limousine just turns around and drives
away, leaving us alone with the fountain and a huge mansion a
hundred feet away. It looks rich, but not tasteless. Utilitarian
grey walls and toned glass point to a person who spends a lot of
time in downtown skyscrapers, so the owner literally means
business.

My mom grabs my hand again, but she doesn’t
need to. My legs carry me to the entrance as my body feels caressed
by all the millions of dollars that were spent on building this
place. As we approach the glass door, it automatically opens,
inviting us inside. So, no servants then. It is natural for people
like that to be tired of people and enjoy their privacy, but in
this case, my mommy is really not the best choice.

We step inside and the place just screams
taste at you. Minimalistic Nordic design, chairs that cost more
than our apartment and abstract painting on the wall form a perfect
blend of luxury and utility. The owner is not trying to impress
anyone, he is just the way he is: strong, simple and
straightforward. I turn towards my mom.

“What now?”

She doesn’t see me. Her eyes look somewhere
behind my back and she is so captivated by whatever there is that I
am afraid to turn around. Then I hair steps. Calm, confident,
determined.

“Welcome to my humble abode.”

His deep, masculine and slightly raspy voice
sends shivers down my spine. I don’t turn around by myself, but
rather drawn in by the magnetic power of his voice, his words, his
very nature. And then I see Him and don’t believe my eyes.

It is the Man from the cafe from a week ago.
I still remember him, because well, frankly, men like that don’t
really come to our place that often. Actually, they don’t come to
our place at all. My clit immediately reacts to his presence,
remembering those dozens and dozens of minutes that I spent
polishing it while imagining how he takes me right there in the
cafe, on the table, without taking off his business suit.

He is wearing one now, but in a slightly more
casual way. The exclusive black fabric of his jacket and pants
slightly glistens under the light from the ceiling lamps. His
jacket is unbuttoned, showing his muscular chest, tightly draped
with a white shirt. He is tall, way taller than me or mom. But his
stature, his manner, his gait, make him appear even taller, making
me feel like I am standing on my knees as he approaches.

Even my mom seems to submit to his dominating
presence. She walks towards him, but her moves are almost careful.
It is as if she feels not worthy of being in his presence and
doesn’t want to do anything that would make her dream evaporate.
She puts his hand on his shoulder and he puts his hand on her back.
No cuddling, no kisses. Then, he turns to me.

“Hello, Jennifer. Your mother told me a lot
about you.”

No she didn’t.

“Well, she didn’t. But I am pretty sure that
you and I will get along.”

Getting a long dick is my top priority right
now, as my whole body is burning with the flame of lust as I look
into his eyes. He looks strong, healthy, alive, and only the
occasional streak of silver in his raven black hair betrays his
age. I can’t hold his gaze for long and look on the floor in an
instinctive gesture of submission.

“My name is Robert. I am happy to meet
you.”

I see his outstretched hand and put my palm
into his in a gesture of greeting. As soon as my skin feels his
electric touch I feel a bolt of lightning piercing my body and the
pyre of lust burning in my thirsty cunt explodes in a mini orgasm
of submission. My palm drowns in his and even a simple gesture like
shaking hands turns into a ritual of powerful domination and… sweet
submission.

“So, are you guys hungry? Katherine?”

He turns to my mom and the person who usually
requires a special invitation to shut up opens her mouth for the
first time. I don’t hear her voice as Robert is still holding my
hand.
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