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The door was an imposing block of exquisitely carved oak, so heavy on its hinges it almost resembled a wooden vault. That was the door to Mr. Kincaid’s bedroom, the one place in the building none of the staff could enter.

Faith stood at a wary distance from the boss’s bedroom door, clutching an armful of files while nervously fiddling with her red-beaded necklace. The files had to be delivered to Mr. Kincaid, but she had no idea where his actual office was or if there was another place to put them.

On the other hand, she knew for a fact that people did sometimes visit Mr. Kincaid’s bedroom. She had seen them come and go once in a while, all glamorously dressed young women who stayed there for a couple of hours, and sometimes the entire night.

Speculating about what happened while they were in there made Faith uncomfortable. It was a little disrespectful to assume they were prostitutes, but the rumors said otherwise, and it was the most obvious conclusion to draw.

Standing nervously outside the bedroom door, Faith remembered that she still needed to deliver the files to Mr. Kincaid somehow, and she noticed the door was already open a crack. What if she snuck inside, left the files on the bed, and snuck back out again?

Faith took a deep breath and strutted over to the door, wrapping her delicate fingers around the door handle and tugging on it. The door barely budged, and she had to put the files down and heave the door open with both hands.

The massive oak door swung slowly and grudgingly open, its well-oiled hinges hardly making a sound. It was a wonder it yielded at all to Faith’s petite frame, and the exertion left her huffing and puffing. She picked up the files again before sneaking inside.

Mr. Kincaid’s bedroom was exquisitely decorated. The soft carpet covered every inch of the floor, the wardrobe and chest of drawers were carved from the same rich oak as the door, and the bed itself was king-sized with white satin sheets and an ornate metal frame.

There was a side door, much more modest than the giant bedroom door, which presumably led to the bathroom. In fact, Faith could hear the faint sound of the shower running. All she had to do was leave the files on his bed and get out of there.

It was hard to keep her balance strutting across the thick carpet in work heels, especially when she was so nervous. Faith kept glancing warily at the bathroom door as she moved around the bed to the bedside cabinet and placed the files carefully on top.

Her task was done. Now she had to get out of there before she got caught.

She made it halfway across the bedroom floor before the large mirror caught her eye. It was a head-to-toe mirror which revealed a petite Asian woman with long, silky brown hair wearing casual business attire.

Her shirt was a little too small, compelling her to leave the top two buttons undone and let her chest breathe. It also left a sizeable amount of cleavage on display, along with her red-bead necklace. Her pencil skirt fit better and brought out the curves in her hips and thighs, and she’d been careful to pick out skin-colored stockings rather than fishnets.

Faith was mesmerized by how sexy her reflection looked, and she couldn’t help striking a little pose in the mirror. She briefly forgot that she was intruding into her boss’s bedroom despite a strict rule against doing so – she didn’t even hear the shower stop running.

The bathroom door unlocked, and the occupant emerged.

The man who emerged had nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist, leaving his muscled torso bare and glistening. His dark hair was still damp and messy from the shower, and droplets of water rolled down his brow and neck across his body.

Faith was frozen to the spot, well aware that she was breaking a serious rule by being here and terrified that she was about to be punished. But her wide-eyed gaze wandered over his body, beholding his gorgeous muscles and chiseled Caucasian features.

He was watching her, too. His blue eyes fixed on the petite Asian woman standing in front of the mirror. He could see the terror in her expression, but the look on his own face wasn’t anger, not that she had any legitimate reason to be here.

His eyes wandered up and down her body, noticing her beautiful curvy body through her pencil skirt and jacket. She was quivering fearfully in her four-inch heels, as if her ankles had turned to rubber and she was about to faint and topple over.

“...I...I’m...sorry for intruding!” she stammered before making a rush to the exit.

Sure enough, she lost her balance and fell.

Mr. Kincaid was already running to her side as she twisted in mid-air and hit the carpeted floor, crouching down beside her to help her back up. She landed more or less on her hands, somehow avoiding twisting her ankle while yelping in shock at the same time.

Without saying a word, Mr. Kincaid scooped the petite Asian woman up in his arms and carried her from the floor towards the bed. Faith wrapped her arms around his neck and clung to him, her heart thumping in her chest as she tried not to let her palms slip on his wet shoulders.

His towel had slipped off while running to her aid, leaving him naked as he carried her to the bed. Faith didn’t even notice until he had laid her down on the bed and kneeled down in front of her. She got an up-close look at his well-defined chest and six-pack, gasping quietly when her eyes went a little lower and saw his six-inch manhood hanging flaccid between his thighs.

“You really shouldn’t be here,” Mr. Kincaid admonished, undoing the straps on her heels, “but I can’t have you walking around with a sprained ankle.”

“They...don’t feel sprained...” Faith admitted nervously.

Mr. Kincaid slipped her heels off and began massaging her feet. His hands were powerful, but his touch was so gentle. Faith tried to keep her eyes away from her naked boss, especially his penis. It was doubly embarrassing on top of getting caught wandering about his bedroom.

Mr. Kincaid looked up at her and their eyes met. His blue eyes held her gaze and her heart wouldn’t stop beating. He had paused his massage of her ankles and feet, simply gazing up at the beautiful young Asian woman who had wandered into his bedroom.

His hands moved up her legs and Faith instinctively spread them. His hands made their way up to her thighs and this time he was standing up and moving in towards her.

Their lips connected and Faith surrendered. He was on top of her now, the full weight of his body trapping her against the bed. His hands sought to undo the buttons on her jacket and shirt while hers caressed his chiseled cheeks and stroked his still-damp hair.

Before long, he had unbuttoned her jacket and shirt, leaving her bra exposed. He pulled back enough to let her take her jacket and shirt off, then moved back in to unclasp her bra. Once her ample breasts were bared to him, he grabbed a handful of them and nuzzled his face into them.

Faith was moaning with pleasure, and she pressed her hand against the back of his head as he licked and kissed her nipples. His mouth was as gentle as his fingers, and tingles of bodily pleasure radiated from her chest and down through her belly.

Mr. Kincaid seemed to worship her body. His fingers and lips fondled and caressed her breasts with sensual care. He was moving in on top of her again, easing himself between her legs and mounting her bodily while the vigorous foreplay continued.

Faith instinctively spread her thighs, her special place hungry for the rod of masculine power rubbing against her panties. She could just about see it from this angle, a one-eyed snake over an inch thick poking and rubbing against her crotch.

Mr. Kincaid was done with her breasts. His hands moved down to her panties and yanked them down her thighs, then clear off her feet. But he wasn’t quite done with foreplay yet. He kneeled down on the carpet and pushed her thighs apart before burying his face in between them.

Faith shrieked in shocked delight as her boss brought his lips and tongue to bear on her Asian muff. Her pubic hair tickled his nose as his lips smothered her labia, his tongue flicking up and down her narrow entrance and across her delicate clit.

Her pussy felt engorged with lust, pampered and pleasured by his lips and tongue. Faith yelped and moaned with pleasure, her feet taking flight as she grabbed a handful of her boss’s hair and held his head in place, forcing his face into her crotch.

Mr. Kincaid ate her ravenously, inhaling the delicious scent of her sex as her juices flowed in proportion to her arousal. He was going to eat her towards an orgasm.

The pleasure was brewing and swelling in her cunt. Too strong to suppress or ignore. Faith was moaning louder as her boss ate her towards a full-blown orgasm. She began thrusting her crotch back into his face in time with her moans, all but begging him to eat her to climax.

She screamed as her climax crested. A spurt of sexual juices erupted from her vagina, and her boss clamped his hands down on her thighs to stop her from bucking too much. Faith was lost in the throes of ecstasy, screaming her delight at the ceiling as her boss devoured her sex.

Mr. Kincaid was finally done with foreplay. He needed what Faith needed. His dick was already hard and ready, eight long inches and nearly two inches of thickness ready to plunge inside. She glimpsed his weapon and felt a hint of concern. He was big, maybe too big for her to take.

Faith lay on her back with her thighs wide, looking up at him with wide eyes as he prepared to enter her. She had already gone this far with her
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