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Chapter One
John




Standing in the doorway of my classroom, I can’t keep my eyes off her as she walks down the hallway toward her locker. I never can. And I know I shouldn’t have this obsession with her, it’s every kind of wrong imaginable, but I can’t stop myself.

She’s my student, she’s my best friend’s daughter, and she’s half my fucking age, but my cock doesn’t care. And even now it’s straining against my pants wanting to thrust into her, wanting to claim her.

All my cock sees is how perfect she is. Shiny long blonde hair that curls down her back, light blue eyes that are almost silver when she gets angry, a tiny waist that my hands could circle, curved hips, and large natural breasts.

She looks like an angel that’s fallen to earth, and I’m the devil that has every intention of capturing her.

Jasmine may not know it yet, but she is every fantasy I’ve ever had.

I’d been around her and her family for years, but recently things have changed. She’s no longer the little girl that begged me to sit next to her at the table. She’s a woman now. A sexy, desirable woman and I don’t know when exactly the tables turned.

Maybe it was at the beginning of the year when I saw her walk into class with that short mini skirt and low-cut top, maybe it was just after that when she turned eighteen. Either way, I want her, and to hell with the consequences.

Would I leave my job for her?

In a second.

Would I walk away from my friendship with her Dad? If it became necessary to have her?

Damn straight.

That’s how far my obsession has come. I’m willing to walk away from everything in my life if I can just get her under me.

I can almost feel her firm thighs gripping my waist as I thrust into her. Can almost hear her moans as she comes hard around my pulsing cock. And I know when I finally take her, I’m taking her raw. I’m going to fill that tight little pussy with my come until it’s dripping out of her, and then I’m going to do it again and again.

Yes, I know how crazy that sounds. How obsessive. But she’s a fire in my blood I just can’t shake. I need to see her small body take the pounding I ache to give her. I need to see her swollen with my child.

Correction, children. Because I plan on keeping her ripe body pregnant as often as I can. It’s funny, I’d never thought of having children before these feelings consumed me and now, I want nothing more.

Pulling myself out of my thoughts, I watch as she opens her locker and I feel my jaw clench as I notice our school’s quarterback eyeing her as he approaches from behind. His hungry gaze is way too familiar with the curve of her body as it runs over her and all I want to do is knock that look off his face.

No one has the right to look at her like that except me. Hell, the little bastard is practically salivating as he stares at her, and I can easily see the thoughts running through his head.

He thinks he has a chance with her.

Of fucking her.

No way in hell is that little shit going near her. Just the thought of him touching what’s mine is enough to make me see red and I cross my arms over my chest, refusing to budge from my spot as I take in the scene in front of me.

She gives him a curious look as he approaches but turns back to her locker and rifles through the contents. Lucky for him she doesn’t look all that interested. If she did, I’d have her over my shoulder and out the door before she could blink.

She stops digging in the locker, her hand frozen on her notebook and glances toward me as if she can feel my eyes on her.

It’s as if she knows I’ll be looking.

I curse to myself softly.

Of course, she knows I’ll be looking, it’s not the first time she’s caught me doing it and if I’m honest, I’m not very subtle about it.

Her gaze locks with mine and I see a mischievous light flicker in their depths.

My jaw immediately tightens, and I feel my muscles tense as I realize what she’s thinking. I curse again as a small smirk lifts the corner of her mouth.

Fuck me.
She wouldn’t.

I narrow my gaze on her and watch as she does exactly what I don’t want her to do.

She turns to face the quarterback and leans against the locker as if she has all the time in the world. Her gaze that barely spared him a glance is now focused solely on him, and I watch as they widen as if she’s completely engrossed in what he’s saying.

But I know better. This is just a game she plays. A dangerous game that I’m not sure she’s ready for. Tempting a boy is one thing, tempting a man that’s barely holding onto his control is another. And she’s about to learn that lesson.

Her eyes flick back to mine to make sure I’m still watching, and she leans closer to the boy.

She’s wanting a reaction from me. She’s been wanting one for months now. She likes how jealous and possessive it makes me when she flirts with the boys sniffing at her feet.

But as of today, the games are over.

I’m tired of waiting.
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Chapter Two
Jasmine




“Jasmine!” I hear John call to me from the doorway of the math lab as I stand talking to Conner, our star quarterback. And as usual, I ignore him. I knew he wouldn’t like Conner standing so close or me continuing to talk to him, but I don’t care. I’m getting a rise out of him, and that was what mattered. After all, I do like getting him riled.

Normally I would call him Uncle John, but here at school, he explicitly forbids it. And to be honest, he’s not really my uncle, he’s an old friend of my Dad’s and one of my teachers. He’s also a total pain in the ass when he wants to be.

Like now.

Glancing down the hallway I sigh, ass or not he’s still the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. Hell, all the females in the student body have a crush on the man, me included. And no matter how hard I try; I just can’t keep myself from ogling him.

Just like every other female.

But I won’t be able to for much longer. It’s the end of the school year and I’m a senior. That means I’ll be free in two more days. Free from classes, free from homework, and finally free from having to see him every day.

I smile as I look back at Conner and roll my eyes. “Having Uncle John as my teacher really sucks.”

“You know you can just ignore him and walk out the door now, don’t you? You’re eighteen, he can’t tell you what to do.” Conner gives me a smirk, “I’ll even give you a ride home instead. I promise you’ll enjoy it more.”

I doubt that.

The thought zings through my mind as I look up into Conner’s light green eyes. He’s good-looking with his lazy smile and muscled athletic body but he does absolutely nothing for me.

He’s just pretty.

He has no substance. No original thoughts. No ambition outside of football. He’s just nice to look at.

I sigh, annoyed. Sadly, I’d rather ride home with John. A man twenty years my senior and one that would never look at me twice.

And, if I’m honest, sitting in a car with John every day for the twenty-minute ride home is both the best part of my day and the worst. The best because I can close my eyes and breathe in his cologne as I fantasize about him, the worst because I know I’d never do anything about the fantasies I have.

I force a laugh, “And then I’ll have to deal with my Dad on top of him. No thanks!”

Conner leans in a little closer, “How about going to Jason’s with me tonight? I heard everyone’s going to be there.”

“Jasmine,” John calls to me again, his voice laced with annoyance that I haven’t already come running. But that was the way John was, he snapped his fingers, and he expected you to jump.

“Maybe.” I glance over at John, then back to Conner, “I’ll text you.”

Spinning away from Conner I hurry toward John and the math lab.

“I’m here, I’m here. No need to get yourself into a snit.” I smile at him, enjoying his tense expression.

Yep, score one for me. He’s pissed.

He looks behind me at Conner and narrows his eyes causing me to frown.

Geez, not again.

This man has scared off every guy who’s ever wanted to date me. And not just the ones here at school. Any time I catch the eye of someone, John strolls in and puts the fear of God into them. I’m not sure exactly what he says to them, but I know after a short conversation they run in the other direction, never to be heard from again.

“Isn’t he on probation for fighting?”

I shrug and bite my lip. I know he is but saying so would just give John more of a reason to be protective. It wasn’t any big deal, just two jocks blowing off steam, but John wouldn’t see it that way.

“It’s not like I plan on having his babies.” I smirk at John, “Not just yet anyway.”

“We’ll talk about this on the ride home.” John says, scowling down at me, “Get in your seat, now.”

My lips twitch as I hold back my grin and slide past him.

************

The car ride home is silent until my phone goes off with a text from Conner.

Conner – Come out tonight. It’s going to be a wild party; Jason’s parents are in Florida.

Me—I don’t know if I can get out of the family dinner. John will be there.

Conner—So sneak out after. I’ll pick you up on the corner.

I bite my lip as I think about it. Sneak out? It wasn’t something I hadn’t done before but it was harder when John was there. The man watched every move I made. And if he caught me sneaking out, there would be hell to pay.

Me—I don’t think that would be a good idea.

Conner—I have something for you if you do.

Before I have a chance to respond, my text scroll fills with a picture of his dick. At least I’m hoping it’s his. And before I have a chance to really look at the picture, my phone is snatched from my hands.

“Hey!” My face floods with heat as John glances from my phone to my face. His eyebrow quirks up as a frown pulls at his lips.

“What party is he talking about?” He pauses for a second thinking, then his gaze meets mine, “Jason Stillman? No way in hell you’re going to a party at that kid’s house. And why the hell is this dipshit sending you dick pics?”

I arch a brow and keep my voice calm, “First of all, in case you didn’t notice, I’m eighteen now. I can go anywhere I choose. With or without your permission. Secondly, maybe the dick pic is an incentive to get me to go.” God, could this conversation get any more awkward? My face is on fire, but I refuse to back down.

John snorts in disbelief as he looks down at the phone again, “That tiny dick is an incentive?”

I glance at the image taking up the screen again. To me, it looked pretty big. “It doesn’t look tiny,” I mutter, not sounding at all sure.

He chuckles, “Sweetheart, if his hand were closed you wouldn’t be able to see any part of it.”

I roll my eyes, “Most men aren’t porn stars, John. Most penises in the US are only five inches.” My pulse picks up as my gaze drifts to his crotch and I can’t help but wonder how big he is. Would he top the average?

He glances back at me, and I feel a shiver run over my skin at the slight tilt of his lips. “Good thing I’m not average then.”

I can’t help but snort at his cockiness, “Sure you aren’t.” At his confident chuckle, I turn back toward him and look pointedly at his crotch, “Show me then.”

“Begging to see my cock, Jasmine? You’re playing with fire, sweetheart.”

I shrug, “You’re the one talking about what a big boy you are.” My brow arches, “But you know what they say about braggarts. Those who brag don’t have.”

“And you know the size of an average male dick how exactly?” Ignoring my comment, he pulls into the driveway, and I pick up my bookbag from the floor. “Jasmine, just how many dicks have you seen?”

Looking up into his irritated face, I can’t help the smirk that lifts the corner of my lips. This was the most irate I had ever seen him, and I think I kind of liked it. Who knew that just the thought of me seeing a dick would make him so angry?

I shrug again, enjoying his annoyance, “That would be none of your business, John.”

Zero. I’d seen zero. If you didn’t count the online pictures, and I didn’t because some of those were freakishly large. I was sure a lot of those had to have been photo-shopped. But I wasn’t telling him that.

Turning off the car he grabbed my arm before I could jump out the door, “How many, Jasmine?” His voice was rough, almost angry.

“Why do you care? It’s not like it’s that big of a deal in this day and age.” I threw open the door of the car and pulled away from him, but he was out his door and standing in front of me before I could take two steps toward the house.

“It’s a big deal to me.” His voice was angry, and his hands were drawn into fists.

“You’re not my father, John.” I remind him as I move around him and head toward the house.

Blowing out an annoyed breath I walk past my mother with a quick hello and head toward my bedroom at the back of the house.

“Hey, hun. Dinner will be ready around six.” She calls after me.

“Thanks, Mom!” I glance at her over my shoulder, but my eyes land on John as he walks in the door. “I’ve got some homework to catch up on.” I don’t, but she doesn’t know that.

“We aren’t done talking, Jasmine,” John said roughly, not even glancing at my mother.

I frown at him, “Yes, we are.”

My mother looks at us, her eyes moving between me and John, “Go with her, John. There’s plenty of time for you to finish your talk and for her to finish her homework.”

His lips turn up slowly, “I think I’ll do just that, Karen. Call us when the food’s ready.”

I roll my eyes. My mother was all about peace in the house. If someone wanted to talk, you sat down with them and talked. Avoidance was not allowed. And John was the golden boy around here. My parents loved him and trusted him. He could do no wrong in their eyes.

“Whatever.” Knowing arguing about it would be futile I turned and headed to my room with John hot on my heels.
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Chapter Three
John








I swear I’m going to put the little brat over my knee and spank that tight ass of hers for walking away from me. The only reason I haven’t yet is because I know once I watch that milky white flesh turn red under the palm of my hand, I won’t be able to stop myself from fucking her.

I also know that if I fuck her, I won’t be gentle. She’s pushed my boundaries too far these last few months and I feel more like an animal than a man. All I can think about is rutting into her until she’s screaming my name.

She surprised me on the way home today with her demand that I show her my cock. And the memory of her hungry eyes dropping to my crotch as she had bitten that plump lower lip had me harder than fucking steel. All I wanted to do was pull off the road, yank open my pants, and force my rock-hard dick into that hot and wet little mouth of hers.

Fuck.

This is getting ridiculous. If I don’t have her soon, I’m going to lose every ounce of my control. She takes up every thought, every fantasy, that runs through my mind.

I follow behind her like a dog in heat, absolutely livid with the thought that she may have touched another man or been touched by another man. I know I’m being irrational, but I hate the images it puts in my mind.

Jasmine is mine and it’s about time that she realized that.

I nod absently toward Karen as I pass her and follow Jasmine down the long hallway to her room.

Can her mother see what I’m thinking? I wonder absently if I look as obsessed as I feel. Do I look like a man on the edge of claiming what’s his? Do I look like a man that has every intention of fucking her daughter so thoroughly that she screams hard enough to shake the rafters?

I must not. If I did, surely she would have stopped me. Thank God she doesn’t. I’m not sure what I would do if she stood between me and her daughter right now.

Her parents know nothing of the turmoil their daughter puts me through. To them, I’m just John. Their friend of seven years. Her Uncle.

I’m the man that used to ruffle her hair when she was sixteen, just to annoy her. The man that taught her how to drive a stick because neither of her parents could. Hell, I’d even taught her how to ride a motorcycle to ensure she could always get herself home, no matter the available transportation. 

And that’s what makes this so completely twisted. Back then, she was just a cute kid that I picked on so I could watch her eyes go silver, and now? Now my intentions are darker, more carnal. I need her like I need my next fucking breath.

They think she’s safe with me. And physically she is, I’d never harm a hair on her head, and I’d die to keep her safe. But if they knew what I wanted to do to her, do with her, they’d lock me out of their lives and throw away the key.

Hell, maybe they should have a year ago.

I walk into Jasmine’s bedroom and softly close the door behind me. She’s going to answer my questions, or I will take her over my knee and consequences be damned.

I turn the lock and watch her pause as the small sound registers.

They definitely should have locked me out of their lives, because now it’s just her and me.

Game over.
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Chapter Four
Jasmine








“Answer my question, Jasmine,” John growls as he shuts the door behind him and locks it. “How many?”

Leaving my expression blank, I turn toward him and throw my bookbag in the corner, “Enough to know that you’re full of crap about the size of your dick. You’re no where near as big as your hinting at.” I arch a brow at him, “Or is this like when a man tells you about the last fish he caught?”

His dark eyes burn into me, and he smirks, “You’re comparing my dick to a fish?” His head tilts slightly, “I think you just want to see the size of my cock for yourself.”

He takes a step closer, and I squeeze my thighs together. Of course I want to see his cock. I’ve had dreams about it. I’ve fantasized about it. I’ve thought of how it would feel as he thrusts into me. Hell, I’ve rubbed myself to climax while I’ve imagined him fucking me with it.

I shrug as if it doesn’t matter, “I just doubt you’re any bigger than Conner’s picture.” I suck in a breath as he moves closer, the heat in his eyes almost burning with its intensity. Maybe poking at the bear wasn’t such a great idea.

It’s not that I think John would ever hurt me. I know without a doubt he’d never raise a hand to me. But that hot burning look in his eyes is fierce, possessive, and…hungry. I’ve never seen that look on his face before.

His jaw clenches tighter at the sound of Conner’s name on my lips and I swear I see a flash of jealousy there too. I pause, searching his eyes. It’s buried, but it’s there, flickering in his dark gaze.

I seriously doubt that jealousy is going to push him into whipping his dick out for me to see though. I’m surprised he’s taken it this far, but I can see how riled up he is and to be honest, it’s kind of fun to tease him.

“On your knees, little girl.” He says, his voice rough and commanding.

“What?” I’m so shocked that my voice is barely audible, but my pulse is pounding through my veins, heating me from the inside out. My core clenches eagerly and I feel wetness gather between my thighs.

I couldn’t have heard him right.

He gives me a hard, commanding look, the same look I’ve seen numerous times when he’s had enough. “You heard me. Do you want to see how big my cock is? Get. On. Your. Knees.”

Without question, I drop to my knees in front of him and tilt my head up so I can meet his gaze. I’m very aware of the submissive position I’ve put myself in and it has my body heating even more. Although I’d never admit it, I love it when he takes control. So much so that I just know I’m soaking through my panties.

Oh, fuck. He’s really going to do it.


The knowledge of what’s about to happen hits me and my breath hitches in my chest before coming out in quick little pants.

His head tilts to the side when he sees the eagerness on my face, and a knowing smile lifts his lips, “You like being on your knees in front of me, don’t you, baby girl?”

One of his hands reaches out to cup my jaw, his thumb skimming over my bottom lip slowly. Without conscious thought, my lips part at his touch and my tongue darts out to taste him. When he doesn’t pull back, I do it again, slowly running my tongue over his rough skin.

My heartbeat jumps in my chest when his jaw tightens. He looks absolutely formidable as he looks down at me with his dark piercing eyes. 

Black hair, chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, and muscles like a Greek God. It’s no wonder why the female population stops and stares at him. He’s the perfect male specimen.

Slowly, he presses his thumb between my lips, and I can’t resist the urge to run my tongue over him and suck him deeper into my mouth.

“Fuck, Jasmine.” His words are a curse and a moan all wrapped up in one and I grow bolder knowing I have that effect on him. I nip his finger with my teeth, and he pulls free of my mouth before lowering his hand to his waistband. Yanking his belt free, he unbuttons and unzips his pants.

Does he want me to suck him off? My mouth salivates as I think about it. I’ve never done anything like that before, but I’d like to. The thought of being able to taste him has my core clenching again, tighter this time.

Slowly, he pulls his cock out of his pants and my eyes widen at the size of him.

Oh my God.

He’s big. Way big. I’m guessing at least twice the size of the dick pic that Conner sent me. His cock is long and thick with veins pulsing just under the skin.

And he’s rock hard.

I don’t know how I’m going to fit him into my mouth, but I want to try. I lick my suddenly dry lips. Oh, how I want to try.

He chuckles at my wide eye look, “Still think your little boy toy is big?”

I shake my head, unable to speak. Conner was nothing next to John.

“So, answer my question, how many dicks have you seen like this?”

I’m too stunned to lie. Instead, I swallow hard, “Not counting pictures and the internet? Just yours.” My words come out soft and raspy as I lift my eyes to his.

He stills and searches my face “You’ve never seen a cock this close before?”

I shake my head slowly, my eyes never leaving his.

Reaching out he rubs his thumb over my bottom lip again, “You’ve never had one in your mouth?”

Again, I shake my head.

“You’ve never had one fuck that tight little pussy?” His words are tight and rough as he watches me.

I hesitate, then slowly, I shake my head again.

God, he’s going to think I’m such a kid. Why the hell would he want me when he could have a woman who knows what the hell she’s doing?

“Fuck,” he groans, his hand wrapping around his length as he begins to rub up and down his shaft.

“You like that I’m a virgin?” I ask tentatively, unsure of myself.

“Fuck yes, I like that you’re untouched. No man in his right mind wouldn’t like that.” John growls as he strokes himself again.

I watch, mesmerized. I’ve never watched a man stroke himself before, and it’s sexy as hell the way his fist slides up and down the smooth skin. My eyes widen as precum beads at the top and all I want to do is taste it.

Not letting myself hold back, I lean forward and swipe my tongue over the head of his cock, catching the bead of salty come. I start to sit back so I can continue to watch, but before I can move I feel John’s fingers tangle in my hair, holding me in place.

“You want a taste, sweetheart?” He growls softly. “Go ahead, taste me.”

I hesitate for just a second before slowly running my tongue over the swollen head of his cock again. I hear him pull in a sharp breath and I glance up, meeting his gaze with wide eyes.

He likes this.

That knowledge fills my mind, and I can’t help running my tongue over the under shaft of his cock as my gaze stays locked with his. His eyes are burning into mine, but I know what that burn is now. It’s need, desire, lust. All of those feelings are churning in the depths of his eyes just as I’m sure they are in mine.

Cursing under his breath, his fingers tighten in my hair, and he pulls me closer. I go willingly, sucking the tip of his cock into my mouth and rubbing my tongue over his smooth, heated flesh.

When another drop of precum falls on my tongue I groan at the rich salty taste. God, he tastes good. I suck softly on the tip, trying to pull more out of him.

“Fuck, baby.” I glance up again and catch his gaze as I suck harder. “Your sweet fucking mouth is perfect.” His voice is strained, as if he’s barely keeping himself under control and I feel the urge to break that control.

I pull back slowly, letting him fall from my lips, “Is this what you wanted, Uncle John? Do you like seeing me on my knees with your big cock in my mouth?”

His jaw tightens as he watches my mouth open to take him in again. This time I take him deeper, almost to the back of my throat. I swirl my tongue over the head, catching another drop of precum and I can’t help the moan that falls from my lips.

“What I want, baby girl is to be deep inside that sweet little pussy. And I’m going to get it, aren’t I? You love this big cock, don’t you?”

My core clenches again and I practically purr at the thought of him pounding inside of me. I want that. How many times have I imagined him being the one to take my V-card. How many times have I come moaning his name?

My eyes fly to his when I hear footsteps outside the door. Heavy footsteps. It has to be my Dad. I should pull away and stop what I’m doing but I only suck him harder. I don’t want to stop. If I stop, this will end, and I don’t want it to end.

“Yo, John! When you’re finished in there with Jasmine meet me outside. I need to talk with you.”

John’s eyes never leave mine, but his hands hold my head still as he rocks into my mouth, “I’ll be there in a few.”

As the heavy footfalls move back down the hallway, he tilts my chin a little higher and presses farther inside my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I force the muscles there to relax and let him in.

Slowly, he does it again, then he growls softly. “Fuck, sweetheart. You can take me and not gag? Let’s see if you can take all of me.”

He slowly pulls back, “Take a deep breath.”

I do and he slides back in and keeps sliding in until I feel him stretching my throat. Reflexively, I swallow around the head of his cock.

“Son of a bitch!” He growls deeply, his voice raw, “Again.”

I watch his face, loving the fact that I’m making him lose control. I know he’s going to come like this, I can see it in his eyes. And I want it. I want to feel him explode in my mouth almost as much as I want to feel him pound inside of me.

When he thrusts into my mouth again, I lean closer until my lips are wrapped around the base of his cock. Then I swallow multiple times, feeling my throat squeeze his cock tightly before releasing it. He curses and pulls back.

“No fucking gag reflexes. Baby girl, we are going to have a lot of fun together.” He thrusts in and out of my mouth slowly and I swirl my tongue over his tip, “You’re going to swallow every drop of Daddy’s cum, aren’t you, baby?”

My insides turn molten hot at his words. Taboo and dirty as hell, John’s Daddy kink has my pussy throbbing.

I pull back slightly, “I want your come, Daddy.”

He stills then reaching out to cup my jaw, “And baby girl is going to get it. Put your hands on my thighs and tap my leg if you need a breath.”

I do as he says, and he thrusts into my mouth, harder than before. I feel him slip into my throat and I swallow. Another thrust and I do the same. His hands tighten in my hair, and he begins to move my head in time with his thrusts, fucking my mouth faster.

“Fuck yes, baby,” he growls when I repeat the motion. “Swallow it. Show me you want my cock.”

He was fucking my mouth harder now, my lips stretched so wide they felt bruised, but I loved the feeling, loved watching the lust that crossed his face each time my throat caressed the head of his cock. He pushed deeper, as far as he could go, groaning as his cock grew harder.

“I’m going to come now, baby. I’m going to come in your hot little mouth just like I’m going to come deep in that tight little pussy.” He growls the words softly, his pace quickening. I swallow repeatedly around the cock stretching my throat, wanting desperately to have him fill my mouth. I suck harder when I feel his cock expanding and growing even stiffer. “Take a deep breath, baby girl.”

I do and he thrusts deep, holding himself there as his abdominal muscles clench and then I feel his cock begin to pulse. Thick, hot liquid spurts against the back of my throat and I moan in pleasure at the salty taste that fills my mouth.

“Fuck!” His voice isn’t as quiet as it should be, and I wonder if Mom or Dad will come back to see what’s going on. At this point, I wouldn’t stop if they were beating down the door. I swallow again, my throat milking his hard shaft for every salty spurt that erupts from him.

His thrusts slow and I pull back, licking him clean as I go. He shudders and strokes my cheek.

“God, Jasmine. You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growls softly. His eyes burn into mine. “Stand up, baby.”

I pull myself to my feet, my breathing ragged. I’ve never been this turned on before. I can feel my core clenching and wetness coating my thighs.

Grasping the waistband of my leggings he pulls them down along with my underwear and embarrassment floods my cheeks when I see my soaked panties pool at my feet.

“You’re so wet for me.” His hand slides back up my thigh and runs over my smooth mound until his fingers brush against my swollen clit. The pleasure is so sharp I reach out and grab his arms to steady myself.

John leans closer, nuzzling my neck before he presses his lips to my ear, “Call me Daddy again,” he says softly, “Tell Daddy how badly you need to come.”

I grip him tighter, hoping he’ll touch me. Hoping he’ll lay me across my bed and take me, “Please make me come, Daddy.”

I’m needy and desperate. My body is aching so badly it’s almost painful and I need him to make me come. “It hurts, Daddy. Please make me come.”

His fingers slowly circle my clit then dip lower to trace my opening, “And you’re going to let me stretch this tight little pussy of yours, aren’t you? You’re going to let me fuck you, over and over again.”

“Yes, Daddy!” I moan and bite my lip, “I want you to fuck me.”

He nips at my neck then runs his tongue slowly over the sting, “Only me.”             

His tone is possessive and demanding and I feel myself grow even wetter, “Yes, Daddy, only you.”

He slides his finger inside of me and I feel my tender flesh stretch at the intrusion. Gasping, I rock my hips closer. “So fucking tight. Fuck, this little pussy is going to strangle my cock.”

I moan when he pulls his finger free and circles my clit again. The pleasure of his touch is better than anything I’ve ever felt before.

Covering my mouth with his he plunges his tongue between my lips just as he pinches my clit, and my body explodes. Shudders race through me, my muscles clamping down around his fingers as he pushes them back inside. The intrusion stretches out my orgasm until I’m shaking.

I pull my mouth from his only to find myself begging, “Oh god! More, Daddy, please!”

I’m pleading and I know it, but I don’t care. I need him thrusting inside of me.

John gives me exactly what I need. He pushes his fingers so deep I feel the sharp burn straight to my toes, but even then, my hips grind down on his hand, coating him with my release.

“That’s it, baby girl, come for Daddy.” His mouth slides over mine again, this time slowly, teasingly. He nips at my lower lip as the last wave of shudders pass through my body.

Slowly, he leans down to pull my panties and leggings back up, gently running his hand over my rounded ass. I lean against my desk for support, completely shattered after the intense orgasm I just had. I know, after that, no boy my age is ever going to make me come like John just did. And I know that this is only the beginning.
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Chapter Five
John








I know exactly what she needs as her body clamps down like a vise around my fingers. But I can’t fuck her yet. Not here. Not with her parents just down the hall. If I did, there would be no way of hiding what we were doing. Instead, I slide two fingers back inside her entrance and press deep as she spasms.

Her panting breaths are followed by a moan, and I can barely hold myself back from lowering her to the bed. “That’s it, baby. Come for Daddy.”

Having her call me Daddy came out of nowhere. It’s not a desire I’ve ever had before but hearing it fall from her lips turns me on like nothing else ever has. I want her to call me Daddy. I want her to scream it in her release.

Her hips thrust against my hand, and soft mewls of pleasure fall from her lips as she coats my hand with wetness. I want to fall to my knees and lick it from her skin, but I know once I do, I won’t be able to stop.

I cover her mouth with mine again, slowly tasting her. And when her mouth opens eagerly under mine, I moan as my dick twitches back to life.

Shit, much more of this and I will take her on that frilly little bed of hers. I’m close to losing control and I have to force myself to pull back. Fuck, I’ll never get enough of this. I’ll never get enough of her. She’s so fucking responsive to my touch, I want more.

Hell, I want it all.

Blowing out a slow breath I kneel in front of her and slide her panties and leggings back up. I can’t keep myself from cupping her rounded bottom as I imagine how it’ll shake as I pound into her from behind. It won’t be long before I take her like that. My dick twitches again and I growl softly under my breath. I have to get out of here before I do something really stupid.

Fastening my pants, I move closer to Jasmine as she leans against her desk. Her legs are shaking, and I can’t help the satisfied smile that tilts my lips as I cup her jaw.

“I have to go talk to your father.” She gives me a little nod and sucks her bottom lip between her teeth, “Are you okay, baby girl?” I search her face in concern.

She gives another quick nod.

Tilting her chin up, I force her to meet my gaze, “I need words, Jasmine.”

“I’m okay. I’m just…surprised.”

“Surprised about?” I watch her closely. I don’t want this to be something she regrets.

Her brows draw together, “You’ve never done anything like this before. You’ve never looked at me like you wanted me, never made any kind of move toward me. I guess I’m just… confused.” She sighs.

My fingers stroke her cheek, “And you’re wondering why now.”

“Yes.” Her eyes meet mine unflinchingly.

“Because now, I can.” I pause, gathering my words. “You don’t know how many times I’ve imagined this over the last few months. You’re mine, Jasmine. You always will be.”

Leaning down, I take her mouth with mine again for a soft kiss. “I’ve got to go talk to your Dad.”

“Okay.”

With one last look, I walk out of her room and down the hall.

“You and Jasmine straighten things out?” Karen asks from the kitchen as I head to the patio door.

“Yeah, we did.”

If she only knew how we had worked things out. I should feel guilty for what we just did but I don’t. Jasmine is mine. Her parents will probably hate me for what I’ve done and what I’m going to do, but there’s no stopping this.

The minute I realized that I was the only man that had ever touched her, our fates were sealed.

“Good. I don’t like it when you two are at odds with each other.” She stirs the pan at the stove and smiles at me. “Steve’s out back waiting on you. Want a beer to take out? I think he’ll be ready for another too.”

“Sure.” I grab two beers from the fridge and walk outside.

“About time.” Steve grins at me from where he sits on the deck, “Jasmine giving you hell?”

I chuckle, “My girl likes to keep things interesting.”

“That she does.” He pops open the beer I hand to him and takes a quick swallow, “I wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Sure.” I sit in the chair next to him and take a sip of my beer.

He sighs, “You know Karen and I are leaving in a couple of days.”

I give him a grin, “Second honeymoon, I remember.”

He grunts, “Ridiculous waste of money but Karen wants it.” He shrugs, “I want Jasmine to stay with you.”

I still, my muscles tensing, “Come again?”

“I want Jasmine to stay at your place. There are too many things that could happen to her here alone and I don’t trust that little snot-nosed football player that’s been sniffing around.”

I almost choke on my beer, “She’s eighteen, Steve. She’s an adult.”

He sighs, “I know that, but she’s still my baby. Will you let her stay with you while we’re gone? It would help Karen and me relax.”

“You know I will.” I feel a twinge of guilt at his words but push them away. I’d have her all to myself for two weeks. And in those two weeks, I’d make sure she never wanted to leave.




OceanofPDF.com


Chapter Six
Jasmine
















Classes the next day are absolute hell. I have John as my homeroom teacher, my study hall teacher, my math teacher, and my after-hours math lab tutor. That’s three out of five classes and the math lab after those.

Every time I turn a corner, he’s there, watching me with those dark hungry eyes. And I can’t help but smile when his gaze runs longingly down my body. It’s proof that he’s thinking of yesterday just as much as I am.

I’d never thought about it before, but now I’m wondering if he didn’t have a hand in what schedule I got. Did he handpick my schedule this year just to keep an eye on me? It’s a random thought but it takes root and I’m almost sure that’s exactly what he did.

But that would be crazy, right? Did men do things like that?

After my last class, I stop at my locker to drop off my books and find Conner waiting for me. For the first time all year, it irritates me.

“I thought you were coming to Jason’s party last night.” He says as he leans against the lockers, “I waited for you.” His tone is almost accusing, and it rakes across my nerves.

Pushing down my annoyance, I arch a brow, “I never said I was going, Conner. Besides, that dick pic you sent to me was crude and unwelcome. If I had wanted to see your dick, I would have asked. Plus, you sent it when I was in the car with Uncle John. He wasn’t any happier about it than I was. In fact, he explicitly forbade me to go to that party.”

His eyes widen then glance over my shoulder where John’s standing at the math lab door glaring at him, “No shit? He saw that?”

“Yes, he did. You know how protective he is. It wasn’t very smart to send that when you knew I was riding in a car with him.” I grab the notebook for my math lab and close my locker, “And now I doubt he’s going to let me out of his sight until I leave for college.”

At least I hoped he wouldn’t.

A deep voice speaks from directly behind me making me jump in surprise, “Not even then, Jasmine.”

I glance over my shoulder and meet John’s hot gaze with a knowing smile. He really doesn’t like it when I talk to other men. All of a sudden, the pieces begin to fall together from the past year. All the times he interrupted conversations, all the times he ran boys off. Hell, all the times he picked fights to make me mad. This was why.

He doesn’t glance away from me, but his next words are for Conner, “Don’t you have somewhere to be, Conner?”

I practically hear Conner’s fearful gulp and my lip twitches.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then I suggest you get there and leave my girl alone.”

My pulse hammers through my veins and wetness floods between my thighs at the authoritative tone. Why had I never noticed the possessiveness in his voice before?

“Jasmin? Go to the lab, please.” Rough and tightly controlled, his voice sends hot shivers down my spine.

“Yes, sir.” I turn away from Conner without a backward glance and go into the math lab. Unlike yesterday, it never occurs to me to disobey him.

He follows quickly behind me, and I hear the door close, but I don’t turn around to face him. I’m too focused on all the empty tables. The usual twenty or so kids are missing. No one’s here but the two of us.

My pulse picks up but it’s not until I hear the snick of the lock being fixed in place that my heart begins to pound in my chest. Slowly, I turn to face him.

“Math lab is canceled for today.” He says low and deep as he moves closer, his eyes slowly moving down my body. A shiver races up my spine as his gaze heats my skin. The hungry look on his face has my breath catching in my throat and I suck in a quick breath.

“Then what are we still doing here?” I think I already know the answer, but I want to hear him say it. I want to know he’s as affected by this need between us as I am.

“We’re still here because I can’t wait until I get you home. I’ve been watching your tight little body bounce around the halls all day, and do you know what that does to me?” He doesn’t wait for me to answer, “It makes me hungry. So, to answer your question, I’m not waiting anymore. I’m going to get a taste of that sweet little pussy and we’re going to see how quiet you can be.”

His hand lifts and his finger begins to trace the low neckline of my tank top, skimming over my oversensitive skin, making me shudder.

My lips pull down in a frown, “You’re not going to fuck me today?”

He chuckles softly at the disappointment in my voice and leans in to run his lips down my neck, then he presses his lips to my ear, “Oh, I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you so well you aren’t going to be able to walk straight for a week, but that’s for later.”

Slowly his fingers begin popping open the buttons of my tank top, “Do you know what your father wanted to talk to me about yesterday?”

I can barely hear what he’s saying over the pounding of my heart, and I struggle to answer, “I assumed it was about his trip with Mom.” My voice comes out breathless as his fingers continue to pop buttons open, his calloused fingers brushing the skin of my abdomen. He pauses at the last button right above the waistband of my short skirt and I moan softly in anticipation.

“It was.” His hand slides back up over my ribs, cupping the weight of my breasts before flicking the front clasp of my bra and opening it. “Fuck, your tits are amazing.”

My D-size breasts bounce as he pulls the tank top and bra straps down my arms, letting them fall to the ground before grasping my waist. Carefully, he lifts me to sit on the high table, my breasts now level with his mouth.

My eyes widen as his warm breath blows across my nipple, and it tightens into a hard nub. At the sight of it, he growls low in his throat before giving it a slow flick of his tongue. Heat rushes through my veins at the rough caress even as my vaginal muscles clench in anticipation of what’s to come. I don’t have to wait long before he leans in and wraps his lips around the stiff peak.

The hard pull of his mouth sends sparks shooting from my nipple straight down to my clit, causing it to throb dully with an aching need. I arch toward him, tangling my fingers in the hair at the back of his neck, holding him there as a deep moan is wrenched from my lips.

Shit that feels good.

Pulling back, he bites the reddened nub, and the mixture of pleasure and pain forces a gasp from my lips. “He wants you to stay with me until they get back. I guess they don’t like the idea of you staying alone.”

My back arches as he moves to my other breast, “I’m going to stay with you? At your house?” I ask breathlessly.

He hums against my nipple in agreement then moves to run his tongue lower across my ribs, “For the next two weeks you’re going to be under my roof, under my control, and doing exactly as I tell you.”

“Then take me home and fuck me, Daddy.” I gasp, almost begging, as his lips slide over my skin.

He groans and pushes the hem of my skirt up, “Not just yet.”

I barely get out a protest before he slides my panties down my legs and pushes my thighs wide. “What…? Oh fuck!”

His lips cover my clit, his tongue stroking it and I have to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming out my pleasure. The sensations are too strong, the need too much and the warm heat of his mouth has my body pulsing with desire. Opening my thighs wider, I moan loudly.

“You’re wet for me.” His dark eyes pierce into mine, “Lay back, Jasmine.”

I do as he asks, and his hands slip under my thighs, lifting me to his waiting mouth. I gasp as his tongue thrusts into me. “Oh, God! John!” My back bows off the table, angling my hips higher.

I need more. My body is on fire, my core spasms around his tongue, and still, he continues to slowly thrust in and out of my entrance before tracing my clit with his finger. I shudder and jerk upward, trying to move against his mouth only to be held immobile by his hands.

I whimper at the torture.

His tongue continues to thrust into me, teasing and licking until I can feel my muscles pulling tight ready to explode. But just as I hit the edge of that release, he pulls back to nip at the inside of my thigh.

“So fucking wet and tight. I was going to wait until I got you home, but I need to be inside of you.”

Suddenly, he’s leaning over me even as his fingers moved to unbutton his slacks. When his lips cover mine, I can taste myself on him and it only makes me hotter. My abdomen clenches tightly again.

This was it. He was going to fuck me.

I tense with nervousness.

His kiss is demanding, claiming me in a way I’d only dreamed of. And then I feel his cock nudge against the sensitive flesh of my opening.

“This pretty little pussy is mine, little girl,” He groans as he holds my hip still for his invasion, “Every fucking part of you is mine.” He begins to push slowly inside.

The stretch and burn are a mixture of pain and pleasure. One that isn’t exactly unpleasant. “Oh God, John!”

“Easy, baby.” He pushes in further until I can feel him nudging at my virginal wall.

I pant out a moan, “It’s not going to fit. You’re too big.” The stretch is sharp, almost painful now and I can feel apprehension fill me.

“You can take me. Your body was made for mine.” He gives one quick thrust, spearing through the wet, fisted grip of my pussy, breaking through the barrier there. Sharp pain spears through me and my hips buck under him at the sensation.

I suck in a sharp breath, but he doesn’t stop to let me adjust. He continues to press into me. Driving his hard length deeper inside, stretching my tender flesh until it molds around his hot length. 

I jerk under him again, my hips arching and he slides in to the hilt, the pulse and throb of his hard cock echoing through my body.

“Fuck, baby girl.” He curses; his voice rough as he fights for control. “You’re so fucking tight I could come now.” He pauses, “Are you on birth control?”

Moaning I shake my head, “No.” My words come out on a pant, “You’ll have to pull out.”

He sucks in a breath, and I swear I feel his cock get even harder as he begins to rock slowly inside of me, “Fuck no, I’m not pulling out, sweetheart. I’m going to fill this tight little pussy with my come. And then I’m going to do it again and again.”

I still, my gaze widening as I meet his hungry eyes. He doesn’t know what he’s saying, “John, I’ll get pregnant.”             

“I’m fucking planning on it.” He thrust again, harder this time, as if the thought of me getting pregnant turns him on, “I told you; you’re mine, Jasmine. And I plan on filling this sweet little pussy as much as I can.”

He begins a hard, driving rhythm inside of me, the pleasure and pain tearing through my body, making me moan his name loudly.

“Harder, John.”

“You want more, little girl?” He yanks my hips closer to the end of the table and holds me still as he pounds into me. His cock nudges at the bundle of nerves deep inside and I gasp, my thighs instantly widening to take him deeper. “Fuck yes, Jasmine. Just like that, take all of me.”

He thrusts again, rubbing that delicious spot over and over as my body shudders under him. Three strokes in, each one harder and deeper than the last, and I explode. The orgasm tears through my body, and I scream out his name, my body shaking, tensing, convulsing as I fight the strength of the release.

He groans, his strokes speeding up as he fucks me through my orgasm, then with one last profound thrust he holds himself deep inside as his seed bursts from his cock, coating my womb as my pussy spasms around him.

“Mine, Jasmine. You’re all fucking mine.” He groans into my ear as he buries his lips at my neck.
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Still rock-hard after the best orgasm of my life, I have every intention of helping her up and taking her home. At least I do until I look down and see my come dripping from her tiny entrance.

Slowly I trace the tiny opening with my finger, watching as it clenches needily. My cock twitches with renewed energy.

Fuck me. That is the sexiest sight I have ever seen.

I gently pull her down to stand on her feet then turn her to face my desk behind us, “Bend over and put your hands on the desk.”

“John, I can’t…” She starts to protest, but I give her round ass a sharp smack, interrupting her.

“Now, Jasmine.”

She does as I command, her gorgeous ass sticking up in the air. She looks so perfect in this position I can’t help rubbing my palms over the smooth skin and squeezing the round globes before I spread them apart. Fuck, she’s gorgeous.

Her sweet little cunt is still dripping my come and her tiny pucker winks at me from right above it. Soon, I’ll take that hole too but not right now. Right now, I need inside that sweet little pussy so I can fill her again.

“Hold on to the desk, baby.” I wait until she wraps her fingers around the edges in a white-knuckled grip. She’s lying flat, stretched out over the smooth surface with her legs spread apart when I grip my cock and rub it over her dripping hole.

She gasps and pushes herself up on her toes. The movement lifts that perfect ass even higher and I don’t hesitate to notch my cock at her entrance. Gritting my teeth, I slowly slide in and curse softly as her muscles tighten around my shaft.

Shit, she’s going to kill me.

Leaning over her, I cover her hands with mine and thrust hard and deep. She’s so wet from my come I slide in to the hilt and tap against her back wall.

Fuck!

She feels too good wrapped around my cock, and I groan as I pin her under my body.

She gasps, “John, it’s too much. You’re too deep. Pull back, please.” Her voice stutters as I thrust again, harder this time.

I can’t stop, not now. I thrust again, “Widen your legs for me, baby.”

She does and I slip just a little further inside, fucking perfect. Easing up I dip my finger into her wetness then trace it over her puckered star. At first, she tenses at the unfamiliar feeling but then I feel her ass press back against me as she gasps softly.

Fuck, my girl likes that.

The knowledge floods me and slowly I rim the small opening even as I fuck the depths of her pussy. When her body relaxes, I press against the tight little hole until it flowers open for me, and I hear her take in a shaky breath.

“Soon, Daddy’s going to fuck this little hole too, and you’re going to love it, baby.” I press my finger deeper, stretching her slowly, “So fucking tight, I can’t wait to feel it around my cock.”

“Your cock won’t fit there, Daddy.” Her words come out with a gasp as I thrust harder into her pussy.

“It’ll hurt at first.” I warn her, matching the thrust of my finger with the thrust of my cock, “But then it’ll turn into the most exquisite pain you’ve ever felt.”

She pushes back against me, taking both my cock and finger harder, “Fuck me, Daddy. Please.”

The pleading sound of her voice makes my cock throb, and I can’t remember a time that I’ve been this hot and ready to fuck. I want to plunge my cock as deep as I can. I want to slam it inside her, claim her with a fucking so lustful that she will find it impossible to leave me.

Pulling out of her, I flip her over to her back and plunge back inside as I cover her body with mine.

“You want to be fucked little girl?” I growl into her ear as her legs wrap around my waist.

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck me. Please.” Her breath comes out in a hard pant.

Sliding my hands under her arms, I wrapped them over her shoulders to hold her still, “Daddy’s going to fuck you so good, baby.”

I surge inside of her, working my cock deeper with stiff, hard strokes that have her gasping. “God, Jasmine! Fuck, you’re so damned tight. Too damned tight.”

With a cry, she arches her hips and I feel my cock tap her back wall again. For one second, I think I can hold on to the control I need not to fuck her like an animal. But then she turns her head and nips my earlobe between her teeth.

“More, Daddy.”

Tightening my grip on her shoulders I began to fuck her with all the desperation I’ve felt for the last year. I cover her mouth with mine, plunging my tongue past her lips and pound into the fist-tight depths of her pussy.

She's tight. So fucking tight that she grips me like a silken vise, the walls of her pussy dragging over my cock and pushing me closer to my release.

I can’t hold back and when she cries out, begging me for more, I lose all control. A ragged groan fills my throat as I begin hammering inside of her. Quick, deep thrusts that have her gasping.

I feel her muscles tighten around my shaft and shudder. She was close.

“Come for me, baby.”

She bucks under me, her breath coming in short pants, and I raise my head to watch those incredible eyes of hers turn silver. Her lips part and a cry escapes her as her sweet pussy clamps down on my cock like the tightest fist. Her body begins to shudder and convulse.

Wetness coats my cock at her release, her pussy gripping and sucking at my hard cock until I can feel my come rising up my shaft. I thrust deeper, determined to thrust into the very heart of her womb as I spill every drop of come I have into the flexing depths of her pussy.

On a groan I shudder, pressing my lips to hers.
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I glance over at John as we get in the car to leave. “What happens now?”

I hate the insecure sound of my voice, but I need to know where exactly I stand with him. Was this a one-time thing? I know he said that he wanted more than that, but it could have just been the lust talking.

He reaches over and threads his fingers through mine, “Now we go home. Tomorrow, you come to my house, and I get to fuck you all over again.” He leans over and covers my mouth with his in a kiss that rocks through my body. It’s slow and deep, his tongue sliding over mine possessively.

He pulls back and starts the car as I try to slow my breathing. It’s only been minutes since he was inside me and I already want him again. What the hell has he done to me?

As we pull into the driveway, I’m surprised to see my Mom and Dad loading the car with their luggage. They weren’t supposed to leave until tomorrow. I glance at John and share a confused look with him. Obviously, he doesn’t know why they’re packing the car either. Grabbing my bookbag I open the door and step out.

“I thought you weren’t leaving until tomorrow.” I ask as I approach them.

Mom looks at me, then at my father, “I know it’s short notice, but we thought since this was your last day at school your father and I could leave a little early. Driving at night is always easier without all the traffic.”

I push my excitement down and turn to John, “I can stay here tonight by myself if you want one more night of freedom.”

His eyes practically glow they’re burning so bright, “And have you sneak in one last party? Not a chance. Go get your things.”

I give an exaggerated huff and head toward the house trying not to bounce with excitement. I don’t have to wait until tomorrow. In less than an hour, he’ll be all mine. I bite my lip to hold in the giggle that’s tickling my throat.

I wince a little as I go up the front steps. I’m a little sore but it’s not as bad as I thought it would be. He was pretty rough for my first time. I grin at the ache, a hot bath will probably work wonders, but I’ll wait until I get to John’s for that. I like the feeling of his come coating my inner thighs too much to want to wash it off.

Going into my room, I head straight to my closet and start pulling out my clothes. Then I pause when I look at what I’ve chosen. Nope, no leggings or pants. I toss the stack down on the floor and look through what’s left.

I need short dresses and skirts, not tight jeans that are hard to pull off. I want to be as accessible to him as possible while I’m there. A wicked smile tugs at my lips as I go to my underwear drawer. I’d always loved silk and lace, and now it was going to be useful. I wonder absently how John will like the naughty nighties I’ve picked up over the last year.

I stuff them in my bag knowing if I get to put them on, it won’t be for long. I even grabbed my small vibrator from the back of the drawer, thinking it might just be fun to play with while he watches.

Once I’m done, I zip the duffle bag and head back outside. My parents and John are waiting next to their car, and I hand my bag to John as my mother fusses.

“I’m sorry for leaving you here by yourself, Jasmine.” She looks over at my Dad with a frown. “We should take you with us. It could be a family trip. One last hurrah before you head off to college.”

I roll my eyes, “Mom, I’m eighteen. I’m an adult, I can handle you being away for a couple of weeks. Besides, John’s here. You know I can’t get into any trouble with him around.” I bite the inside of my cheek. If they only knew what kind of trouble I was already in with him. “And, you and Dad have planned this vacation for the last six months. It’s your second honeymoon, remember?”

“I know, I know. But you’re still my baby.” She sniffles, “And I’ve never left you alone before.”

I roll my eyes at Dad, “Will you please get her out of here? She’s acting like I’m five.”

My Dad laughs, “Come on, Karen. Give the kid some space. She’s going to love hanging out with John for the next few weeks. He has the pool and hot tub; it will be her first vacation without us around. Let her live it up.”

I hold in a snort. Oh, I definitely plan to live it up. I plan to live it up so much he never wants me to leave.

“Fine, but you call me if anything happens.” She pulls me into a hug, then gets into the car.

John and I wave at them as they pull out of the driveway, then he turns toward me, “Now I have you all to myself, baby girl.”

I take a step closer, nearly pressing myself against his chest, and look up into his eyes, “And what are you going to do with me?”

Reaching up he fists my hair and pulls my head back further before leaning down and nipping at my bottom lip, “I’m going to take you home and fuck you all night. Get in the car.”

Grinning, I slide in and close the door.

John only lives a couple of miles away from my house and within minutes we’re pulling into his driveway. As I get out of the car, he pops the trunk and grabs my bag.

“Are you hungry, baby girl?” He asks as he unlocks the door and opens it for me.

I shake my head. I’m hungry but not for food.

A second later he pushes me against the door we just walked through.

“Good. We can eat later.” His mouth is over mine a second later, his tongue plunging into my mouth with a groan. He pulls back and stares at me with those dark intense eyes, “Are you sore?”

“Not too bad. I’m sure I’ll be sorer after these two weeks are up. Think you’ll mind …” He interrupts me before I can finish.

“Let’s get something straight, little girl. You’re not going anywhere. When these two weeks are up, we’ll sit down with your parents and have a talk. But, you won’t be going back to that house.” He lifts my shirt over my head and drops it to the floor before sliding his hands up my rib cage to my bra. I shiver at his touch and moan as the clasp pops open and he pulls it down my arms. “God, I love that sexy little moan of yours.”

He wastes no time pulling the rest of my clothes off and as I lean against the door naked, he pulls his shirt over his head and throws it on top of the pile.

My eyes run over his chest and abdomen. I knew he was hot but damn. The man was pure muscle, he even had that sexy little V at his waist.

Yanking his pants open and down his legs he gives me a knowing smirk, “Like what you see?”

“Yes.” I don’t hesitate.

He steps closer, cornering me against the door and when his hot skin presses against my chest I give another soft moan. Lifting me, he pins me to the door as his mouth covers mine in a deep and hungry kiss.

God, I want to climb this man like a tree.

Wrapping my arms around his neck, I hold on as I feel his hand slide over my bottom before he reaches between my legs. His middle finger parts the lips of my pussy, flicking my clit, and then, finally, slides into me. I moan, my head falling back against the door with a soft thud.

“You’re already so wet for me,” He whispers against my ear. “So fucking ready for me to take you again.”

“I get wet every time you touch me.”

I close my eyes when he presses deeper, his teeth grazing the skin of my neck. I love knowing that he wants me. I love that he’s going to keep fucking me even though we both know he shouldn’t. And I absolutely love that he plans on keeping me here with him.

He pulls his hand back and slowly slides two fingers inside me. He’s stretching my still tender opening and I bite my lip at the combination of pleasure and pain it causes. But instead of pulling back, I tilt my hips toward him for more. I love that sharp little prick of pain mixed in and I wonder if there’s something strange about that. I shouldn’t like it, should I?

My contemplation falls away as he pulls back then presses deep inside of me again and the pleasure/pain snakes through my veins a second time. I can feel myself getting wetter by the second. 

“This time,” He says roughly, “I want to hear you scream for me, baby girl.”

“Someone might hear me,” I whisper, my eyes falling closed at the sensations rushing through my body.

He nips my neck with his teeth, “I want everyone to hear you.”

I moan as he pulls his fingers away from my entrance and I tilt my hips wanting him to fill me again. He chuckles as he notches his cock against the small opening.

“So fucking greedy.” He growls, then thrusts the tip inside. I pull in a sharp breath as I feel my body stretch around the head of his cock.

Tightening my grip around his neck I hold on as he thrusts again, pushing his cock inside my tight entrance. Buried to the hilt, he doesn’t pause when I gasp at the intrusion, he keeps pumping inside me, his rhythm slow but brutal. Slowly he pulls out to the tip and then slams back into me hard enough to shake the door I’m against.

“Each time I want to take you slowly,” he says. “To show you how good it can be between us, but as soon as your little pussy grips me tight, I can’t stop. I have to pound into you until I feel you squeezing my cock.”

“I don’t need gentle.”

“You like it hard, baby girl?” He thrusts into me again, making me gasp.

“Fuck, yes. I want you to take me like this as often as you want. Anytime you want. Anywhere you want.”

“Shit, Jasmine,” He groans against my ear, his speed picking up as he pumps into me, “You want to be my little fuck toy?”

“And you can be mine.”

“I’ll always be yours.” John slides his arms under my thighs and his hands grip my ass as he continues his assault on my body. This position is even better. With my hips tilted toward him, his cock slides over that bundle of nerves deep inside with every movement of his hips. I grip him tighter, moaning into his ear.

“There, Daddy. Right there.” My breath catches, “Oh, God! I’m going to come.”

John growls low in his throat at my words and his pace quickens. “Come on Daddy’s dick, baby.”

“Oh, God! Daddy…I’m…” My words stutter as I feel my body clamp down hard around his thrusting cock and I scream. I can’t help it. Every piece of my body feels like it’s exploding.

“Fuck yes, baby. Scream for Daddy.” He grunts as he thrusts hard and fast, holding my body to his, forcing his cock deeper than I ever thought possible. With one more plunge, he holds himself as deep as he can get and roars out his release as his cock pulses and jerks inside of me. I shudder as his hot come fills me again.

I continue to hold him tight as he leans into me, his forehead pressed to the door.
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Chapter Nine
Jasmine
















“Are you ready to start college?” John asks me as we mix spaghetti and sauce for dinner.

“Yes and no,” I reply, laying the garlic bread on a pan while I wait for the oven to heat up. “I’m ready for the classes but I don’t really want to live in the dorms. I don’t like the idea of having a roommate.” I shudder, “I’ve heard some horror stories.”             

He turns to me and leans against the counter. “I wanted to talk to you about that. You know my contract with the school is up this year.”

I meet his gaze and arch a brow, “I didn’t know that. Is that a good thing?”

He gives me a smirk, “It is. It means I can leave this school and go to another one.”

He can’t be hinting at what I think he’s hinting at. Why would he want to leave? He’s been at Thomas High School for the last four years and everyone loves him there.

“And that means?” I prompt him when he doesn’t continue.

He takes a few steps closer, crowding me against the counter, “It means that Daddy could take a job closer to your new college.”

My heart skips a beat at the thought, “You want to come with me?”

Leaning in, his lips graze up my neck then whisper in my ear, “I told you, baby girl, you’re mine. Where you go, I go. The way I figure it, I’ll work close to your school, you’ll live with me, and when you’re ready, we’ll start planning our life together.”

I wrap my arms around him and snuggle into his chest, “And Daddy can fuck me anytime he wants.”

“I plan to do just that, little girl.”
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