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Punished for Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Abigail worried about her father. She knew that he owed people lots of money, but she figured there wasn’t much she could do about it.

	Besides, she wanted to start her own life, especially now that she was in college.

	Still, she liked that she was away from all that now. All the calls from collectors, all the URGENT-marked letters that appeared in the mailbox on the daily.

	But what she liked being most away from where the loan sharks and their goons who would show up at the door.

	There was one in particular, though, that always stuck in her mind. His name was Colin. He was about her dad’s age, and a total bad ass.

	Lots of tattoos. Lots of muscles. He was a friendly enough guy, so long as you stayed on his good side.

	He used to come over and share a beer with her dad, and he’d always have something nice to say to Abigail.

	Usually something about how hot he thought she looked. Her dad didn’t like this, but Abigail often preened at the attention.

	More than that.

	There’d been a few times when, deep in the privacy of the dead of night, she’d spread her thighs open beneath her covers and tease her little clit until her entire body went rigid with the pleasure.

	She thought about Colin. About him taking her and doing, well, whatever the hell he felt like.

	Her favorite fantasy was of Colin offering her dad a trade: get rid of his loan note for one night alone with his pretty co-ed daughter.

	Her dad would say no, of course. Then Abigail would come in and tell him not to worry, that she’d take care of this.

	Then Colin would take her somewhere and punish her for her father’s sins. Most of that punishing would come in the form of his thick, heavy member pounding deep into her tight young cunt.

	Abigail just had to think about what it might feel like to stretch out around him to make herself come and completely soak her panties. Usually she left a bit of a wet spot on the sheet of her dormitory bed, too.

	She even toyed with the idea of bringing the idea up with Colin herself. 

	Of course, this was all a fantasy. A deep fantasy that she kept hidden from everyone. Women these days weren’t supposed to want to get used like that, to offer themselves up like that.

	That didn’t keep her from thinking it was super fucking hot, though.

	Where were all the man’s man types? The ones who knew a woman liked to be thrown around a bit in bed and told what to do?

	Not at her school, she knew that much at least.

	So that Friday she gave her dad the customary weekly call.

	“Hello?” her dad said.

	“Hey, daddy! Just wanted to call you up and see how things are going,” Abigail said while she sat on the edge of her dorm bed. 

	She twirled one finger in a long blonde lock of her hair in an absent motion.

	Her dad sighed on the other end of the line, “They’re going.”

	Abigail picked up on his tone right away. Things usually weren’t great when she called, but this sounded worse.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked, her heart speeding up.

	“Nothing, sweetie. Nothing for you to worry about,” he replied.

	“We can talk about it when I get home,” she told him.

	He paused on the other end, not even breathing. Abigail could feel the tension. “You probably shouldn’t come home. It’s… not a good time.”

	She jumped up from the bed, heart pounding even more. She didn’t notice that, though. Her pussy throbbed like someone had a rough thumb rubbing hard circles around her clit.

	“It’s Colin, isn’t it? He’s threatening you again,” she said.

	“This isn’t your problem,” he replied.

	She couldn’t think straight. All she could think about was how this could be her chance to make her fantasy a reality.

	“I’m not going to let you go through this alone!” she said. Then she ended the call before he could object, setting the phone down in her lap.

	She raced back home, taking a bus and a cab to get there.

	She got there before anyone showed up. These types of people liked to come after dark. Not as many eyes to see what they did to people who didn’t pay up when they needed to.

	She and her dad argued back and forth a while, but she refused to leave.

	And then there wasn’t any more point in arguing, because someone banged a heavy fist against the door.

	Her dad told her not to say anything and answered the door. Abigail watched their shadows in the foyer from the hallway.

	It was Colin all right. She recognized his voice.

	Then he gave her dad a hard shove, sending him crashing into the coat rack.

	Abigail rushed in, flinging herself onto Colin’s back. He was so big and strong. She loved the smell of him.

	“Leave him alone!” she said.

	Colin grabbed her and flung her hard against the wall and pinned her in place. She groaned.

	“Look who it is!” Colin said, “Little Miss Tightass herself.” He looked at her dad, “I told you what was going to happen if you didn’t give me what you owed.”

	“No,” her dad said, “Don’t! Leave her out of this! She doesn’t owe you anything!”

	Colin gave her a hungry a look up and down, eying her youthful body and her tight curves. Her pussy trembled. She was so fucking wet already.

	“I’m going to get what’s owed to me, one way or another,” Colin said, looking into her face and grinning cruelly.

	She kept quiet, trying to stifle her little moans. She felt like a bitch in heat, ready to put her ass into the air for him and let him pound all that frustration out inside of her.

	“No!” her dad said.

	She looked at him, “It’s okay, daddy. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.”

	Colin just grunted. Then he picked her up and threw her body over his shoulder like she weight nothing, one hand resting on her ass.

	“You better not interrupt,” he told her dad.

	Then he carried her upstairs. They reached the master and he threw her down onto the bed.

	“I hope you like it rough, young lady,” he said.

	“Please…” Abigail groaned.

	Then he sat down on the bed beside her and grabbed her, throwing her across his lap. Her body trembled with need.

	Yes… she thought. It was finally, actually happening!

	He spanked her. Hard. The impact like a whip crack. She hissed, arching her back. He spanked her again and again, until her ass stung.

	He yanked up her skirt so that only her panties covered her. Then he covered her exposed flesh in red hand prints from more spankings.

	“I always thought you had a nice ass,” he said, cupping first one cheek and then the other. His fingers were large and strong.

	Then his hand started sliding down between her thighs.

	"Oh!" Abigail said as she felt his finger start rubbing at her little pussy. She moaned as he found her wetness. The moan continued when she felt him start to harden against her stomach. That was big, too.

	She squirmed in his lap.

	"You’re daddy did something bad, and you need to understand that. Now, why don't you show me that you understand? Unless you want me to spank you again, young lady!"

	He pressed the tip of his finger against her entrance, only her thin panties keeping him from slipping into her and discovering just how wet she'd gotten. She felt the walls of her pussy tremble. All she knew was that she didn't want to get spanked any more. Her cheeks stung still.

	"Okay, sir," Abigail said.

	Colin patted her back, "I thought you understood."

	Then he pulled her underwear aside. Her legs spread apart for him. Abigail grabbed onto one of his calves with both hands as she felt his fingers play over the smooth lips of her pussy. She kept herself shaved bald for cheerleading.

	"Oh..." Abigail moaned as he trailed one fingertip through her slick little slit.

	When he reached her opening, he pushed in. Abigail arched her ass higher into the air, making his finger sink deeper into her. He rubbed at her wet walls, exciting her nerves and making her tighten around him. 

	Her pussy made wet sounds around his finger as she writhed on his lap. 

	Then he pulled it out of her. She'd coated him in a glistening layer of her juices, which he sucked off. His hard cock throbbed against her firm, flat stomach as he relished her taste.

	When he finished cleaning himself, Colin helped Abigail up off his lap. Her knees felt a little weak as she stood trembling in front of him. With her off him, his stiff shaft pressed against his slacks, eager to get out. Abigail flushed again when she looked at his hardness. Her nipples pressed against her blouse, so hard that they ached.

	Colin spread his legs apart, grabbed her around the waist, and pulled her between his thighs. He had deft fingers for such large hands, and they unbuttoned her blouse quickly. She panted as he pushed the blouse back. Those big hands completely engulfed her small breasts, squeezing and massaging them through her bra, making her moan as she leaned in closer.

	Then his hands moved down her stomach. He unzipped her skirt, which fell to the floor around her feet. He slipped her panties down, too. When they fell, he put his fingers between her legs again. He pulled her lips apart, pushing another finger between them.

	"Oh!" Abigail said, almost jumping. He'd rubbed against her clit, and it sent a shock up through her body.

	Pleasuring her with one hand, Colin used the other to undo his belt and unzip his pants. He pulled his throbbing cock out. Grabbing one of her hands, he wrapped her fingers as far as they would go around his girth. His cock felt so hot in her fingers that for a moment all she wanted to do was feel its heat.

	He groaned a little as she started stroking him. She went faster, and his groans increased. She put her other hand around him, too, using both to slide the skin on his shaft up and down, faster and faster.

	She'd already soaked his finger again as he continued rubbing her little erect clit. Her hips gyrated uncontrollably, grinding her pussy harder against his finger.

	"Kiss it," Colin said. 

	He put his hands on her bared shoulders and pushed down. Abigail found herself salivating as she descended to her knees, her mouth right above his cock. 

	She kissed the tip of his shaft, getting his salty precum all over her lips. She salivated as she let her lips part around the large, taut head. Beads of her spit trickled down his shaft, her fingers catching it and rubbing it into his rock hard cock.

	Her little mouth could barely squeeze him in, but he pushed down until he'd filled her. She tried not to gag as she felt him throbbing against the back of her throat. Her hands jerked up and down his length, faster and tighter. She'd drooled on his cock so much that her fingers could move freely on him.

	Finally, he pulled her up off him. Abigail wiped at her mouth, and at the corners of her eyes. Her pussy had gotten so slick that she could feel the wetness between her inner thighs. 

	"Now get up here and sit on my cock," Colin said. 

	"Yes, sir," Abigail said. Her pussy practically vibrated as she thought about having him inside her. 

	She started to climb up onto him, but he stopped her. Then he turned her around so that her back was to him. His hands slid down her sides to rest on the flare of her hips for a moment. 

	Then he picked her up. She spread her legs apart and moaned as she felt his hard shaft rub against the lips of her pussy. 

	Abigail leaned her head back against Colin's shoulder, arching her back. Colin held her up by her ass, his big, strong hands cupping her firmly. His cock stayed so hard for her that neither of them needed to hold it as he started lowering her down.

	Abigail reached around behind her, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling his mouth down against her throat as she felt the head of his cock bump against her.

	Her jaw dropped and she cried out as she felt her pussy open up around him. His cock trembled against that tightness, stiffening even more.

	They both moaned as she sank down onto him. Abigail gasped as the walls of her cunt gripped him, as though trying to keep herself from sliding any farther down his pole than she already had.

	But he was too hard, and he didn't stop her from sinking down onto him. His fingers clutched at her ass while his lips kissed her neck, giving her the occasional nibble. 

	Finally, she stopped moving, her ass trapping his hands between their bodies. Her toes started to curl, and she pulled her knees up. 

	God, she thought, I can't believe he got his whole cock in me!

	The heat coming off his stiff shaft was intense. Her pussy responded by getting tighter and wetter around him.

	"You like it, don't you?" Colin whispered into her ear.

	Abigail didn't think she could talk, so she nodded. Her hips started gyrating against his body, rubbing his cock around inside her.

	"Tell me!" Colin said.

	He started lifting her up. Her pussy left his cock totally soaking in her juices. Her passage strained around him as she felt all the ridges and bulges along his length pushing against her.

	She tried to talk, opening her mouth as she felt her opening straining around the head of his shaft.

	"Tell me!" he said again, letting her drop.

	Their bodies slammed together, his cock forcing her walls apart again as he filled her cunt with his throbbing, hot shaft for a second time. She could feel her tightness forcing the skin on his member down.

	"Tell me!" Colin growled, lifting her up.

	"I like it!" Abigail screamed as he dropped her down his length again. She'd gotten so wet for him that his girth slid in and out of her tightness with ease. 

	His cock flexed at her words. Then he couldn't seem to control himself. He bounced her up and down on his lap, their bodies slapping wetly together as her moans grew more intense and her pussy clenched up around him.

	Then Colin buried himself balls deep in her, wrapping his arms around her waist. She had to let go of his neck as he stood up, holding their bodies together. Spinning around, he pushed her down against the bed. 

	Grabbing her by the hips, Colin fucked her again. He couldn't even blink as he watched how her tightness pulled at the skin on his thick cock.

	Now that she could put her feet on the floor, Abigail arched her ass higher into the air for him. She felt how that shortened her passage, made her grip at him more. Her toes tried to curl against the floor as he fucked her closer and closer to her climax.

	"Cum for me, Abigail. Cum on my cock and show me that you've learned to not disrespect me like your daddy."

	Yes, sir, she said in her mind.

	She couldn't say it out loud because her mouth was busy crying out for him to fuck her harder as she came on him, just like he’d ordered.

	Colin felt her walls start convulsing around him. Groaning, he thrust himself all the way into her. He was so hot and hard. It felt so good as the wave of sexual bliss washed through her body, leaving nerves and muscles trembling in its wake as she gripped his cock so tightly that he couldn't have pulled out of her even if he'd wanted to.

	"God!" Colin said, throwing his head back.

	"Yes!" Abigail cried, her climax renewing as she felt his cock stiffen and swell inside of her.

	A moment later, it pulsed and throbbed against her gripping walls. She got hotter as his cum spurted hard against the back of her pussy. His whole body flexed each time, and his fingers squeezed her hips. 

	Colin pushed into her as much as he could, trying to get her pussy wrapped around as much of his trembling shaft as she could. When his cock stopped pulsing so much, he thrust into her a few more times. She could feel how her pussy milked him, getting every last drop of his cum out.

	The heat of relief flooded her body as she felt her muscles relax. Her head lowered down against the bed. She felt so relaxed that she could fall asleep right then and there. Even the sting from her reddened ass cheeks couldn't stop her.

	Almost absently, she wondered if he'd just gotten her pregnant. She wasn't on anything, and he hadn't used anything. But it had felt far too good to stop. She loved the feeling of his cum inside her. Not that she thought she'd have been able to stop him, even if she wanted.

	Her eyes widened. She'd liked it; she hadn't wanted him to stop at all. Her body shuddered as Colin pulled his still-stiff shaft out of her. It dripped with a mix of his cum and her juices.

	"Now get back downstairs and show your daddy what he made me do," Colin said.

	“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling when she turned away from him. 

	Her whole body buzzed. That had been better than any time she’d imagined it in her dorm room. And what made it even better was that Colin thought he was the one who came up with the idea.

	“Is he all paid up yet?” Abigail said.

	Colin snorted, “I’ll tell you when you’ve paid it off for him. Not get out of here so I can clean up and get out of this dump.”

	Abigail turned away, smiling again. She wondered how many more times she could make this happen.

	



	



Paying the Landlord

	 

	Callie knew that she owed the rent.

	She also knew that this wasn’t the first time she’d owed it. By her count, it was the fourth.

	The first three times, she’d managed to get to money to her landlord, Gerry, within a week or so. He’d been pretty upset.

	But she also knew that he wanted her. Being a good looking girl in this day and age came with its problems, but also its benefits.

	And Callie had used those benefits as much as she could. A little flirty smile here. A touch on the arm there.

	A little bit of that and Gerry backed off, telling her she could get the money to him within a week.

	The second and third time she’d been behind, he’d come with an eviction notice in one hand.

	But he’d backed off.

	It had been almost three weeks since her rent came due. Before long, she’d owe him not one month but two.

	This was a great apartment, too. Close to campus for her classes. Close to the mall where she worked. She really couldn’t give it up.

	But she also couldn’t pay.

	So this time she kept a close eye on the walkway outside her unit. Gerry lived in the last one on the row, within easy view.

	Because she knew this was going to take more than just a little flirting and light touching, she prepared.

	Kept her lower lips nice and bare. Wore a nice thong. That sort of thing.

	It won’t go any farther than a lap dance, she told herself. That would keep Gerry busy for a while, probably going back to his unit to jerk off.

	He wasn’t a bad looking guy or anything. Handsome, even. The type of guy who was handy and kept himself in shape. He was just too old for her. Not quite her dad’s age, she thought. But close enough that he just wasn’t her type.

	But what if he wants it to go farther? She wondered.

	It won’t come to that.

	Then the day came. She caught him walking towards her door, a piece of paper in one hand flapping with the swinging of his arm.

	He looked pissed.

	Callie’s breath caught in her throat. Her stomach tightened up and her heart throbbed against her ribs.

	And she was wet. Something about using her body to pay her bills turned her on.

	He knocked hard knuckles against her door. She opened it and stared up into his stormy face.

	“Here,” he said, thrusting the paper out at her.

	She opened her door wider and stepped aside, not looking at the eviction notice. “Don’t you want to come in?”

	He shook his head, “Not really. Just take this. I’m doing fucking around, Callie.”

	“I’ll take it,” she said,” If you come inside so we can talk about this.”

	Then he saw what she was wearing. Saw the way it hugged at her hips. He swallowed hard. Then he nodded.

	Callie let him in. She couldn’t believe how wet she was. How much this turned her on. 

	But I won’t fuck him, she told herself.

	“I don’t want to hear any of your bullshit anymore. I’ve got a waiting list of people who will pay their rent on time,” Gerry said. They stood in the small living room of the one-bed, one-bath apartment.

	Cassie went up to him and put her hands on his chest. “Can’t we come up with some other… arrangement?”

	He looked down at her. She saw the way his nostrils flared. The way he caught the scent of her young, clean body.

	He swallowed hard again. “The only arrangement I’m interested in is getting your ass out of this unit.”

	She smiled at him devilishly. “My ass? This ass right here?”

	Then she turned around and rubbed her ass against the front of his jeans. He groaned and she felt his cock swell against her.

	“No, Callie…” he said, managing to push her away. But she knew she had him.

	“I know you want me,” she told him.

	Then she turned around and gave him a shove. He sat down heavily on the couch, his shaft bulging against his jeans.

	“Just let me take care of,” she said, crawling up onto his lap, “And then you can take care of our little problem…”

	She rubbed the flushed mound of her pussy against his straining shaft and he groaned. Then she put her hands on his shoulders, wanting a better grip. 

	It was so hot. She thought she might come, too. Gerry was a big guy, down there. Part of her wondered what it might feel like to stretch out around that girth…

	“I love how hard you get for me, Gerry,” she said, looking him in the eye, “Don’t you want to come? I want you to come for me…”

	Then snarled. Her pushed her off him, standing up.

	She stood up, too, confused, “Gerry!”

	Then he grabbed her by the throat with one hand. His fingers tightened until she could take a breath. She grabbed on his forearm, but couldn’t do anything.

	And her pussy was absolutely sopping wet.

	“You think a lap dance is going to cover what you owe? No, that’s not good enough. Not good enough by a long shot. I think you know what I want. And what you want, too. So what’s it going to be, sweetcheeks?”

	“Y… yes…” she gasped out, her vision fading at the edges. He was so strong.

	"That's better," he said, "Shh."

	His fingers loosened so that she could breathe, but she didn't let go of his forearm.

	His free hand caressed her. One finger ran along her jaw, then down her shoulder, pushing the strap of her dress off. Her breathing quickened as he pushed the dress down, letting her perky breasts spill out. Her nipples had already puckered. 

	Gerry's breathing became ragged as he gently squeezed first one breast, then the other. He toyed with her nipples, pinching them lightly and then rubbing his thumb over them. It hurt and left her pussy sopping with need all at once.

	Then he let go of her throat. She gasped as he took one of her nipples in his mouth. His tongue teased around the puckered fresh, and she cried out when he sucked on her. Her legs parted as he slid his hand between her thighs to find how wet and excited she'd become. He groaned.

	That was it, she knew. She could resist him no longer. Her body was clay in his powerful hands, ready to be molded to whatever form he desired. He pushed his middle finger between the lips of her sex, and she soaked him with her need as he rubbed up and down her slit.

	"Gerry," she said, grabbing the back of his head and pulling his face between her breasts. He licked the delicate flesh there, sending little electric shocks through her that she could feel in her fingers and toes. 

	"Touch me," she said, "Take me."

	She'd never wanted a man to fuck her so badly in her entire life. 

	Her pussy yielded to his finger, letting it slip all the way to the knuckle. Her toes curled when he stroked her walls. And she cried out even louder when he put a second finger in.

	"I knew you wanted it," he said, managing to pull his head from between her breasts before he suffocated.

	Then he bit down on her nipple again, hard this time. She gasped at the pain, grabbing at his head, squeezing his black hair between her fingers, but unable to pull him away.

	He started sucking on her at the same time as he stroked her on the inside. Her back arched up, her hips bucking as he excited her with an incredible mixture of pain and pleasure.

	Finally, she managed to pull his lips off her. The nipple throbbed and, had there been enough light, she knew it would be red. 

	"You like it rough," Gerry said, pulling her hands off him, "I know your type. You're so good looking that guys don't know how to handle you. So you end up handling them, when all you really want is for someone to come in, rip your panties down, and fuck you as hard as he wants..."

	He put a third finger into her, and she groaned as her walls stretched out around the added girth. Weakness left her panting for breath, and it felt like the interior of the van had heated up to boiling. Her lips parted as he pushed his fingers deeper into her, guided by her slick, trembling walls.

	"God, it's even warmer than I thought..." he said as he tried to undo the button on his jeans one-handed.

	Callie lunged forward, grabbing his face again. His eyes widened for a moment before their teeth clashed together. His fingers jerked inside her at the sudden pain, and she moaned for him.

	He tried to pull back, but she bit down on his bottom lip. His eyes squeezed shut in pain, and his fingers pushed harder and faster in and out of her sopping pussy.

	She bit down until she tasted his blood. He made a shocked noise and pushed back away from her, moving so quickly that he nearly fell over. He knelt in front of her, a few feet away. In his hurry, he'd kicked back one corner of the sleeping blanket and the bare metal floor of the van reflected the moonlight.

	After wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand, he looked at the blood. It looked black in the shadows.

	Callie could still taste it, sharp and coppery. She ran her tongue around her lips and shivered as her pussy throbbed.

	"You bitch!" Gerry said.

	She screamed as he grabbed her ankles and yanked her towards him. He fell down on her, his manly weight pinning her to the couch. Roughly grabbing her hair, he yanked her head back. He sounded like an animal as he licked, sucked, and bit at her tender throat. Callie held onto his broad shoulders as her slick cunt bumped against the hard shape his cock made in the front of his jeans. 

	When he finished with her throat, he did the same to her breasts. She screamed, digging her nails into his back as he nipped at the smooth, flat skin between her breasts.

	By the time he leaned back, panting, she'd soaked the front of his jeans with her desire.

	Gerry's lust glinted in his eyes as he looked down on his handiwork. Callie panted on the floor, her neck and chest covered in bite marks and hickies. Her body stung with need, and she still couldn't seem to get enough air into her lungs. 

	Her legs lay splayed open on his lap, her bare pussy and her inner thighs glistening in the moonlight with the wetness of her need.

	Gerry put the ball of his thumb on her clit and moved it in slow circles, sending shivering shocks through her every time her completed a revolution. He rubbed at his cock through his jeans with his other hand, devouring her with his eyes.

	"I bet you're the kind of girl that makes the guy wear a condom, too," he said, freeing his stiff shaft from his pants.

	His cock trembled, and Callie let her hot breath hiss out between her teeth at the sight of it. She ran her fingers through her hair, making fists and pulling at it.

	She bit her lower lip, sucking on it as she watched him stroke himself to the sight of her. She cried out when he pushed down suddenly on her clit, rubbing his thumb harder and faster against her little love button.

	It was true, though. She always made whatever guy she was with wear a condom. She longed to know what it was like to feel a man's bare length sliding and rubbing against her slick walls with nothing between them, but she was afraid.

	Gerry didn't care about her fear, though. All he wanted to do was feel her wrapped around him, surrounding his cock with the warmth and wetness she'd teased him with earlier.

	Pushing his jeans and boxers down as far as they would go while he knelt there, Gerry continued punishing her clit. She screamed for him, feeling her orgasm building as a sort of tightness just below her navel. Her fingers tightened in her hair.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream even as her eyes clenched shut. Gerry mounted her then, the head of his shaft bumping against her tight opening. 

	He forced himself inside of her as she came. Her back arched up until her stomach touched his. Gerry hissed as her pussy clung to him. He rammed his shaft deeper and deeper into her as Callie's climax intensified.

	He's not wearing a condom! she found herself thinking, followed quickly by, God, he's so warm and hard!

	Her toes curled up as he pushed his cock all the way into her, his balls bumping against her body. Gerry grimaced as he used her body to pleasure himself. Her slick walls massaged every inch of his member, making it swell and flex inside of her.

	"I knew you wanted it. You wanted it bad," he whispered, his light breaths puffing against her cheek.

	"Yes!" she said.

	Gerry's cock was the tool of all their pleasure as he pulled out and thrust into her again and again. The couch provided barely any padding as she found her body slammed against the floor. Already her back and shoulders ached. Her breasts and neck still stung from his earlier biting.

	But she relished the feeling of their bare flesh fitting together, sliding against each other. She felt so aware of every part of his cock, every throb of his pleasure as he swelled inside her, every pulse of his heart.

	The windows of the van steamed as she called his name over and over. Her long nails scratched his back through his shirt, leaving him hissing. He swore at her.

	"You slut!" he said, burying his shaft inside of her and flexing it to make her moan for him before yanking it most of the way out. She'd gotten so slick that her juices ran down his length. She'd soaked the sleeping back beneath her bottom, and their bodies slapped together wetly with each thrust. 

	"Yes," she moaned to him. She wanted to be his slut. She liked being his slut. She liked everything he did to her, and loved the way she felt being with him. 

	But most of all, she wanted to make him cum.

	He kissed her again, and she tasted the copper tang of blood from her earlier love bite.

	The taste of it sent her body trembling with desire. She'd never felt a man's cum inside her, either. Just the thought of Gerry filling her body with a load of his hot seed left her shaking, left her grasping at him like his body was a life preserve and her lust a sea that she was drowning in.

	But Gerry was in charge. Her body was his plaything, not the other way around. What if he wanted to cum all over her chest, or wanted her to swallow it?

	She grabbed him by the ass, her fingers squeezing against his taut muscles as they flexed with each thrust. She wouldn't let him out of her. She couldn't.

	Perhaps it was from the way she tightened around him, or the look on her face. But Gerry moaned through clenched teeth. His feet scrabbled against the sleeping bag for purchase as he tried to push himself even deeper into her.

	Her grip on his member tightened as the walls of her sex urged him towards his climax.

	"Fuck me!" she said, staring up into his face, glistening with the sweat of his efforts.

	Callie thrust her hips up against him, keeping rhythm with his movements. She smiled. His cock just kept getting harder and harder inside of her, and he'd squeezed his eyes shut like he was in agony.

	She imagined his balls tightening, imagined the purple flesh on the head of his cock becoming taut as he came closer and closer to the peak of his sexual pain.

	"God! I'm coming!" Callie screamed. 

	Her hips bucked up and down against him as she lost control. Stars exploded in her vision as her whole body went rigid.

	"Ah!" Gerry moaned, pushing himself balls-deep into her body.

	The first spurt of his cum had Callie screaming. As more and more of it erupted from his body into hers, she slid her pussy up and down his length, trying to squeeze every last drop of it out of him. 

	"Gerry... It's so warm... You're so big and hard..." she whispered, pulling his face down next to hers so she could feel his hot breaths washing over her flesh.

	With one final gasp, Callie recovered from her orgasm. Her arched back went flat against the sleeping bag, letting most of Gerry's shaft slide out of her. In the moonlight, his member glistened with the mixed juices of their efforts. He grabbed his cock with his thumb and forefinger and milked the last of his seed into her with them as she watched. 

	Callie's body flushed and grew warm as the blood flowed back into her extremities. She felt so relaxed, so light and loose that she nearly fell asleep. She almost forgot about the stinging pain from his bites and hickies on her breasts, neck, and shoulders. She almost forgot that he'd kidnapped her and used her body for his own lusty desires. 

	Gerry sat leaned against the couch. He'd pulled his pants back up, and had one knee in the air while the other leg rested against the floor. He put one arm on his raised knee as he looked at her.

	Callie knew that he was contemplating what to do with her now. And she almost didn't care. Every fiber in her body screamed at her to just close her eyes and sleep away the exhaustion that lay like a thick blanket over her, and damn the consequences.

	"What now?" she asked. 

	Even though his eyes and face were drenched in shadow, she could feel his gaze on her high, bare breasts. They still had his red teeth marks in them. Her nipples perked up at his attention, one still stinging.

	"What are you going to do to me now?" she said, trying to be more specific.

	He got quiet for a time again, just letting his eyes feast on her flesh. Her inner thighs were still sticky and wet from their fucking, and she felt a dull ache deep inside her that grew sharp as a tingle of renewed desire ran up her spine. 

	"What do you want me to do to you?" Gerry said, his deep voice breaking through the silence that had fallen over them.

	With a Herculean effort, Callie pushed herself up onto her haunches. Then, like a cat, she stretched towards him. She pushed his high knee down to the floor, and let her hands run up the coarse denim covering his thighs. She found his hardness there, waiting for her, and she smiled.

	She stopped moving forward when their faces were only a few inches apart. The coppery tang of his still-bleeding lip filled the air, heating her fires. He looked into her eyes and swallowed loudly.

	"Anything you want, so long as my rent is covered this month… And next," she said, kissing him.

	His big hands moved down her back to grasp the firm cheeks of her bottom as he pulled her into his lap.

	“Consider this your deposit,” he told her.

	



	



Punished by the Daddy Next Door

	 

	Jasmine couldn’t believe her luck this summer. Her dad had gotten her a position at his friend’s office.

	Nothing fancy, just fetching coffee, running errands, that sort of thing. But it put some extra money in her pockets for weekend parties at the clubs.

	Being home from college wasn’t so bad.

	But getting a sweet job like this was even better. Her dad and Bruce, her new boss, had been friends for just about forever.

	Jasmine figured she could phone in most of her shifts, not really worry about getting much actual work done. That was the beauty of the hidden job market, wasn’t it?

	Connections, connections.

	Besides, she also got to wear the cutest outfits when she did decide to go in. Hip-hugging skirts and nice blouses. Tall pumps. It was great!

	It was even better because she knew she was by far the youngest woman in the office. Sometimes she saw all the older guys checking her out. Like if she bent over to run the copy machine.

	And because of that, she decided to often leave a number of the top buttons on her blouses undone.

	She loved the way those guys went red in the face when she leaned down against their desk to ask if there was anything they needed, anything she could do for them.

	She imagined there were lots of things those guys would like her to do for them.

	Things that their boring old wives back home wouldn’t do anymore. It got her off.

	She often left the office with moist panties, thinking about how she’d turned all those guys on all day.

	It was a public service, when you thought about it. Give them something to help them through their long, hard days!

	Then one day Bruce came out and found her by her desk.

	“Hey, I’ve got a bunch of stuff that needs to go to the shredder. Come and help bring it down,” he said.

	Bruce was a tall, broad-shouldered man old enough to be her father. Gray streaked back from his temples. He was kind of hot, for an older guy.

	Jasmine had gone to school with his daughter, Emmy, for as long as she could remember. They were practically sisters.

	Though Jasmine never told Emmy about how she liked to hide and watch Bruce when he got out of the shower. Or when he did yard work shirtless, the sun glistening off his body.

	“Yeah, no problem,” she said, pulling the wrinkles out of her skirt when she stood. 

	She followed him to his office, which had boxes of papers marked shred. She pouted a little at having to do this sort of work.

	But he helped, taking a box under each arm.

	They walked side by side.

	“So, I’ve been told that you’ve only showed up for two of your shifts this week,” Bruce said.

	“Yeah, I had other stuff to do,” she replied, not catching his tone.

	“More important than work?”

	“More fun, definitely!” she said, snarling at the box she held.

	“Jasmine, your dad got me to give you this job to give you some good experience for when you finish school. And to get a good reference.”

	“Thanks!” she replied, “It’s been pretty great!”

	His lips tightened, “Do you think I’ll give you a good reference if you keep not showing up? And I’ve also gotten some complaints about the way you’ve been dressing.”

	Jasmine clued in. “What? That’s ridiculous! I’ve always been really good at this! And those old guys should be happy to get an eyeful of what I’m offering!”

	She threw her box down where all the others were being collected and then stormed her way back inside.

	“Don’t walk away from me,” Bruce said as she came back into the office for another load.

	She stuck her tongue out at him. Bruce grabbed her by the shoulders. The bowl of popcorn she’d grabbed fell to the floor. Jasmine squawked. 

	“What the hell is your problem?” She asked him.

	“I can see you’re going to need some harsher encouragement. Your dad told me to do what I needed to,” he replied, closing the door to the office and drawing the blinds closed.

	She closed the small amount of space between them. Her eyes flicked down to his lips, then back up to his eyes.

	Him getting all gruff and tough like this had turned her on. She couldn’t stop thinking about all the times she’d seen him shirtless.

	“Are you man enough?”

	His fingers squeezed into her shoulders, making her hiss.

	“You’ve needed this for a long time, I think,” he said.

	Then he spun her around and bent her over the snack table. Jasmine grabbed at the edges, trying to get a grip to push herself up. But Bruce just pushed down on the back of her neck.

	Jasmine could feel the juices flowing in her hot little pussy, then. 

	“Mister Acker!” Jasmine said. She pushed back, but he was just too strong. “What are you doing?”

	She was going to say “Stop!” but the heat that flooded her body made her change her mind. She’d never had a man take charge like that before. He knew what he wanted, and how he wanted to do it. She had no say in it. The thought made a tingle run up her spine.

	“You want to be treated like a kid? Fine, you want it, you got it. So long as it makes you learn your damn lesson,” Bruce said.

	He found the zipper along the side of Jasmine’s skirt. Her body went stiff as he pulled it down. Still holding her down with one hand, he used the other to push the skirt down. His hand shook a little as he got a look at the crisp white panties she had on.

	“Maybe a tanned hide will help with your attitude problem.”

	She whimpered as he hooked the side of her panties with one finger and drew them down. His finger felt so hot against her. It made her jump, made her flesh prickle with goosebumps.

	Can he feel how damp I’ve made them? She wondered. Her pussy seemed to throb as her walls got slicker. 

	“Like what you see, Bruce?” 

	Jasmine didn’t know why she suddenly felt so sassy. She wiggled her butt at him as he stooped lower to push her panties all the way down. 

	When he stood back up, she saw how flushed he was in the face. When he raised his hand high in the air, she saw how big it was. She winced in anticipation.

	The pain was sharp and delicious.

	His hand smacked her ass. The sound cracked in the small office. Her head jerked back, her teeth gritting, each time his palm connected with her bare flesh. Soon, her cheek stung. She stopped trying to push herself up. Instead, her fingers gripped the edge of the snack table for dear life.

	“What do you have to say for yourself, Jasmine?” Bruce said, stopping for a moment. 

	He flexed his fingers as he examined his handiwork. Handprints stood out in red welts on her fair flesh. One cheek was bright red, like a ripe tomato, while the other was still unblemished. Her body trembled, and she fought back against the pressure behind her eyes.

	She couldn’t let him have the satisfaction of seeing how he’d bent her to his will.

	Wiping at her face, smearing the makeup she’d so painstakingly applied that morning and then touched up every hour in the office restroom, she turned to look at him.

	“What lesson?” 

	Bruce’s lips pressed into a thin line. The corners turned downward in a scowl. His fingers flexed again, and she thought for a moment that he would spank her again. Some of her juices started running down her legs, and she licked her lips. 

	The buzzing sting from the spanking seemed to spread through her body. Her little clit got stiff as the buzzing passed through her sex. She hissed as her lust seemed to kick into overdrive. 

	“I can see this is going to need to be taken up a notch,” he said, “Stay right here.”

	She wanted to give him some witty retort, but the needs of her body won out and all she managed was a low moan as she rested her head on the snack table.

	Bruce disappeared into one of the cubicles. The sharp sound of castors rolling along the bare floor came up behind her. Jasmine looked back.

	He’d wheeled out an office chair with no armrests. Sitting down, he lifted up his jacket and vest enough to reveal his belt. The gold-colored buckle shone in the fluorescent light as he undid it, then pulled the belt out from its loops. He made the belt shorter by pressing the tip against the buckle, holding the buckle and tip in one hand.

	Then he wrapped his free hand around her bare hips. He pulled her back. She yelped as she fell onto his lap. Something long, hard, and thick pressed into the cleft of her ass.

	She sucked in a breath as she ground against his stiff shaft. More wetness leaked from her as her desire to have him in her mounted.

	“Bruce...” She moaned, throwing her head back against his shoulder. 

	He’d scrunched his eyes shut, and she felt his cock jerk against her body. Then he opened his eyes, putting the mask of the disciplinarian back on his face.

	Snarling, he bent her over his knees. Jasmine put her hands on the cold floor to steady herself.

	Bruce snapped the belt a couple times in his hands. She winced both times at the sharpness of the noise. Her round and firm ass cheeks trembled and seemed to burn in anticipation.

	“This stops as soon as you say you’ve learned your lesson.”

	“Fuck!” Jasmine screamed as the belt lashed both her cheeks at once.

	Her back arched up so much that her hands came up off the floor. Her own parents had never punished her with spankings, so the pain was strange to her. 

	It made the walls of her pussy tremble and throb. Fingers of pain marched up her spine, made her hair want to stand on end. Her nipples had stiffened in her blouse, and they rubbed against her bra.

	“No!” She screamed as he brought it up over his head again. 

	He didn’t pay attention.

	Again, her body went rigid as the belt cracked across her bare bottom hard enough to make a snapping noise. 

	“You’ve been a very bad girl, Jasmine. Bad girls get punished. Don’t you understand?”

	He punctuated his point with another whipping. The tears came freely out the corners of her eyes, smearing her mascara. All Jasmine could think about was his hardness against her stomach, and how badly she needed to have it in her. 

	Just the thought of him taking what he wanted from her, feeling his hardness slide against her soft wetness made her body shudder with its need. 

	“Yes!” She said. 

	His cock jerked against her again as she screamed. The belt cracked across her ass again and again, leaving long red lash marks across the quivering flesh. It hurt so much that it began going numb. Soon, wetness and heat were all she felt. Her fingers scrabbled at the smooth floor, unable to find any purchase.

	Finally, he stopped, panting. He draped his belt over his shoulder. The weight of the buckle pulled it back down until it touched her bare thigh. The metal felt warm from his grip. 

	Bruce rested his hands on her stinging cheeks. Just his light touch hurt. But the ache went much deeper than that. It penetrated her sex, went up into her stomach. It was an ache of emptiness. 

	An unfilled ache.

	A single bead of sweat rolled down Bruce’s cheek. He licked his lips, which had gone dry. She felt his fingers squeeze her lightly. His cock flexed.

	“I hope you understand what you’ve done wrong,” he asked. 

	“Yes, Mister Acker,” she said. She wiped at her eyes with the backs of her hands.

	There was only one thing left for either of them to do. Bruce didn’t try to stop her as she slid off his lap and went down onto her knees. The movement flexed and stretched the muscles of her ass, and she hissed as the welts crisscrossing her flesh felt like they burned hot enough to turn water to steam. 

	He didn’t try to stop her as she undid his pants.

	“So you want the rod too, do you?” Bruce said, “You really have been very bad.”

	She yanked his pants down far enough for his stiff cock to spring free. She tried to grab it, but he grabbed her hand and squeezed. Crushing her hand in his grip, he stood. He pushed her down even farther, until she had to put her other hand on the floor to keep from falling onto her stomach.

	Bruce spun her around so that she looked into an empty cubicle across from the snack table. Grabbing her by the hair, he hauled her to her feet. She moaned. 

	Sitting down on the chair again, behind her, Bruce grabbed her by the hips and started pulling her down onto his lap. She had to grab his thighs to keep from falling on his cock, even though that was all she really wanted.

	His hands moved to the bottom of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch as her pussy quivered against his hardness. Her whole body throbbed, and the walls of her sex seemed to tremble and undulate with their need. 

	When she didn’t move any farther, he grabbed her by the hips again and forced her down. Her lips peeled back from her teeth as she stretched around him. The hard, bulbous head of his cock spread her apart around its stiffness. Her juices glistened as they trickled down his shaft. She was so tight around him that his member trembled against her grip. 

	“Yes...” He hissed as that tightness yielded to him. 

	She sank down his length until she sat on his lap. Her mouth open, Jasmine leaned her head back on his shoulder as she started rolling her hips back and forth. She could feel her clit rubbing against his shaft each time her hips rolled forward. His cock just seemed to swell harder each time.

	Bruce reached up under her blouse and bra to squeeze and fondle her breasts. His lips felt hot and wet as they left a wet trail up the side of her neck and down her shoulder. They both grunted as her pussy clenched up around him.

	She looked into his face, saw the way he gritted his teeth. Her ass hurt so much as she ground against him, but she’d never felt so wet around a man’s cock before in her life. 

	“You’re making me come...” She said.

	Bruce’s breath caught in his throat, and his cock seemed to jump in her. She groaned, trying to rub her tight pussy up and down his shaft harder and faster. His fingers squeezed her breasts more firmly, making her whimper.

	“It’s so warm...” was all Bruce could manage.

	“Fill my little pussy up with your hot cum,” she growled at him, slamming her pussy down as hard and fast as she could.

	His body went rigid under hers. His back arched, lifting them both up slightly. He let his head roll back as his cock became like hot iron in her. She buried him all the way in her, clenching up around him, holding him in as he erupted. Hot cum splattered the back of her pussy again and again. As her walls closed up and relaxed around him, she massaged even more from his hard cock. 

	Soon, there was so much that it trickled out down his cock and balls.

	They both relaxed, Bruce slumping against the chair, and she against him. Sweat ran freely down their faces. Her ass still stung, but she pushed the feeling to the back of her mind.

	“Get up,” Bruce said, pushing at her.

	Her panties were still around her ankles. She pulled them up as she stood up off him. Her breath caught as he left her pussy and she pulled her panties back up before his cum could run out down her legs. It still felt so hot inside her aching pussy.

	She found her skirt and put that back on, tucking her blouse back into it. Bruce just watched from his seat after pulling his pants back up and stuffing his cock into them. 

	“So, am I going to tell your father that you’ve learned your lesson and that you’re doing to show up on time and do your job?” Bruce said.

	“Yes,” she replied.

	



	



Punished by Daddy’s Boss

	 

	Breanna didn’t understand why her dad brought her with him to his boss’s house.

	Sure, her mom was out of the picture and she had a habit of breaking his shit and stealing whatever she thought the pawn shop down on Main might buy.

	But what else did he expect her to do? College wasn’t starting for another month. She was 18 and the bars in this stupid state wouldn’t serve anyone under 21 alcohol.

	And all her friends from school had all either moved out of state to different colleges or gone on vacation with their dumb families.

	Even her boyfriend—ex boyfriend, now—had pissed off with little more than a quick goodbye fuck.

	She hadn’t been laid in over a month now and the ache low in her tummy was almost too much to bear. Her fingers could only tease so much pleasure out of her tight little pussy.

	Sometimes what a girl needed was just a good old fashioned fucking from a nice, hard cock.

	She leaned over to get a better look at a vase of roses on the occasional table in her dad’s boss’s house.

	She thought it would make a wondering, clattering crash if it fell onto the polished tile floor of the foyer.

	Breanna bit down on her bottom lip, her teeth making the pink flesh go pale with pressure. She glanced around. Her dad and his boss were over in the den, talking about some stupid business thing.

	Then she whisked the vase off the table with one hand, hot adrenaline spurting into her blood before it even hit the floor.

	It shattered into jagged shards that skittered across the floor, the water feeding the flowers flowing across the tile.

	Breanna smiled.

	The talking in the den stopped, replaced by the sound of two men hurrying towards her.

	“Everything okay?” Louis, her dad’s boss, said before they rounded the corner.

	“Breanna!” her dad said, anger plain in his voice. He knew the score.

	Louis frowned at the shattered vase then looked at her.

	“I’m sorry, Louis. She’s been a bit of a pain in the ass since the school year ended. I thought she’d behave when we were at someone else’s place,” her dad said.

	Louis and her dad were both about the same age, that being middle-aged. But where her dad was a small man, Louis was bigger. She wondered if maybe he played football in college or something.

	He wasn’t bad looking, for an older guy.

	And the look of irritation on his face when her dad explained things to him kinda turned her on.

	“Clean that shit up,” Louis said.

	“Clean it up yourself,” Breanna replied, crossing her arms beneath her small, firm breasts.

	His jaw tightened. So did his fists. Before it could get more heated, her dad stepped in.

	“I’ll clean it up. Don’t worry about it. Breanna, get your ass upstairs and don’t touch anything or I fucking swear there will be consequences.”

	“Whatever,” Breanna said, going over to the stairs. She felt hot eyes on her as she started ascending.

	A glance back showed her Louis watching her with his arms crossed. Heat flashed in her stomach and in a fit of pique she winked at him. Then she wiggled her ass a little as she climbed the remaining stairs.

	She listened to them talk downstairs for a while.

	Then her dad’s cell went off.

	“Shit,” her dad said.

	“What’s up?” Louis asked.

	“Some asshole kid threw a brick through a window at home.”

	“Go check it out,” Louis said.

	“Okay, just let me get Breanna…”

	“Don’t bother. She can wait here. Give you a bit of a break,” Louis said.

	“If you’re sure,’ her dad said.

	“I am,” Louis replied.

	Shortly thereafter, her dad left. Breanna sighed, wondering how she might entertain herself until her dad brought her home.

	I wish school had started already, she thought to herself.

	What's Louis’s deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her earlier. Would he have spanked me? Her dad had never spanked her before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having things taken away.

	She'd been sitting down on a little bench in the upstairs hallway for so long with nothing to keep her company but her phone. She needed to stretch. 

	So she got up and went down the hall. It had hardwood floors. There were four doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table. A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full bloom.

	Breanna walked over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They were so smooth. She remembered the way that first vase had shattered.

	"Be careful."

	Breanna turned. Louis stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the banister. How long had he been standing there?

	"Of what?" Breanna said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

	"You know what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like that before.

	"Of course I'll be careful, Louis!" Breanna said, winking at him again.

	She deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she turned to storm back towards the bench she’d been sitting on. It tipped.

	For a moment, the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

	Then the flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor. Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the air.

	Failing to hide her grin, Breanna turned and walked back to the bench, stopping in the doorway to one of the bedrooms. In the doorway, she turned back again, ready to tell Louis to clean up his mess before her dad got back.

	But he stood directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths that made his chest and shoulders swell.

	She'd never seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She couldn't look into that face anymore.

	So she jumped into the room and tried to slam the door shut. Louis stuck his foot in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

	"Fuck off!" Breanna yelled as Louis forced the door open. Even with all her weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a little.

	Then he was in the room.

	"You brat! Your dad's spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not anymore."

	He advanced on her. Breanna found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

	"Louis!" Breanna yelled as he sat down on the bed.

	He grabbed her and pulled her over his knee. 

	"Your dad should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of white cotton panties.

	"Fuck you!" she yelled again.

	She was sopping wet. Her pussy quivered between her thighs. No guy had ever treated her like this before. She liked it

	Her profanity turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in her. 

	She felt a stinging heat in her cheeks. Louis had left his hand resting on her bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

	"Louis..." she said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

	It took her a second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

	"Don't try that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your lesson yet! When your dad takes you home later I want you to be a good, obedient daughter for him," Louis said. His cock strained between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more deeply into the firm flesh of her ass. 

	She tried to tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging outlines. 

	Feeling his desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan. 

	Breanna couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

	She moaned again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening clit.

	"Sometimes women just need to be shown their place," Louis said.

	"Louis," she started.

	He spanked her again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot in the bedroom.

	"No! Don't you dare say a word unless I tell you to."

	He ran one hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all over.

	He started massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

	Then he ran the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

	He yanked back on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

	She found herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life. He wasn't her real father, but he might as well have been. Why, then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

	He let go of her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the back of her neck.

	Then he slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They squeezed. She gasped.

	He pushed his sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

	His grasp on her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she couldn't.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

	The fingers on her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat as she shook on his lap.

	Louis waited for her to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it on her inner thighs. Louis's finger glistened with her juices. 

	Grabbing handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Louis stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body. Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

	Quickly, he stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive surface. 

	A clear bead of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once more. 

	Breanna felt powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him. 

	Once or twice she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She wanted that big, hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

	"Louis," she started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly wanted to be a "yes."

	"Quiet!" Louis said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It trickled down his length onto his fingers. Breanna licked her lips as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the sight. 

	"You need to stop being such a little shit. Especially to your dad. He’s a good guy. You need to learn your place," he said.

	He climbed onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers dug more deeply into her bedcover.

	Louis leaned down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric feeling of pleasure moved through her.

	He opened his mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

	Her legs wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking together. 

	A wordless yell escaped Breanna's lips as the head of his cock sank into her. She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing walls. 

	He bit her neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft. 

	Louis only let himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed himself back onto his knees. 

	She moaned as he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally, she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her hot, wet sex. 

	Grabbing her ankles, Louis pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him, then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

	For a bit, he kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare thighs together with his arms.

	Then he slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down to one side so that they rested on the bed. 

	He fucked her hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

	She could feel him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and closer to cumming. 

	"Louis!" she screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

	He didn't seem to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step farther.

	Quick as she could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

	"I want your cum, Louis," she said.

	Then she kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his mouth.

	He exploded inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and again. 

	She came then, too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in alternating hot and cold waves.

	Both of their faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their kissing as Louis leaned back.

	She could feel his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so badly. It had been worth it. 

	When he pulled out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe, she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

	But Louis handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

	"Well, young lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to punish you again."

	Even as he said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh. His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his clothes.

	"Louis," she said as he turned to go, "I'm sorry I'm going away to school. I promise I'll come back as often as I can."

	He looked at her, then nodded. He took a few more seconds to pull his clothes back on. Then, in the doorway, he looked over his shoulder at her.

	“I don’t give a shit. But you can bet your sweet ass that when—when—I ask your father how things are going between the two of you, if I hear something I don’t like I will find you and teach you another lesson. He’ll be back soon, get yourself cleaned up.”

	Then he slammed the door shut.

	



	



Wanting Daddy’s Boss

	 

	“Man I can’t believe Ben flew us all the way out here!” Allison’s dad said, looking around at the beautiful view.

	Allison could. She could believe it because she knew why. Ben, her dad’s boss, wanted her. Wanted her badly.

	He told her he’d give her a dad a big promotion if she agreed to be his, just for one night.

	Then Allison had gone away to college. She thought that would be the end of it, but she couldn’t stop thinking about Ben’s indecent proposal.

	She’d fucked a couple guys at school. Good looking, around her age, all that. But they hadn’t satisfied her.

	If anything, they left her wondering what it might be like with an older guy.

	Actually, Ben scared her a little with how intense he was. He just had this magnetic personality that she found hard to resist.

	He was also a big guy. Pretty intimidating. She herself was rather petite.

	Sometimes she imagined him just sweeping her up in his big, strong arms, and carrying her helpless to his bed and doing what he wanted to her.

	That always got her especially wet, imagining him thrusting his long, hard cock into her sopping wetness no matter what she said or did.

	She always came the hardest when she had that particular fantasy.

	So when spring break rolled around and her dad got in touch and said that Ben had offered to fly them out to a nice resort for some sort of private meeting, she’d originally said no.

	But then she couldn’t get him out of her thoughts. Her young body ached.

	She went to bed that night with a terrible desire between her thighs that her fingers just couldn’t tame.

	So the next day she called her dad back and told him that she would come along.

	They got to the hotel and her dad tried to check them in.

	“Oh, it looks like you guys have two separate rooms!” the woman behind the desk with a pretty accent said. 

	“Wow!” Allison said, accepting her key card, the whole time her heart fluttering. She wondered if Ben had a key to her room.

	She hoped he did. She thought she hoped so, anyway.

	If he came into her room in the middle of the night and slipped beneath the covers next to her, what would she do?

	Oh god, should I go to bed naked? Or should I wear something sexy?

	“Everything okay sweetie?” her dad said. He’d already gotten most of the way across the foyer towards the elevators before noticing that she just stood there in front of the auditor’s desk with her key card in one hand and the handle to her luggage in the other.

	“What? Oh, yeah. No problem. Just thought I remembered something about an essay for my lit class. No problems, though.” She hurried along after him.

	She found her room and waved to her dad from down the hall before going inside. It was nice. But her heart wouldn’t slow down.

	Maybe 15 minutes later Ben arrived. He knocked on the door. Allison jumped and pulled at the wrinkles in front of her shirt.

	Then she opened the door.

	Ben smiled down at her. “Hey, I’m so happy you decided to come.” 

	Then he stepped into her room without asking, taking a quick look around.

	“Me too,” she said.

	Ben hugged her. When their hips touched, Allison felt a tingle rush through her body when she felt his shaft press against her. 

	As he turned to leave, Ben stopped. “Oh, hey, come by tonight and we’ll talk. Without your dad.”

	In the shower, she shaved. When she finished her legs, she did her pussy. The steam and water felt so nice as she leaned against the wall and ran her finger in and out of herself.

	“Oh, Ben...” Allison moaned. Her eyes opened wide. Turning off the water right away, she jumped out and dried herself off, trying to forget what she’d just done. 

	Slipping on a light dress, Allison went downstairs to the lobby. Looking outside, she figured that showering and deciding on what to wear had taken far longer than she’d thought. The sun was already low in the sky, and long shadows stretched. It would be dark soon.

	Having originally planned on begging off, Allison experienced a powerful urge to be close to him. She thought about how she could pretend she didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe he’ll put his arms around me, she thought, the way guys do when they try to teach you something. She felt her skin pebble with goosebumps as she fantasized. 

	“About ready?” Ben said, coming up behind her suddenly.

	Allison shrieked. She’d been so in her fantasy that she hadn’t heard him approach.

	“Jesus, Ben, you scared me,” Allison said. 

	“Don’t worry about your dad. He won’t be joining us. I sent him down to the spa for some R&R. He won’t be back for hours…” his eyes slipped up and down her body, “Come with me.”

	He took her hand before she could say anything and led her back over to the elevator.

	Before she knew it, they were in Ben’s suite. That little tingled of nervous excitement ran up and down her spine.

	She bit her lower lip, wondering if she could go through with this.

	“You’ll promote my dad, right?” she said.

	“We both know that’s not why you’re here. But yes,” he said without looking back at her. He just watched the sunset through the big window for a while.

	Every time she closed her eyes she thought of the way it felt to have his cock pressed against her in that hug.

	“I… I don’t know,” she said. She wanted to, so badly.

	He turned to face her and she froze. The shoulders of her dress had fallen, and her breasts were mostly exposed. Ben’s eyes narrowed as he looked at her. She thought she could still see him in there, somewhere.

	He came over and brushed his hands down her shoulders, pulling the straps the rest of the way down so that he could see her chest.

	When his eyes fell on her breasts, his cock hardened. 

	He let go of her and stripped down, pulling off his shirt and shifting out of his pants. His cock sprang out from his briefs, long and heavy.

	Her breaths came in quick little gasps. Her nipples perked up so hard they hurt.

	And she was so fucking wet. She thought it would start running down her thighs at any moment.

	Looking at his member, she gasped. It was much bigger than she’d thought. Even bigger than when she’d felt it with her ass through his pants.

	As she watched, he grabbed his cock with one hand and began slowly stroking it all the way up and all the way down, his feral eyes fixed on her cleavage. Allison sucked in a breath as she felt herself get wet again.

	She shifted up onto her knees and spun to face the beast. Her goosebumps returned and she felt her nipples stiffen, poking at the thin fabric of her dress. Looking up into his wolfish face, Allison reached up and grabbed the bosom of her dress. She slowly pulled it farther down her breasts, exposing more and more milky flesh. She licked her lips and then sucked the bottom one between her teeth as she pulled the dress down under her nipples. 

	She wanted him. She needed him.

	“Yes…” she moaned.

	Ben actually shook as she revealed herself to him. She slid the top of her dress down to her waist, fully exposing her tits. Running her hands up her body, she grabbed her breasts, letting her nipples poke out between her fingers. She squeezed the warm and firm flesh, pulling them apart and pressing them together. She moaned, letting her lip slip between her teeth. She ran her tongue over her lips again, making sure to leave them as shiny and wet as possible. Something about his turning into a monster right in front of her made her even more desperate for his cock. She didn’t need to reach between her legs to feel how much she’d already dampened her panties. 

	“You make my pussy so wet, Ben,” Allison said. She felt a strange mixture of fear and arousal that was just driving her body crazy. 

	It was time to take an all-or-nothing chance, Allison knew. She went down onto all fours again and crawled toward him. She was so close now that she could feel the waves of animal heat emanating from his body.

	The way he stroked his cock brought his hand up to just below the head. Clear precum had already trickled out of him and partway down his shaft, leaving his member shiny. 

	Shaking, Allison went onto her knees again. Bracing her hands on her thighs, she leaned forward. She kissed the tip of his cock. His eyes jerked open as more precum leaked out of him. A deep moan escaped his throat as Allison pulled back for a moment, a string of sticky precum hanging between her lips and his cock. 

	He rumbled deep in his chest as she leaned back in. This time, she let her lips spread apart a little over his flesh. The skin on the head was taut and firm, and it stiffened even more as she let the tip of her tongue press against the slit on the tip of his member. 

	“You’re so big, Ben. So hard,” Allison said, pulling back for a moment before putting her mouth back on him.

	Reaching up, she grabbed the hand he’d wrapped around his cock with one of her own. He’d stopped rubbing himself. She started stroking him with his own hand, revelling in the strength she felt in those fingers. Immediately, even more precum practically spurted from him onto her tongue. She swallowed it. 

	Finally, she’d pushed his hand far enough down his shaft. Humming a little, she let her lips part farther as they slid over the ridge of the head and down his shaft. She didn’t stop until she felt his member at the back of her throat. His hand fell away from his cock. She wrapped her fingers as far around his girth as she could manage and began rubbing him as she sucked. 

	He leaned down a little and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard enough to hurt. She tried it ignore it, concentrating on making her lips move more quickly over him. He pinched her nipples, then slid his fingers up against the back of her head. 

	His teeth clenched together as he pulled her head forward, sinking his cock even more deeply into the hot, wet space of her mouth. 

	Allison reached between her thighs, pulled her underwear to the side, and shoved her middle finger up to the second knuckle into her sopping pussy. Her breaths came quickly as she found her G-spot and began twisting her finger against it, her little cunt tightening.

	Ben noticed what she was doing. He let go of the back of her head. Grabbing her shoulders, he pushed against her with his inexorable strength. His cock pulled out of her mouth, several strings of spit and precum still handing between them. 

	Finally, she had to let go of his member as he shoved her back farther. He bore her down to the floor. His wet tongue lapped at her breasts, and she arched her back at the electricity, fingering herself deeper and faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around her finger. 

	He moved down her body. When he got between her spread legs he pulled until her finger left her cunt all soaked in her own juices.

	“Ben!” Allison yelled as she felt his long tongue enter her. He lapped hungrily at the juices of her pussy, running his tongue into her hole and letting it twist around against her walls. 

	Allison squeezed and pinched her tits as she came on his tongue, releasing a torrent of juices that he greedily lapped away.

	“Take me, Ben. Give me your cock,” she cried. 

	Kneeling, Ben positioned himself over her. He grabbed her by the wrists, forcing her hands away from her tits. He pressed them against the floor over her head, teasing her. His hot breath washed over her chest and neck. 

	She looked down between their bodies at his throbbing member as he lowered it down to her cunt. She wanted to feel the ridge of the head and all those bulges as they stretched out her tight little hole. 

	When the wet head of his dick bumped against the opening of her pussy, she gasped. Wrapping her legs around his body, she crossed her ankles. He started entering her, the girth of his cock straining against the tightness. She urged him deeper into her pussy, pulling at his body with her legs. 

	Ben’s cock filled her, making her arch her back, pressing the back of her head against the floor. Sparks and explosions of light seemed to shoot across her eyes as she felt his member throb inside her, almost making her come right then.  He squeezed her wrists so hard that she lost feeling in her hands. She tightened up even more around him, realizing that the sudden squeezing of her pussy around his hard shaft had almost made him shoot his load right then. 

	Her tits started bouncing as she started fucking him, pulling her hips up and letting them fall. She really could feel all those bulges as they slid around inside her. 

	She’d never had a cock so big inside her before. It stretched her out so much and filled her so deeply. She loved it. Straining her neck to look between their bodies, she watched her pussy pull at his shaft as her lips swallowed him up with each thrust of her hips. 

	Allison began whimpering, her whole body undulating as his cock pleasured her. She screamed when he began thrusting with her. The wet sounds of their fucking were joined by the slapping sound of his balls against her as he went balls-deep into her tight hole. 

	Allison started struggling to free her wrists from his grip. She wanted to play with her tits again, to reach down between her legs and rub her stiff little clit as Ben fucked her pussy closer and closer to an orgasm. 

	Ben changed the pacing of his strokes, moving from the desperate, animalistic pounding he’d started with to longer, even ones. She could feel every bulge, every throb as he moved like this in her. It was deeply erotic, and she breathed deeply as she felt her pussy start to constrict around him.

	“Ben,” she whispered up at his feral features, “You’re going to make me come on your dick, soon.” 

	Ben grabbed her up, standing up while holding her in his arms. Grasping her by the ass while she wrapped her arms around his shaggy shoulders, he started pounding her fast and hard. 

	Again the sound of his balls slapping against her ass while his cock slammed up into her tight pussy filled the room. Allison buried her face into the fur of his shoulder as her face and lips contorted

	“Yes!” Allison started saying repeatedly, her words muffled by his body. Her whole began to tighten up. She raised her legs as high as she could around him, making her pussy shallower so that his dick pushed even deeper into her. She could feel her toes start to curl up as her breath came in gasps. 

	He must have felt what was happening, as his fingers dug into her ass and he fucked her with inhuman fury and stamina. 

	The growth of her orgasm was like someone twisting a volume knob. It started as trembles in her legs and back and little convulsions in the walls of her pussy around the thick meat fucking her. The intensity of the feeling made her throw her head back and close her eyes as her pussy convulsed more strongly.

	Finally, it was like a release of energy as she screamed. Her pussy tightened up so much around him that each of his thrusts had to stretch her out again, driving the nerves wild. 

	“I’m coming, Ben!” Allison screamed, practically sobbing it felt so good.

	He continued thrusting into her, fingers dug into her ass cheeks barely registering in her mind as pain as her orgasm built up momentum. 

	It hit the next level when she felt his cock swell. He came in her, releasing spurts of cum that she could feel hit the back of her cunt. Her arms and legs gripped him harder, as though holding on for dear life.

	When her orgasm ended, the only thing that kept her from falling limply to the floor was his grip as he moved his arms around her back. She shook and shivered in his arms. 

	All she could think about was how warm and hard he still was in her, how she could feel his hot load in her.

	She started to protest when he lifted her off his cock and set her down on the floor. She pushed herself up into a sitting position, her body still trembling and her arms so weak she wasn’t sure how long she could stay sitting up. 

	“We’re here for four more nights, remember,” Ben said.

	“I do,” she replied.

	She dressed and left his suite.

	



	



Dominating the Sitter

	 

	Addison couldn’t believe it.

	She’d started an affair with the man she was babysitting for.

	But it’s not really an affair, is it? I mean, he’s a single dad, and I don’t have a boyfriend. Can it really be an affair?

	It didn’t matter what the facts were, it felt that way. It felt taboo to her. Something she read about in stories. The rich older man seducing the impressionable young woman.

	It had been nearly a week since their first illicit rendezvous. The one where he’d fucked her bareback with his long, thick cock until he couldn’t take the warm, wet tightness of her cunt and pumped her full of his hot seed.

	She remembered thinking about how no guy had ever made her orgasm so hard or so quickly before.

	And it was only the day before yesterday that her tortured pussy fully recovered from the pounding he’d given her.

	And her ass, which he’d given some thorough and sound spanking, still bore the welts of his handprints. They were mostly faded now, but when she sat down they heated and made her gasp.

	She’d even gone to babysit for him since then. But he hadn’t been there. Gone on some important trip.

	All he’d left her was an envelope with her fee and a handwritten note at the bottom saying he would get in touch with her again soon.

	That he wanted her again.

	Part of Addison wished he was still married. The guilt over helping a guy cheat on his wife would’ve made it so much easier to walk away from all this, from him.

	But she couldn’t. And she didn’t want to.

	No, she found that all that she wanted was him.

	It kept her up at night, thinking about what he might make her do next. How he’d control her and use her body as an instrument of pleasure for them both.

	More than one night in the past week, she had to slip her fingers deep into the sopping wetness of her pussy to find enough relief just to get to sleep.

	Needless to say she wasn’t paying much attention in class.

	And her roommates noticed. But Addison didn’t care.

	She paced around the apartment, going through the hallway, sitting down on the couch for a moment before springing back up, looking out the window down at the cars parked along the street.

	There was studying to do. And she really did have a lecture to get to. But again all that stuff simply paled in importance compared to what she'd found with Caleb.

	Some part of her asked what was going on. Asked how a man she'd known literally less than a week could make her think like this.

	The fact was, Addison didn't know. The fact also was, she didn't care.

	She'd secreted the card with Caleb's number on it in the locked drawer of her desk, next to her passport. Getting that, she then went and retrieved the cordless phone. He was like an addiction, and she needed another fix soon. However, she stopped short of actually entering his number on the keypad.

	He said he'd contact me, she thought. From that, the inference was that she should not be the one getting in touch with him. If she did, he might get upset. He might punish her some more.

	She had but to sit down to feel the reminder of his last punishment. The welts on her ass stung when she sat down, or if she leaned against a rail or wall.

	The pain felt different, then. Not as it had when they'd both sunk into their base instincts, all the sensations melding into a perfect sensual pleasure.

	So she didn't call. Instead, she checked the mail. Or was about to, anyway. Opening the door, she found a parcel addressed to her leaned against the wall. There was no return address, but she just knew it was Caleb.

	Getting it inside quickly, she tore into it.

	"Oh!" she said, pulling the contents out. It was a little black dress. The name on the tag told her it cost more than all the rent that she and her two roommates paid each month.

	And it fit perfectly, hugging her hips and cradling her breasts. Addison looked at herself in the mirror, twisting this way and that, running her hands over her body. Caleb had nice taste in clothes. It was so rare to find a man who did. To find a man who knew what looked truly good on a woman's body. Yet another little tidbit about just who Caleb was. But she still had nothing close to a complete picture.

	The phone rang and she answered. "Yes, hello?"

	"Tell me you like the dress." It was Caleb. Her pulse pounded past her temples, and she sat down at the breakfast table, ignoring the way it made the welts on her bottom sting. Besides, the pain had changed when she heard the sound of his voice. She liked it.

	"It's amazing. How did you know my size?" Addison said. She really wanted to ask him why it took him two days to get in touch with her. Didn't he feel that same desire for her as she did him? Maybe, she figured, it all played into that iron self-control he seemed to maintain. He felt it too, yes. He just resisted it. Bottled it up. Kept it at a simmer that he could turn up at a moment's notice.

	"I've always been able to size someone up the instant I see them. In more ways than one. I need to see you again. Today. Now."

	Her heart did its best to pound its way through her ribs even as heat flared between her thighs. The dress suddenly felt restrictive. She needed those strong hands of his there to pull it off her. Or maybe, she thought with a tingle, maybe he'll do it with his teeth... "Okay, yes. I'll do it."

	He chuckled, low and deep. "Good. I'll see you soon, then. Wear the dress."

	A few minutes later, someone knocked at the door. It was the same driver as before, telling her that he was to take her to see Mr. Wilts. Addison had no reservations about going this time. 

	He took her to the same building as before, leading her to that same suite of offices. Except this time he led her to one particular office. The driver knocked at the door.

	"Come in," Caleb said, his voice muffled slightly. 

	The driver waved Addison through. It was a large office, the walls all taken up by tall, glassed-in bookcases. Caleb sat behind an imposing and expansive desk, the surface polished to a mirror shine. There was a chromed globe in one corner, and a pen stand within reach if he wanted to write anything. His eyes glinted when he saw her.

	"Hi..." she said, not really sure what to do now. What does he want? Addison wondered.

	"Let me see you," he said, indicating with one finger that he wanted her to do a little spin for him.

	She obliged the request, turning slowly so that he got a good look from every angle. Caleb licked his lips, his tongue a startling pink. Seeing it made Addison remember their earlier encounter, and what he liked to do with that tongue between her thighs.

	"Come here," he told her, beckoning with an outstretched hand. She did so, letting him lead her around the desk.

	"I thought it would look good on you, but I couldn't be sure... I had some doubts, but now I see they're unfounded," he said, letting his eyes appraise her body. He put the palm of his hand over her navel to feel the material. His heat bled into her, making one set of lips part and another moisten.

	"It's a very nice dress. Thank you. But you really shouldn't have..." Addison began.

	"I should have and I did. It makes me feel good... Doesn't it make you feel good, too?" Caleb said, letting that hand on her stomach slip down to touch one bare thigh.

	"It does. Really good." Addison replied. She cupped Caleb's cheek, stroking the pad of her thumb over the skin. There was the barest hint of stubble, and she liked the feel of it. She touched the cleft of his chin, traced the strong line of his jaw. He was a handsome man.

	"Is... Is there a lesson today?" Addison asked, hoping. Pains of withdrawal panged within her, especially being so close to him. That spell of his cast over her again, she wanted nothing less than for him to tear this expensive dress to shreds and then ravish her naked body until he got his fill of her.

	"There's always a lesson," he replied, stroking her thigh. The patch of skin experiencing his touch became hot, and it prickled with gooseflesh. The heat between her thighs intensified.

	"What is it?" she asked.

	"Give me your panties. I miss how good you smell," he said.

	She took them off. They were white cotton, and the bit of material that had been covering her mound was damp with her desire. Caleb lifted them to his face and breathed deeply, his eyes becoming hooded. His other hand balled into a fist. "You have such a fresh smell. It makes me hard."

	"Do you want my help with that?" Addison said.

	"I want you down on your knees," he replied.

	Caleb slid his chair back out from beneath the desk. Her desire pinged inside her when she saw the outline of his hardened shaft in his slacks, and saliva squirted into her mouth in anticipation.

	He then guided her down beneath his desk. Before she could say anything he pulled the chair back into place. It was dark but spacious, surprisingly. Also surprisingly, he didn't say anything else to her. No more orders.

	She pulled his belt through the buckle, then undid his fly. Her fingers found his hard cock and pulled it up out of his briefs. Eager to please, she put her lips at the base of it and ran them up, leaving a hot trail of her saliva on his shaft. He groaned at her touch, and she reveled in his pleasure.

	Then someone else came into the room. "Mr. Wilts, let me say how nice it is of you to let us have this meeting at such short notice."

	Addison froze. Why were there other people here?

	"I'm Tony Moore. These are Jack Brant, my CFO, and David Smith, my head of acquisitions..." the same voice said.

	Three people! Looking beneath the desk, Addison saw three pairs of shiny black business shoes.

	"Yes, well, I have a spare hour and I thought it would be nice to go over the terms of the acquisition," Caleb said, "Be seated, please. I insist."

	Caleb reached beneath the table and grabbed the hair at the back of her head. He pulled her face close to his shaft, and Addison realized that this was the lesson.

	The men continued talking about what sounded to her like the sale of some company, but she didn't really pay it much attention. Everything was focused on Caleb. On him, and being quiet. She kissed his stiff cock some more, nervous at first about being found out. What if one of the men dropped a pen or something, and happened to peek beneath the desk? They'd see Caleb getting his cock sucked in the middle of a meeting, that was what.

	The blood thundered past her ears, so loud that she just knew they had to hear. Trying to be as quiet as possible, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began stroking him.

	The fear of being discovered heightened her senses, made her aware of exactly how he felt in her fingers. Her movements milked a pearl of precum to the tip, and she swept it away with her tongue, savoring the taste of it.

	One of the men shifted behind her, his foot sliding forward and knocking against the desk. She nearly jumped out of her skin. Adrenaline surged through her body, making her hand work Caleb faster and tighter.

	And then she could no longer resist the urge to taste him. He already knew her, from putting his mouth between her thighs days ago. It was only fair that she also knew him.

	Putting her lips against the wet tip of his shaft, she pushed her head down, letting his hardness part her mouth around him. Her tongue worked the sensitive flesh of the head, even as she sucked on it hard enough to hollow her cheeks out. Caleb covered the shock of the sensation with a sigh. He said something that made him sound almost bored.

	He tasted fresh and clean. Addison knew she wanted to dirty him up. She liked him so much that she continued salivating, working up so much spit that when she broke the tight seal of her lips around him it dripped down his length.

	Her fear lessened, changed into excitement and arousal. It became a game of what she could get away with doing to him without getting noticed.

	And his cock responded to her silent ministrations, getting stiffer, leaking more precum for her to slurp up. She had his whole member thoroughly soaked, which in turn let her hand glide up and down his rigid length faster and tighter.

	The thought of how good it must make him feel turned her on even more, and soon her other hand slipped between her thighs. Her middle and ring fingers parted her lower lips, finding her secret wetness. They also found her clit, which she teased and rubbed mercilessly. The faster she played with herself, the harder she sucked on him.

	Once she got too into it, too into making them both feel good. She sucked hard, the noise unmistakable.

	The talking ceased for a moment. Addison stopped, her mouth halfway down Caleb's cock. Again, the blood pounded past her ears.

	"What was that?" one of the men said.

	There was a pause before one of them filled in, "Must be the window cleaners. I thought I saw them when we came into the building."

	Relief almost on the level of that which came after an orgasm washed through her, leaving her trembling.

	When they started discussing some financial data, she went back to work. The tip of her tongue played along the spot on the bottom of the head that she knew to be especially sensitive. Caleb's body stiffened, and she knew he liked it.

	Mercilessly, she stroked him and sucked him. Her fingers went back to work on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to her own climax. All she could think about was swallowing every drop Caleb could give her, her mind focused only on making him cum for her.

	Then Caleb's hand snaked back down beneath the desk. He grabbed the back of her head again and pulled her mouth as far down his shaft as he could. She felt him at the back of her throat and fought against her gag reflex, the whole time her hands keeping themselves busy.

	Then he swelled in her mouth. Caleb sighed, trying to cover the sounds of his pleasure. 

	He jerked, and a hot stream of his seed splashed against the back of her throat. She swallowed that, and every one that came after. His load tasted salty and thick. His fingers squeezed a handful of her hair when she used her mouth to coax it all out of him. 

	Her own climax followed shortly, leaving her trembling and rigid beneath his desk. Caleb let out a shuddering sigh and sank into his chair. He perked back up again when Addison cleaned his still stiff cock with her tongue, leaving it shining with her saliva.

	"So... What do you think, Mr. Wilts?" a man asked.

	"Good, very good," he said. He leaned back in his chair far enough that he made eye contact with Addison, and she knew the comment was meant for her.

	It was good for Addison, too. But it left her wanting more. More of Caleb, more of those amazing sensations he made her feel. She'd always been so down on girls and women she'd known in her life who'd seemed so devoted to their men. But now she knew why. Those men gave those girls she'd known what they wanted. Took care of them, made them feel amazing. It was almost like a drug.

	When Caleb's shaft softened enough, she did up his pants for him, drawing the zipper up slowly so that no one else could hear. Then Caleb stood and the men said their goodbyes, shaking hands and whatnot.

	Addison held her breath under the desk, waiting for a signal that she could come out. Finally, Caleb offered her his hand and helped her out.

	"It was good?" she asked. He nodded in reply, then tilted her head back and kissed her. His mouth felt so hot against hers. Every fiber in her body just wanted to melt and let her collapse into a puddle on the floor. Except Caleb didn't let her. He held her against him, her hands pressed between their bodies, palms on his chest. His heart pounded against his ribs.

	"That was awesome..." she said, leaning back against his desk when they finished. "They didn't even know I was there!"

	“You did so well!” he said.

	Then he threaded his fingers into the hair at the back of her head and made a fist. She moaned at the pressure of the pull.

	He eased her head back and kissed her, deep and slow. His mouth tasted good. Her pussy throbbed.

	Then he let her go. “Now leave. I’ll let you know when I want to see you again.”

	She was shocked. But one look at his face and she knew he meant it.

	She left. He kept her panties.

	



	



Disciplined by the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	“You sure about that price?” the guy who sat at the table said, squinting up at her.

	Michie acted impatient, “Yeah, Sam raised the prices. You want to take it up with him? I mean, you could but he’s pretty pissed about something right now.”

	The man looked around her towards the back of the small café, then shook his head while he dug his wallet out, “I can’t believe it. He hasn’t raised the prices in… it’s gotta be 12 years!”

	Michie shrugged, getting actually impatient, “They are what they are.”

	“Right,” the guy said, tossing some bills down onto the table as he stood up.

	Michie waited until he’d left before she picked them up and counted them. He’d ordered a soup and sandwich and a coffee. Michie had raised the prices of each by a couple bucks.

	Taking a quick look around the otherwise empty café, she pocketed the difference. She’d been at this particular grift the whole summer, almost two months now, and had a pretty nice bankroll going.

	It almost made her feel bad. Sam, her boss, was also Sarah’s dad. Sarah had been her best friend ever since they’d become neighbors when they were little.

	And now that both she and Michie were in college, they needed money. Normally Sarah worked at her dad’s café in the summers but she’d decided to stay at school.

	So when she asked Michie if she wanted to work for Sam for some summer money, she jumped at the chance.

	Besides, she only felt bad for Sarah. Sam was kind of an asshole, so she didn’t feel so bad ripping him off.

	Michie glanced up at the clock with the security camera beside it. Almost quitting time.

	And she didn’t worry about the camera at all. Sam told her when she’d started that it didn’t work. Just to scare off anyone who wanted to try and make off with some free sodas from the cooler and the like.

	She took out her phone, pulled the neck of her shirt away from her body, and snapped a pic of her cleavage. Her breasts were high and firm and barely more than handfuls, but her boyfriend loved to play with them.

	And he loved it when she texted him dirty pictures, too. She grinned when she sent this latest one.

	Feeling pretty turned on, she texted him.

	He sent back a picture of his hard cock outlined in his boxers and her pussy quivered. Nothing like petty theft to get her nice and wet.

	And the best part was that Sam didn’t have a single clue!

	The man himself appeared from the back room, walking out past the counter to the front door, where he turned off the Open sign and then turned the deadbolt into place. Michie barely looked up.

	“Hey, Michie, come see me in the back,” Sam said.

	Michie’s mouth dropped open, “Really, Sam? I have plans.”

	“They’ll wait. Get back there. I need to talk to you about something,” he nodded towards the door to the back room.

	“Whatever,” she said, not caring if he heard the tone in her voice. Only a few more weeks until she quit and went back to school to find an apartment in time for the new semester anyway.

	As she went around the main counter she took her apron off and tossed it onto the surface, her cell still in her hand.

	The back was mostly where they kept the ingredients in a few different lockers and some fridges. Sam had a small office back there he never let her into.

	This time he brushed past her and opened the door to that office. “We have to talk.”

	“About what? Can you make it quick?” Michie said.

	“About this,” he replied, turning the computer monitor on the desk in there around so she could see it.

	Michie’s breath caught and her stomach went tight. It was a black and white video of her from minutes earlier, full sound and everything, overcharging that guy.

	“There’s more,” he said. He clicked the mouse a few times and showed her a bunch of other similar grifts.

	“You never stopped me, so that means you think it’s okay,” Michie said, realizing how weak it sounded.

	She also realized that Sam was well and truly pissed. And that he was a big man. Much larger than her boyfriend. Much, much larger than her.

	He could break her in half without breaking a sweat.

	Something about that thought left her tingling inside, the walls of her pussy getting slick.

	“Have anything to say for yourself, young lady?” Sam crossed his arms, making his forearms and biceps look even bigger in that shirt her had on.

	“Nothing to you,” she said, “I’m going home now.” He’d caught her dead-to-rights, she knew. She knew she had to get out of there.

	Stuffing her cell into her back pocket, she rushed for the door. Her fingers wrapped around the handle at the same time Sam grabbed it and shoved it closed again.

	"So," he said, looking down at her, "Thinking of quitting, are you?"

	Michie felt like a little girl looking up at her father, about to get grounded. But she wasn't a child, and she reminded herself of that.

	"Not just thinking, Sam. I'm done. I'm outta here."

	There was no way she was coming back.

	To punctuate her point, she tried pushing him aside so that she could make good on her word. It was like trying to shove a brick wall off its foundation. Her fingers met muscles so hard under that shirt that they might as well have been brick.

	"I’ve been nothing but kind to you. I said to Sarah that you’re no good. You’ve never been a good influence on her..."

	He looked down at her then, appraising her. She couldn't tell whether he liked what he saw. For some reason, that upset her. What, I'm not good enough for big man Sam?

	"Then I saw the problem," Sam continued. He took a step forward, forcing her to take one back, "It's your attitude. Pretty little college girl thinks she's too good to pour coffee and wait tables."

	Michie tried to keep herself from shaking, but couldn't. She just hoped that he couldn't see.

	He took another step forward, forcing her nearly back to the row of lockers along the wall. Michie pushed again, really putting her body behind it. She succeeded in stopping his advance, but that was all.

	Sam smiled at her. Then, almost casually, he gave her a shove of his own. There was nothing angry in it. It was merely to prove a point. And that point was that he could send her flying back with the barest exertion of his physical power. 

	Luckily, a stack of boxes containing old menus broke her fall. Michie scrambled back to her feet. She made a run for it, hoping to squeeze around him.

	But his big hands just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in front of him. Their hips touched as she beat against his chest. She fought all the harder because she felt a growing need in her body, one that wanted her to stop fighting his touch.

	"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Sam said.

	She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

	Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Michie's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

	Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

	Her pussy writhed inside of her, the slickness running down her inner walls.

	Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Sam opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

	She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

	Sam pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

	Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

	"Let me go..."

	She didn’t want him to. She wanted him to do more. She wanted…. Oh, God, I’m so wet!

	"Only if you promise to be a good girl and get back to work," Sam said, smirking with sarcasm.

	When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

	Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

	She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

	Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

	There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

	She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

	"Fuck!" Michie screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

	She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

	"Damn it, Sam, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..." She gave it one last try before her willpower gave out. Before she gave in to the heat between her thighs and the throbbing need low in her stomach.

	Sam didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

	Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

	No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Sam had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

	No, she didn’t want to fight. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his hard cock punch into her tight, wet cunt again and again.

	The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

	Sam grew tired of her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

	She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

	She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

	Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

	They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Michie struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

	The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

	They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

	She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Sam nor Michie had even blinked.

	Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

	"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

	She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

	When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

	Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

	His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

	Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

	"Stay!" Sam barked.

	He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

	He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

	Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

	But I don’t want to, she thought.

	Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

	Sam pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

	But it was too late. Sam grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

	"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

	Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

	She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

	She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

	Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

	He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

	He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

	She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

	"No..."

	Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

	Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

	"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

	"Good."

	She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

	Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

	She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

	The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

	Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

	Finishing, he pulled out of her. Michie sank down onto her knees on the floor, her forehead pressed against the locker. She could feel the little beads of sweat moving down her back.

	She also heard him zip his pants back up.

	"I'm glad that we understand each other."

	Michie braced herself against the lockers as she pushed to her feet. Her knees felt watery, and her legs shook. 

	“You’re paying it all back,” Sam said, “Every extra cent you took from them. And we’re not breathing a word of this to Sarah, ever. Are we?”

	“No,” Michie said. Her pussy ached so much already. No one had ever fucked her like that.

	“No what?” Sam said.

	“No, sir,” she replied.

	“Good.”

	



	



The Daughter Swap Part 1

	 

	Cordelia wiped at her eyes with the heel of one hand, suppressing a sniffle while she did. She was 18 and hadn’t cried in a long time.

	But then again, she hadn’t been dumped in a long time either.

	She clutched her phone in her other hand, its soft plastic case rubbing against the skin on her thighs.

	She knew if she woke it up, she would see the text from him. From Brendan.

	The one that said that he didn’t want to be with the same girl that he dated in high school. The one that said he wanted to see what his options were at college. The one that said she should do the same thing.

	Funny how your day could be going completely okay and then something like that could happen.

	She sat on the edge of her friend May’s bed. In May’s house, of course. She could see her own house across the street.

	She and May had been hanging out, making plans to hang out when they both came home on weekends from college.

	Cordelia had just been talking about how she and Brendan wanted to set up a camping trip when that text came in.

	And just like that, it felt like her whole future life shattered. She thought for sure that 30 years from now she’d be telling people how she and Brendan had gotten together in high school and that nothing could separate them.

	“It’ll be okay, sweetie,” May cooed to her, running her fingers through Cordelia’s long, blonde hair, “There’ll be other guys. Hotter guys. Better guys.”

	Cordelia choked back a sob. “I just can’t believe it!” she turned to her friend, who offered her a comforting smile, “He said it was going to last! May… May…”

	“What?” May said.

	Cordelia shifted closer to her friend, “We did it for the first time ever two weeks ago.”

	May’s eyes widened, “Like tt it?”

	Cordelia nodded, feeling her bottom lip tremble as she held back her tears. “Do you think he planned it? Do you think he just wanted to get laid before he moved away? Do you think he used me?”

	May opened her mouth to say something, but then closed it and looked down, “I don’t know.”

	“He was going to be my first and my last!”

	It had been good. Sort of, anyway. He’d never done it before either. It had been in Cordelia’s room a couple weekends back when she had the house to herself, her parents out on a trip.

	She remembered that his thing, his cock, had been so hard that it trembled. And not as big as she’d been expecting.

	He’d had trouble getting the condom on. Cordelia had wanted to risk not using one. Another friend of hers said it felt much better to not use one. But he’d insisted.

	She remembered sucking in a breath when he pushed into her. He did it three or four times before his whole body went stiff over her and she felt his shaft jerk and flex inside of her even while he shook, holding himself above her.

	He’d asked if she came too. She nodded and smiled and said she had. It hadn’t been amazing, but she’d figured they’d both have time to work on that.

	Besides, she’d found it kind of hot that she’d made him feel so good that he lost control so quickly. If he’d kept it up a little longer she thought that she would’ve come for him.

	“Maybe I wasn’t good enough…” she said, sniffling.

	“Don’t say that!” May said, “You deserve way better than a guy who would do that to you!”

	“You think so?” Cordelia said, biting down on her bottom lip. “I just thought he would be it for me, you know?”

	May took Cordelia’s hands in hers, “It’s definitely not. You know what? I’m not going to let up until you’re happy again. We’re moving away to college soon, you need to be happy!”

	Cordelia stifled a sob, “But how?” She really couldn’t see any way.

	May’s pretty brow furrowed in concentration, and her lips pressed together into a thin line as she thought. May had always been a cutie, but right then she looked extra cute.

	Even Cordelia’s bad mood couldn’t take it, and she felt happier. Just a little. But it was nice.

	Then May’s face brightened, and she squeezed Cordelia’s hands. “I’ve got it!”

	“What?” Cordelia said, the excitement contagious.

	“You remember when we were kids there was that place where we got cotton candy?”

	Cordelia frowned now, “Yeah. I thought they’d closed.”

	“I don’t think so. I’m gonna go and get your favorite flavor and we’re going to eat every last bite while we talk about how much of an asshole Brendan is.”

	“Sounds good… Wait, isn’t that place like an hour’s drive away?” Cordelia said.

	May stood up and shook her head, “It’s no big deal. Just gotta grab my phone…” She snatched her cell up off her dresser.

	Cordelia stood up, “I’ll come with you.”

	“No, don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to have to deal with traffic. You can hang out here until I come back, or go home. I’ll text you when I’m close.”

	And before Cordelia could say anything else, May left. She heard her say bye to her dad, John, and then her car started up outside. Cordelia went over to the window and watched it pull away.

	Then she sat back on the bed. She thought about going home, but couldn’t find the energy.

	She just sort of sobbed quietly. Or so she thought.

	“What’s going on? Everything okay in here? Cordelia? What’s up?” John said, opening the door and poking his head in.

	She didn’t want him to see that she’d been crying. She thought it would make him think she was just some little kid, when she was a grown woman.

	“I’m fine,” she said, willing him to leave.

	He didn’t. Instead of closing the door and leaving her to herself, he came inside. “Hey, something’s up. I can tell. What is it?”

	He sat down on the bed beside her, the weight of his body squishing the mattress down. It tilted her towards him and their thighs brushed, her bare one poking out from her shorts against his jeans.

	She sniffled. “It’s nothing. Really.” Go away, please!

	Then he put his hand on her back between her shoulder blades. It was warm. “It’s not nothing. It wasn’t Maya, was it? You guys have been thick as thieves since… well… ever.”

	She looked at him, meaning for it to only be a glance. It lingered. Then it all came spilling out. Brendan, the breakup, her ruined plans for life. All of it. She just barely managed to refrain from telling him about her disappointing first time.

	“Boys are the worst!” she ended her story with that.

	He slid his hand over her shoulders and hugged her against him. He was a big guy. Not fat, just well built. He smelled of some sort of manly aftershave, she noticed.

	“Boys are the worst. You need a man. And you have to be able to tell the difference. You’re a pretty little thing, just like Maya. I’m sure you’ll find a real man at college.”

	Some combination of his pep talk and his hug soothed her. His body felt so warm against hers.

	“You really think so?” she asked.

	“I’m not your dad,” he replied, ‘But I’ve known you all your life. And I know that’s true.” He squeezed her shoulder, his fingers on that bit of flesh between her breast and her armpit. Her body tingled.

	“You’re a real man…” she muttered.

	He put his finger under her chin and made her look up at him. She didn’t know why she did it, only that she did. The tip of her tongue played out over her lips, wetting them. His face was so close to hers. She kissed him.

	His lips were soft and warm against hers, and his bit of stubble a bit tickly and scratchy.

	Her whole body shuddered and she felt the hot slickness start between her thighs.

	The kiss lingered a moment too long before he stopped it. “Cordelia!” John said, grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her away from him. 

	Her lips tingled. She knew what she wanted. What would make this whole shit day feel a bit better.

	“You said you think I’m pretty,” Cordelia said, leaning in for another kiss. Her stomach kept tightening and loosening.

	“We can’t! Maya’s coming back. Your dad would kill me.”

	Before he could stop her, she put her hand on his lap. He groaned when she squeezed his thick shaft through his jeans. He was so much bigger than Brendan.

	“Maya’s not coming back for an hour at least. And I won’t tell my dad if you won’t. Come on, I want to know what it’s like to be with a real man.”

	His jaw worked and he said nothing. She squeezed and massaged his cock through his jeans, giggling at how it responded to her touch. Everything felt so much better already!

	This time when she leaned in he started to stop her, but his strength failed. She nuzzled his neck, running her lips up his chin until they found his. She sucked his bottom lip between her teeth and bit down gently on it before pulling back.

	Terrible heat smoldered inside of her. The walls of her tight young pussy quivered with need.

	“Please, John. I’m so wet for you already…” she grabbed one of his big hands, spread her legs, and shoved his hand against her throbbing cunt.

	John sighed heavily. His hand bunched up like he meant to pull it away. All the while his cock got stiffer and bigger against Cordelia’s fingers.

	He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and pulled her into a rough kiss. At the same time, he pushed his fingers against her pussy, massaging her engorged folds through her shorts so hard that she moaned into his mouth.

	Before she could do anything about it, he unbuttoned her shorts and plunged his fingers down beneath the waistband of her panties.

	Her whole body went stiff when he found her secret heat.

	“Christ, you’re so fucking wet already,” he breathed as his mouth found her slender throat and kissed up and down its length.

	She started to say something, but it turned into a moan when he found her swollen clit and rubbed it with his middle finger. 

	It felt so good. She didn’t know she could feel so good. She’d never been able to touch herself like that at night in bed. Brendan had definitely never touched her that way.

	He continued kissing her neck and throat when he slid that finger down her slit and found her opening. His fingertip circled around it teasingly a few times before pushing in. Slow and steady.

	She groaned and whimpered as the tight, slick walls of her pussy parted around him.

	And when he curled it inside of her she came for him and on him. His nuzzles became aggressive as he felt her tight cunt clench around him. Her whole body kept going taut and relaxing. Her toes curled. Her eyes squeezed shut.

	“I have to know how you taste,” he said when she calmed down into a shuddering mass of hot flesh.

	When he pulled his hand out of her panties his middle finger glistened with her nectar, which he licked off.

	“What do you want me to do…” she started, but didn’t finish. He knew just what he wanted.

	He shoved her back on the bed, pushing her top up so that her small, firm breasts spilled out. He savaged one and then the other with his mouth, making her moan and arch her back up off the bed.

	Then he grabbed her shorts and panties and yanked them off, exposing her swollen mound to the air. Her wetness glistened between her lips. Her whole body writhed in anticipation.

	He went down onto his knees on the floor even while he pushed her thighs apart.

	And then he savaged her down there with his mouth. His insistent, hot tongue found her clit right away.

	Her hips bucked, pushing her pussy hard against his face.

	“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… I’m gonna come!” she moaned, squeezing and pinching at her nipples.

	Then he made her climax again, so hard that her ass lifted off the bed while he devoured her youthful flower so that his cheeks glistened.

	As her body relaxed and settled back down he gently kissed her inner thighs. She could barely catch her breath.

	“I want to feel you inside me,” she begged him, “Fuck me, please. Fuck me hard.”

	He stood up, his cock bulging hard against his jeans. He freed himself quickly, his cock springing up heavy and thick so that she gasped.

	He sat down on the bed and she swung herself onto his lap, putting her hands on his shoulders while looking down into his face.

	“I just want to slide all the way down your cock,” she said. He grabbed her ass, his strong hands cupping her cheeks.

	She sucked in a breath as she lowered herself slowly. The mushroom head of his cock pushed against her wet pink folds, parting them. 

	He didn’t need to try more than once. He knew what he was doing.

	“Fuck…” he groaned while he entered her.

	She cried out as his thickness stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. Way more than Brendan. And so deep, too.

	“You’re so big…” she moaned, urging her sex to swallow as many inches as it could. She loved the feeling of his bare skin against hers. The warmth of it. The intimacy.

	“Oh…” she moaned again, arching her body back, her nipples stiffening so hard they hurt.

	She went down as far as she could, rested for a moment, then lifted back up. When she sank down on him for a second time her breath caught in her throat. For a moment she felt self-conscious, worried that he might think she was too young or inexperienced, coming on him so quickly.

	But then he kissed her again, between her breasts, his fingers squeezing and massaging her pert ass. “You feel so good…”

	They picked up speed, John helping lift her and then letting her settle down around his thickness at her own speed.

	Her wetness soon had his entire cock glistening. So much of it that it trickled down onto his balls.

	Brendan had only lasted a couple of strokes and that was with a condom. John kept pace, filling her again and again as she massaged his long, thick cock with her velvety, slick walls.

	“Hang on,” he told her.

	She didn’t have time to ask why. He stood up, his cock still buried inside of her. She squealed, wrapping her legs around his waist. The tight grip of her pussy pulsed around his cock, making him groan.

	He pulled out of her long enough to put her on her stomach on the bed, grabbing her hips with his hands. He guided himself back in and started fucking her in earnest so that that whole bed shook.

	“You said you wanted it hard,” he told her.

	She grabbed handfuls of Maya’s bedspread and looked back at him with a grimace on her pretty face. “Harder.”

	He did. His cock slammed into her, his balls slapping against her clit and sending a little jolt of pleasure through her with every pulse.

	“You have such a nice ass,” he said, pulling her cheeks apart. He ran his thumb around the puckered flesh of her rosebud and she groaned. No one had ever done that to her before. It felt nice.

	And there was something hot about a man just taking what he wanted from her.

	Then he changed positions for them again, keeping himself buried inside of her while he turned her over onto her back so she could look up into his face as he thrust over and over.

	He leaned closer and kissed her. His cock throbbed, and their bodies made this delightful wet sound as they pushed together again and again.

	It took only a few thrusts for him to come all over his shaft. He sucked in a breath and fucked her harder.

	“I’m going to come,” he said.

	She could sense it. Sense it in the way his lips curled in an expression that was half pleasure and half agony. In the way he seemed to get even harder inside of her.

	She craved it.

	So when he started to pull out of her she took his face in her hands. “Come in me.”

	“I shouldn’t,” he said. But he wanted to. She felt the way his cock throbbed when she’d told him what she wanted.

	She kissed him hard again before saying, “Do it. Fill me up. I want to feel it.”

	“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

	“Yes,” she lied. She could always just go to the pharmacy and grab an emergency pill. It would be worth it.

	“Fuck…” he groaned.

	“John!” she moaned the first time she felt his cock flex against her tight grip around him. He came hard, and a lot. She shuddered as the sensation of wet heat squirting into her grew and grew.

	Neither of them had heard Cordelia’s phone buzz almost 10 minutes earlier. Neither of them heard Maya’s car pull back into the driveway, or hear her come back into the house.

	She hadn’t seen everything. But John had left the door open and she had seen the end of it. The part where Cordelia had begged John to come inside of her.

	Neither of them noticed Maya leave, they were too absorbed in that post-fuck bliss. Cordelia’s pussy ached, but almost none of John’s big load leaked out of her, he’d shot it so deep inside.

	“That was just what I needed,” Cordelia said.

	“No one finds out,” John replied, grabbing a box of tissues from Maya’s nightstand and handing them over to Cordelia.

	“No one will,” she said.

	But someone already had.

	



	



The Daughter Swap Part 2

	 

	“That little fucking slut…” Maya muttered to herself.

	She sat behind the wheel of her Camry, squeezing the shit out of the steering wheel. The Camry that her dad had bought her a couple years ago for her 16th birthday.

	Her dad. The man she’d just caught fucking her best friend.

	She couldn’t believe that either of them could do something like this to her. “Fuck! What a cunt.”

	Normally she didn’t curse like that. But normally her best friend didn’t seduce her dad and then fuck him on her bed, either. So a little swearing was warranted.

	And all this after she’d tried to help Cordelia out, tried to make her feel better about herself.

	Even though she’d actually thought Brendan was right to dump her. Cordelia was pretty hot, yeah. But also pretty empty upstairs. Sometimes a guy wants more than a hot piece of ass.

	She fumed some more, thinking about how now she’d either have to confront Cordelia or just pretend she never noticed anything. They were going to different colleges at the end of summer, so she’d just have to make it a few more months…

	But we live right across from each other! There was no avoiding her. Especially since all their parents hung out, too.

	She wondered how her dad was going to be able to look Cordelia’s father in the eye now.

	She grabbed her phone and made herself watch the video again. It was shaky, of course, but you could make out what it had captured.

	It was the last few moments of Cordelia’s encounter with Maya’s father.

	“Come inside me…” the little slut moaned. Maya squeezed the phone hard enough to hurt her palm.

	Both Cordelia’s face and Maya’s dad’s were clearly visible. There was no denying it.

	Maya started to delete the video, the pad of her thumb hovering over the button to get rid of it forever.

	But then a car pulled into the driveway across the street, the squeal of its brakes catching Maya’s attention.

	She glanced up, did a double take. It was Martin, Cordelia’s dad. He swung the door of his sedan open and stepped out, toting his briefcase along in one hand.

	He has no clue what just happened across the street, Maya thought. She envied him.

	The idea burst open in her mind with such force that her mouth dropped open and she laughed.

	It’s perfect, she thought. She hit cancel on the prompt on her phone. She’d need that video for everything to work out just the way she wanted.

	A little tingle ran down her spine and pushed its way into her stomach. Something about this excited her.

	Sure, Martin was way older than the guys she usually went after, but he was handsome in that fatherly way.

	She swallowed hard when she stepped out of her car and started across the street. Martin had climbed the three steps up to the front door by the time she reached the yard.

	Her heart started pounding, and she didn’t know whether it was from her sudden dash across the street or from the prospect of actually putting her plan into action.

	She could barely clear her throat to get her voice to work.

	Martin had already put his key in the lock and turned the bolt when she managed to find said voice.

	“Hey, Martin!”

	She took a quick glance over her shoulder at her bedroom window, hoping that her dad and Cordelia hadn’t decided to come outside or anything. Not yet, at least.

	Martin turned partway around, one hand on the doorknob. He smiled when he saw her. “Maya! What’s up? I’m not actually sure where Cordelia is right now…”

	Maya forced herself to smile. I know right where she is. “That’s okay. I wanted to talk to you, actually.”

	He frowned. “Oh? What about?”

	Maya hurried up the stairs. Her whole body trembled, just a little. She’d forgotten what a big guy Martin was. She vaguely remembered him and her father talking about how he used to be on the football team in high school.

	“Can we talk inside?” she said. She reached out and put her hand on his forearm, squeezing it gently through the cuff of his shirt.

	His frown deepened. “I suppose.” He pushed the door open and started to go inside.

	Maya began to follow him, but stopped dead, a sudden thought driving her to near panic. “Wait! Is Sondra home?”

	Sondra was his wife. And Cordelia’s mother. This wasn’t going to work if she was around to put a stop to it.

	Martin glanced at his watch. “Probably not for a couple of hours. Really, Maya, what’s going on? I don’t like the way you look. Is everything all right?”

	It will be soon enough. She forced herself to give him another sweet smile. “Of course. Just something I need to talk to you about. Inside.”

	He shook his head as though to say you’re such a silly girl, but motioned for her to follow him in.

	Maya kicked off her sandals while Martin took off his shoes and they went into the living room. Maya couldn’t hear much of anything but the thunder of her pulse past her ears.

	Actually, she could feel her pulse everywhere. The tip of her nose. Her fingers. Her feet.

	But especially between her thighs. And it tingled there. Tingled and ached.

	Martin set his briefcase down on the coffee table and turned around to face Maya. He put his hands on her shoulders. Her knees almost buckled from the touch.

	She’d never been so nervous in her life. Not even when her last boyfriend took her virginity.

	“Now, Maya, what is it?”

	“Remember when we went to the beach last month? All of us?” Maya said.

	“Sure, of course.”

	“Well…” she swallowed at a huge lump in her throat, “I never told Cordelia about the way I caught you checking my ass out when I was sunbathing. And I never told my dad.”

	His face went red and he dropped his hands. “I don’t know what you’re…”

	“Shh. It’s okay. I kind of liked it, actually. Don’t worry, I’m 18. I’m old enough.”

	“Maya, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	Her temper flared. “No, Martin, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	She queued up the video on her phone and handed it to him.

	“What is this? Oh, my God. Cordelia! And… John?” His jaw dropped open.

	“Come inside me…” Cordelia’s voice moaned through the phone speaker.

	Maya dropped to her knees at the same time. She undid Martin’s belt and started on his fly.

	Martin was in such a state of shock that he didn’t even notice until Maya fished his cock out of his briefs and started sucking on it. He was bigger than her last boyfriend.

	“Maya!” Martin yelled. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

	He was already hardening inside the tight, wet warmth of her mouth. Her lips made a tight seal around the tip, and she teased him all over with her tongue.

	“Maya!”

	She kept stroking him when she pulled her mouth off him, loving the way he kept getting bigger and harder for her. Excitement, arousal, and anger swirled around in her tummy.

	“I’m sucking your cock, Martin. That’s what’s happening. Then you’re going to fuck the shit out of me. So we can get back at them. Your cock’s already so hard, I know you want to.”

	She put her lips against the throbbing end of his shaft and pushed them down, allowing his girth to spread them open. 

	Saliva squirted into her mouth. So much that little glistening beads of it ran down his rigid length. She tasted a little salty precum when she started sucking again.

	“Fuck. Oh, fuck…” Martin said, unable to keep his eyes of the way her beautiful lips ate up inch after inch of his cock.

	She wrapped one hand around him, near the base, and squeezed. Squeezed and stroked in time to the strokes of her mouth up and down his length.

	She’d made up that story about catching him checking out her ass at the beach, but now she wasn’t so sure. Now she thought Martin was a dirty old man who had probably thought about fucking his friend’s daughter.

	Well, that was exactly what she wanted.

	Her other hand found its way between her thighs. Her pussy ached and she moaned when she touched herself.

	“Fine. Okay. Yeah, we’ll get back at them,” Martin said. “God. How can you know how to suck cock so good already?”

	Maya rubbed her pussy through her shorts harder. They already felt a little damp. Her panties would be so wet that he’d have to peel them off her engorged mound.

	Who knew revenge could be so hot?

	Or that her best friend’s dad had such a nice cock?

	She sucked and licked all up and down his length. She teased the little V of flesh on the bottom of the head with the tip of her tongue, just like she knew guys liked. His breath caught when she did that.

	“Don’t come yet,” she said, “I need you to fuck me.”

	“I knew you were a dirty girl, Maya. I just didn’t know how dirty,” Martin replied, gathering her hair up and holding it away from her face for her. “I want you to gag on it.”

	I’m the dirty one? Maya thought. But she liked it. She grabbed her phone out of his hand and started recording.

	He grabbed the back of her head and urged her mouth down his cock. She looked up into his eyes even as she started feeling tears sting in hers. Martin was big. His shaft pushed down into her throat.

	She held it for as long as she could, her whole body shaking. This was going to look so fucking good.

	When she couldn’t stand it anymore, she jerked back away from him, his cock erupting from her lips.

	Long strands of spit hung between them, his whole length glistening with it. Her lips throbbed.

	“Are you going to fuck me now, Martin?” Maya asked, her pussy throbbing in time with her lips. She couldn’t remember being so wet for a guy before.

	“Set that camera up over there and then come sit on my cock,” Martin said, nodding towards the mantel.

	He shoved his pants down and took his shirt off before sitting bare-assed down on the couch. His cock, shining with Maya’s saliva, stood up straight and hard for her.

	Maya did as he asked, checking the angle on the screen quickly first. She made short work of her own clothes, stepping out of her shorts and pulling off his top.

	She did have to peel her panties off her sopping wet pussy.

	Then she straddled him, looking down into his face with his 5-o’clock shadow. His hands clapped onto her ass, squeezing appreciatively.

	After a moment, they went to her hips and started urging her down. She reached between her thighs and grabbed his thick shaft, angling it so that when her pussy bumped against the tip it lined up right.

	Martin’s jaw jutted out, “You’re so wet already…”

	“I need to be to take a big cock like yours,” she spoke towards the camera. 

	She kept her eyes on her phone, making sure that the camera captured that moment of first penetration. The first time Martin’s hard, throbbing cock spread her tight cunt out around its girth.

	Her breath caught. She sucked her lower lip between her teeth. He was big. But the way she stretched around him felt so nice. It hurt, but she liked the way it hurt.

	His urging hands kept pushing her down. She slid down every inch of him. And this time when she lifted up, his cock glistened with her wetness.

	Part of her wanted to go slow at first. Get used to his big tool. But that wouldn’t look as good. As raw.

	“I’m going to pound your cock,” she said right before kissing him.

	Right before slamming her pussy down his length. They both moaned. Her fingers dug into his bare shoulders.

	But she didn’t stop. Neither of them stopped. Their bodies slammed together with a wet slap on each thrust.

	And each time her moan turned a little sharper, a little harder. She could barely take him. And she certainly couldn’t control herself.

	It didn’t take many strokes before she came all over his cock. Her whole body trembled and shook. Martin wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her close, driving his cock up into her again and again.

	“Martin! Fuck! Fuck!” was all she could scream, over and over. Tears tumbled down her cheeks. The most intense waves of pleasure she’d ever felt rolled through her body.

	Martin sucked one of her rigid nipples into his mouth and sucked on it. Squeezed her ass. Used her young body for his pleasure. And she loved every moment of it.

	When she calmed down he moved them so that she lay back on the couch. He pushed her thighs back to her chest and fucked her again. And from this angle they could both watch the way his cock slid in and out of her. They could watch the way her tight young pussy gripped and squeezed him with every stroke.

	“I didn’t know something so wrong could feel so fucking good,” Martin said, turning towards the watching eye of her camera phone.

	“If I’d known my best friend’s dad had such a big cock I would’ve fucked him so much sooner,” Maya managed between moans.

	He fed her long, even strokes. Slid every inch up into her and pulled it back out. His shaft dripped with her wetness, which had become all creamy from when she came on him.

	She could still feel him stretching her out with each stroke, but the pain had gone. Now it just felt good. Better than good.

	She let her hands play over his stomach and chest, murmuring to him about what a nice cock he had. About what a good fuck he was.

	“Are you going to fuck me hard again?” she said.

	“Turn over,” he told her.

	She faced the back of the couch and gripped it, thrusting her ass back at him. He took her by the hips and pushed back into her, both of them groaning.

	She knew her pussy was going to be so sore after this. But it was so, so, worth it.

	“You want it hard?” he said.

	“So bad,” she replied.

	He rammed himself into her so hard the couch slammed into the wall. He did it again and again, his balls slapping against her pussy.

	“Don’t stop!” she said, “Don’t you fucking stop!”

	He didn’t. He pounded her until the sweat poured off the both of them. His big cock punished her tight little cunt again and again. Until once more she couldn’t take it anymore.

	Until once again she came for him.

	Her whole body seemed to blush. Her pussy clamped down. And still he fucked her good and hard.

	He rode her nubile body through another intense climax.

	“I’m gonna come,” he said, breathless.

	“Not in me,” she said, glancing at the camera.

	“Where?” he said, lips pulling back from his teeth.

	“I’ll show you,” she said, moving so that they parted. Her legs felt like two limp spaghetti strands, but she didn’t fall over.

	No, she went onto her knees in front of him again.

	This time when she took him in her mouth she tasted herself all over him. She sucked and stroked him.

	It didn’t take long for his hard cock to tremble and throb. For his balls to tighten and for him to grimace.

	“Fuck…” he groaned.

	She pulled his cock far enough back so that when it started flexing in her hand the camera caught the way the thick ropes of his load spurted into her mouth.

	And he came a lot.

	It didn’t matter. She swallowed all of it. Every last drop. And when he finished she sucked on the head a little, making his breath catch.

	She cleaned him with her tongue. Then, still holding onto Martin’s throbbing shaft, she turned to the camera and gave it a wink and a smile.

	Maya waited until the next day. She came over to Cordelia’s house while Cordelia’s parents were at work.

	She could tell Cordelia felt guilty. But not guilty enough. They sat on the same couch that Martin had fucked Maya on.

	“Maya? I have to tell you something…” Cordelia started.

	Maya’s heart lurched. It was time. She pulled her phone out. “Ok. But you have to see this first.”

	“Can it wait? This is really important.”

	“So is this. Just watch it, okay?” She sent the video. It was a larger file, so she knew it would take a minute or so. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom,” she said to excuse herself.

	She waited close to the front door, waiting.

	“What… What is…” Cordelia started, then, “Maya!”

	“Fuck you!” Maya shouted. Then she ran out the front door and across the street, back to the safety of her own house.

	Again, she’d never thought revenge could be so hot.

	



	



Professor: Earning Her Grade

	 

	“What are you going to do? If you fail this class they’ll put you on academic probation,” Ashley asked.

	The two of them stood in the women’s locker room in the college. Cheerleading practice had just ended, and Theresa had taken her sweet time putting her clothes back on after showering. She replaced her cheerleading skirt and top with a nice, airy dress.

	She also understood Ashley’s implication. If she got put onto academic probation, the school would boot her shapely ass off the cheer squad until she brought her grades back up.

	Theresa sighed heavily, “I don’t know why Professor Johnson won’t just give me a better grade. I have understandings with all my other teachers. They know how important athletics are to this school!”

	Ashley shrugged. She was a pretty and petite little thing, which made her great for cheerleading. Theresa was a leggy blonde.

	It was no wonder she had “understandings” with most of her professors. Who all happened to be men.

	All but Johnson.

	“You know,” Ashley said, an idea sparkling in her emerald eyes, “It’s not too late to just drop the class! It won’t even appear on your transcript right now.”

	“Maybe… but then won’t I have to take a summer class or something to make up the credit?” Theresa wasn’t convinced.

	It bugged her so much. How could he do this to her? Literally every other guy gave her what she wanted. Especially if she flirted with them a bit. 

	Being a hot girl was almost like being a superhero. T&A were superpowers.

	Except that Professor Johnson seemed to be her kryptonite.

	“Better than probation,” Ashley closed the door on her locker and pulled the strap of her gym bag over her shoulder. “Let’s go get some food; I’m starving!”

	Theresa was only half listening. Something had occurred to her. Before Professor Johnson, any guy she wanted something from just needed a little sweet talking. Maybe a hug at most.

	What if she just hadn’t gone far enough with him?

	What if all she needed to do was go all the way?

	That was actually kind of hot to think about. Sure, Johnson was old enough to be her dad. But she’d never done it with an older guy before.

	Just thinking about fucking him to get her grades up got her wet. She swallowed hard and shifted her butt on the bench.

	“You know, I think he actually has his office hour coming up. And I’m pretty sure no one ever goes to see him. Maybe I’ll just go try and talk to him about it,” Theresa said.

	“Sure, whatever,” Ashley said before she left.

	So Theresa made her way over to the faculty building. She’d never actually been in there. Who even went to go see professors during office hours? She was certain that the profs just used that time to jerk off or something.

	But as she went down the hallway, she couldn’t help thinking about that slick sensation between her thighs.

	This was so, so dirty, she knew. Fucking her professor. It was like something out of a movie.

	And that turned her on.

	She also thought about Johnson himself. He was good looking for an older guy.

	Then she arrived at his door, which stood ajar. Some music spilled out of the crack along with some light.

	She knocked on the door. “Professor Johnson? Are you here?”

	“Come in,” he said, then, when he saw who it was, “This is about your grade in my class, isn’t it? Look, I know you’re on the cheer squad, but even athletes need to make their marks…”

	He tapered off when she closed the door behind herself, the brass knob cool against her palm.

	Then Theresa smiled at him, “I am here about that, yeah. But I think you’re going to change your mind.”

	He frowned at her, “And why’s that?”

	She saw then that he was married. Her breath caught in her throat from the way her pussy clenched up and relaxed. When’s the last time I was this fucking turned on?

	His wife was probably old, too, she figured. Old and not hot anymore. Professor Johnson needed something—someone—that had the energy to give him what he needed.

	“I think we can come to some sort of… arrangement,” Theresa put her hands on his desk and leaned forward, letting him get an eyeful of her small, firm breasts.

	Professor Johnson stood up, “I think you need to leave. And I also think I need to speak to your academic advisor!”

	He started around his desk, clearly going for the door to kick her out.

	She needed to feel him between her legs. She needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Theresa reached down and grabbed his hand in hers.

	“You can do that, Professor. Or you could do this…”

	She ran his hand up between her legs, lifting up the hem of her dress. He shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.

	“Miss... Theresa. I... I don’t think this is right.”

	Before he could finish, she pushed him back around his desk and shoved him down into his chair and sat in his lap. She could feel something large and hard rub against her pussy.

	“My, teachers do get excited over grades, don’t they?” She wrapped her arms over his shoulders.

	“Oh fuck,” Johnson said, “What the hell?” He then reached down and grabbed her ass, squeezing it with his strong fingers.

	Laughing, she leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were plump and moist. She started grinding her wet pussy back and forth along the bulge in his pants. He groaned, squeezing her ass even harder.

	She kissed him along one cheek until she reached his ear. She bit the lobe lightly between her teeth. “Put your fingers in me. I’m so wet for you,” Theresa whispered.

	Johnson hiked up her dress around her waist. She could feel his hand shake as her ran it down her stomach and then into her crotch. He rubbed her pussy through her underwear, making her gasp. Snagging the transparent fabric with one finger, he pulled it to one side.

	“Holy shit,” Johnson said as he ran one finger through her slippery crease toward her tight hole. Her breathing quickened as he ran his fingertip around her hole, teasing her. She rocked her hips, trying to push it inside of her tight little circle. She leaned forward and started kissing him again, letting her tongue run wild in his mouth.

	Finally, he pressed his finger in. Her hungry pussy immediately clamped up around it. He ran it in and out of her, rubbing against the little ridges of her G-spot. 

	“You want me to come all over your finger before I come all over your big, hard dick?” she said.

	He answered by fingering her faster. She yelped, rolled her head on her shoulders. Then she was coming. Her pussy clamped around his fingers, squeezing in waves. When she finished, she hopped off of him. She pushed him back in his chair until the chair hit the counter. She peeled her dress off and dropped it to the floor. Legs slightly apart, wearing nothing but her gloves and her underwear, she let him drink her in with his eyes. 

	This was so fucking dirty. The dirtiest she’d thing she’d ever done. It made her feel like a total slut. And she loved it.

	Dropping to her knees, she grabbed the hand he used on her. She ran the tip of her tongue along his wet fingers, tasting her juices. When her tongue reached the tips of his finger, she sucked them into her mouth. While she was doing this, she reached up and massaged his hard shaft through his pants. 

	Pulling his fingers out of her mouth, she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

	Without delay, he fumbled at his belt with both hands while she undid the button and zipper. He raised his hips a little so that she could yank his pants and underwear down around his knees. His cock stood up straight, hard as a rock and throbbing with his lust. Her pussy clenched up again with her just looking at his huge pole.

	She reached up and grabbed it with one hand. It was so warm. The skin felt so smooth and taut beneath her dainty fingers. She could hardly wrap them around its girth.

	“So how are my grades looking?” she asked him before licking her lips.

	“Better and better…” he groaned.

	Slowly at first, she stroked up and down, looking up into his eyes the whole time. She used her free hand to pull his pants the rest of the way down and off. That accomplished, she spread his knees apart. Kissing up each thigh while jerking him, she took one of his balls in her mouth and then the next. Nestled between his legs, she ran her tongue along the bottom of his shaft. He breathed in quickly, and she felt him shake a little. 

	When her tongue reached the head of his cock, she kissed it with her wet lips. He threw one hand up to his face, covering his eyes. His teeth were clenched. 

	“Your cock tastes so good,” Theresa said right before pressed her lips down over the tip. She rubbed her tongue against the little slit at the very tip, hungrily sucking away any precum. His cock was so big she couldn’t take it all in. She sucked him while he writhed around in the chair, moaning and groaning. 

	He reached forward and began playing with her tits, pinching her nipples. She couldn’t take it anymore. Her pussy was almost coming just with his cock in her mouth. It was so wet that she knew he’d just slide right in to her tight hole. 

	Playfully licking at the ridge around the head of his cock, she pulled back and then stood up. His hair was a mess now. He’d been running his fingers through it, trying not to come in her hot mouth. 

	She turned around and thrust her ass out at him. He reached out and kneaded her cheeks with his fingers, then slid his hands up around her hips. Making sure she was between his legs, she kept her own legs pressed together and sat down slowly. She knew this would make her even tighter, make his cock fill her up even more.

	She felt the tip of his cock press against her opening. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth and put her hands down on his strong legs to hold herself up. Her urged her down onto him, pulling at her. Slowly, she felt the tight ring at the sopping opening of her pussy part around his rod.

	After she felt the ridges of the tip pass through, she stopped. She looked over her shoulder, a wicked little smile on her face.

	“Do you like my pussy? Is it nice and tight and wet around your big cock? Is it hot?”

	Johnson was looking down where their bodies were joined, his face flushed all red now. He nodded.

	She let her tight pussy slip down a little bit more around him. He was so hard, so big. All she wanted to do was push herself all the way down around him, to feel his cock bump against the back of her cunt. She had him right where she needed him, though.

	“So, baby, are you going to help me out with my little tax problem?”

	He hesitated.

	Instead of pushing down, she pulled up until over the very tip of his cock was still inside her. He needed to answer soon, or she would slam down around him too early. 

	“Yeah... Yeah, I’ll make it go away.”

	“That’s my big, strong man,” Theresa said.

	She pressed down on him. He gasped as the tight, smooth flesh of her pussy parted around the throbbing head of his cock and moved all the way down his shaft. She felt her ass bump against his hips. 

	“Oh baby, oh baby,” he muttered. He leaned forward and kissed at her back.

	Her pussy felt so full that she didn’t know how he was fitting in there. She wriggled her hips from side to side. She felt his fingers dig into her flesh and smiled. Then she squeezed her pussy muscles around his pulsing rod. He sucked in a sharp breath and then slowly let it out as she relaxed a little. 

	“I’m going to pound your cock like a fucking animal,” she said. 

	Theresa lifted herself up. He moved his hand down under her ass to help. She dropped back down onto him, taking him all the way again. She moaned as she rose and fell again. His cock felt so warm and hard inside her. Each moment it felt like it got harder, making her get tighter and wetter.

	She fucked him faster and harder, her ass slapping down against him with the force of each thrust. Each time, she felt the head of his cock parting the wet walls of her pussy, sending shivers and sparks up her spine.

	Her pussy had gotten him so wet that it made wet slurping sounds each time it swallowed his shaft back up. Letting him hold her weight, she reached up and squeezed her tits. She started pinching her nipples.

	“Let me kiss you,” Johnson said.

	Without standing up, she started turning around. She was so flexible that she lifted one leg in the air as she spun. Johnson held it up and helped push it back down. She sat in his lap facing him now. Just like earlier, she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and leaned in, kissing him. 

	This time, she rolled her hips back and forth on his hard cock. The tight ring of her pussy was strained around the wide base of his shaft. Her kissing became more and more urgent. She could feel her clit rubbing against him. Her pussy clenched up tightly around him so that she had to fuck him slowly.

	Johnson reached around behind her and grabbed her ass. He used his strong arms to help rock her back and forth on his dick. She could feel her climax building. Her clit felt like it was made of electricity, sending shocks throughout her body.

	Pulling back, she looked into his eyes, trying to fuck him faster.

	“Do you want me to come all over your hard cock? Huh? Do you like having that big rod inside my tight, delicate little pussy.”

	Talking dirty seemed to make Johnson’s cock flex a little inside her. He leaned his head back against the counter behind him, his teeth clenched and his breath hissing in and out through them. 

	Without warning, he passed his strong arms behind her knees and stood up. She squealed with delight as he walked the few steps over to the table. While she continued rubbing her clit against him, he reached out with one arm and swept all of the forms and receipts from the surface of the table, leaving it clear.

	“You naughty, naughty boy,” Theresa moaned as he set her ass down on the top of the table.

	He pushed her knees back with his arms so that they were touching her chest. Lips again pressed into that thin line, he thrust his cock into her. It went in so deep that she gasped. The opening of her pussy gripped him more tightly now. The muscles in his neck stood out as he began ramming her, jackhammering his cock in and out. Her pussy made wet sloshing noises now.

	She reached forward and grabbed his tight ass, pulling and pushing to make him fuck her even harder.

	Theresa looked into his strained face. “I want you to come in my pussy when I come all over your dick.”

	He nodded, panting. He started fucking her with slower, longer strokes, really letting her feel how long his cock was. Her whole body felt like it was buzzing with the feeling of their fucking. She could feel her pussy begin tightening, ready to start milking the cum from his cock. 

	“Come on, come inside my pussy, yeah, I know you want to fill me up with your hot load,” she whispered.

	That did it. He moaned. She felt his cock jump inside her. She started coming too, her pussy gripping and loosening around him, gripping and loosening, over and over. Theresa screamed. Johnson yelled out. 

	His cum felt hot inside of her. There was so much that she could feel it leaking out down her ass. He kept his hard dick deep in her pussy while she finished coming all over it. 

	All of her muscles felt like they’d contracted. She relaxed now, lowering herself to lie on the pleasantly cool surface of the table. 

	She laughed a little, a happy smile on her face. Johnson, his cock still in her, was running his hands up and down the smooth skin of her breasts and stomach.

	Theresa ran the tip of her finger along his jawline, feeling the stubble on his skin. His cock throbbed inside of her, and she giggled at him.

	“So I don’t have to worry about academic probation anymore, do I?”

	“Not until midterms at least,” he replied.

	“What happens then?”

	“Well, I think I have something in mind to earn you a little extra credit,” he said, flexing his cock against her tight grip.

	



	



Indecent Studies

	 

	None of the guys at school fucked Maggie liked she wanted to get fucked.

	She wanted it hard. She wanted it rough.

	She wanted a guy—no, a man—who would treat her like the little schoolgirl slut she so desperately wanted to be.

	Which wasn’t the impression she gave off in her lectures or in her dorm room at college. That was probably why the couple guys she’d hooked up with this year hadn’t been what she wanted.

	They’d be ok, she supposed. But they hadn’t fucked her like they meant it.

	“Maggie, quit that daydreaming,” Dr. Taylor said from the front of the small classroom. He was tall and well-built. Big hands for a man who could talk for hours and hours about Modernist poetry.

	“Sorry, professor,” Maggie gave her head a little shake and looked at what he’d written on the board.

	“Don’t be sorry, just don’t do it again,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He’d gone around the room once and got everyone’s names. And he seemed to remember them, which was impressive.

	His tone had a certain annoyed sharpness to it that set her heart jittering. That “grown up” tone that conveyed admonishment and disappointment at the same time.

	Maggie resented it, just a little. She was 18 now after all.

	Though Dr. Taylor had a right to be annoyed. He normally didn’t lead the tutorials, just delivered the lectures. But Maggie’s TA had come up sick that day apparently.

	But she realized something else, as well. She was wet. A deep, hot slickness that set her insides trembling. Heat rushed up her throat and into her cheeks and she hoped that no one saw.

	Except that Dr. Taylor was still looking right at her. He glared a little longer, then turned back to his notes on the whiteboard.

	Maggie noticed then that her nipples had stiffened to the point of pain, and it was only the saving grace of her bra that kept them from cutting holes in her blouse.

	She swallowed hard at a new thought. She couldn’t help thinking it. Was Dr. Taylor like that in bed? Did he just tell the women what he wanted them to do?

	She bet that Dr. Taylor fucked hard.

	That trembling heat between her thighs quivered again when she wondered if he might fuck her hard. He had big hands. Did that mean that he also had a big…?

	She hoped Sam, roommate back at her dorm room, was out. Because otherwise she’d have to go masturbate in the shower instead of the comfort of her own bed.

	Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t quit that fantasy. She’d never been with an older guy before. Dr. Taylor’s hair traced from glossy black to gray at his temples. He had to be as old as Maggie’s dad. That was weird.

	But if it was so weird, why did it sound so damn hot?

	And he’d looked at her a few moments too long when her throat and cheeks had flushed with that lusty heat.

	She spent the rest of the tutorial doing her best to pay attention. She even answered a couple of questions.

	And each time, Dr. Taylor’s attention lingered just a moment too long.

	Until finally the tutorial ended. Everyone packed away their notebooks and their laptops and filed out of class.

	Maggie did the same, endeavoring to keep from making eye contact with Dr. Taylor as she did. Her pussy was still wet. She could feel her panties clinging to her bare lips. Just the pressure of her thighs brushing together lightly while walking sent delicious waves of desire rushing through her from her engorged clit.

	“Maggie, hang back a moment,” Dr. Taylor finished shuffling some notes into his messenger bag.

	Immediately, a huge lump of panic lodged in Maggie’s throat.

	It didn’t leave. Not until everyone filed out of the room and left just the two of them.

	He didn’t wait for her to speak, “I liked your answers today. I normally don’t do this, but I think you have potential. Do you have another class?”

	“Not until after supper tonight,” Maggie said, her voice sounding so girlish in her ears. Mostly she could just hear the blood pounding through her veins, leaving her hot and trembling all over.

	“Good. I have a place close to the campus. Let’s go there and talk about it,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He left the room without checking to see if she was following.

	Somehow, Maggie knew just what he intended. This wasn’t about her answers. This wasn’t about academic potential. This was something much more animalistic.

	She hurried after him. His place was a walk-up a couple blocks from the campus. They got inside and Maggie’s arms and shoulders pebbled with gooseflesh. Her pussy kept squeezing up, and every time it loosened she seemed even wetter than before.

	He opened the door and she stepped into the apartment. It smelled manly somehow. Leather. Aftershave. Cologne. That sort of thing.

	Dr. Taylor put his hands on her shoulders. Maggie’s breath caught. He did have big hands. And they were so warm against her.

	“The bedroom’s just ahead on the left.” No pretense at all.

	She went where he directed, going into the bedroom. The bed was a big one, with built-ins for a headboard. Filled with books of course. Pretty normal, except for one thing.

	A pair of handcuffs that rested on a pillow, their steel glinting in the rays of light shining in through the window.

	That wasn’t the only thing. There were other toys there as well. Things that Maggie had only seen in porn.

	“Professor, I’m not sure what sort of studying you want to do in here,” she said with a coy twist to her voice.

	“Don’t worry,” he said, “Your body will be my subject.”

	Maggie’s shoulders rose and fell steadily. Her body wanted more and more air to deal with the inferno sparking inside of her.

	He closed the door behind himself, and suddenly the world seemed to shrink to just the two of them.

	She took a step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his. Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of her ass and squeezed. Dr. Taylor reached his arms around, one hand squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it through her slit towards her hole. 

	“What are you going to do to me?” Maggie asked. 

	“This,” Dr. Taylor said. 

	He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of her skin. Dr. Taylor wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through the fabric. 

	Dr. Taylor pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to try to pull it away, but stopped. 

	“Harder,” Maggie said.

	He grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

	Finally, someone who wanted the same thing she did.

	Finally, she didn’t have to pretend to be the good little college co-ed anymore. 

	She slapped him across the face. “I said harder.” 

	Dr. Taylor let go of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her right then, right there. Instead, Dr. Taylor grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the clasp of her bra. 

	After shifting her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your hands behind you.”

	She put her hands against the small of her back. Dr. Taylor scooped the handcuffs off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around her wrists. 

	“Stay there,” he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move, aside from wiggling her ass at him. 

	Kneeling down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Dr. Taylor’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going to look like covered in red handprints. 

	He gave her the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

	“Do you like my ass?” 

	She yelped as his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the mark. 

	“Keep your mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

	Maggie hesitated for a second, then nodded. Dr. Taylor continued pulling her pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Dr. Taylor smiled. It was a smile that said: She’s learning. Good. 

	Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from her. 

	He ran one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to touch her. Dr. Taylor drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She cried out.

	Soon, her ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Dr. Taylor’ large hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly. When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red. 

	“Please Dr. Taylor, pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Maggie started saying. 

	She started trying to roll over. Dr. Taylor laid one of his forearms down across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

	“I didn’t tell you to turn over yet, bitch.”

	He started spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with each blow. 

	When he stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest swelled as he caught his breath.

	“Will you pinch them now?” Maggie asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good. I promise.” 

	Dr. Taylor clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to work. First, he turned Maggie over onto her back. With the handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put into holding herself up. 

	Taking his time, Dr. Taylor stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants, revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body, finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles bulged. 

	“I’m going to pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching you,” he said with a smile. 

	Getting back onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could reach. 

	Her mouth opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin. He watched as she lapped it up. 

	Dr. Taylor stopped pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling. 

	Looking down into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock now.”

	He shifted back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier spankings. Dr. Taylor reached around behind her head and grabbed a handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back. She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open ready to receive him. 

	Grabbing his hard cock, Dr. Taylor guided the big head in between her lips. He watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him at the same time she soaked him with her spit. 

	“You’re going to take all of it now,” he said. 

	Keeping her head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the moist opening of her mouth. He knew he was at least eight inches long. At least six of those were already in her. As he thrust the final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her breath. 

	Reaching over, Dr. Taylor grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

	“Don’t you fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head, he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft. 

	He pulled his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Dr. Taylor closed his eyes and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft. 

	Each time after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been when he was just using his hand. 

	Throwing the crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

	Dr. Taylor pulled his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head again, Dr. Taylor grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Dr. Taylor slapped with her his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked with running makeup and spit. 

	“Stay like that,” he told her. 

	Standing up off the bed again, Dr. Taylor shifted around until he could see her glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the side. 

	Her pussy accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness. Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker of her asshole.

	Already he could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too. 

	The redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Dr. Taylor refreshed it, giving her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from escaping. Maggie had buried her face in the covers to stifle her screams. 

	Her pussy massaged his shaft, so tight she could barely take it. She’d never cum like that before. No man had ever made her feel like this before.

	He could feel himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass. He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and released another stream.

	Leaving her handcuffed, Dr. Taylor collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

	“Are you going to un-handcuff me?” Maggie said, turning her head to look at him. 

	He saw that she was panting, too. “I never said I was finished with you. You have potential, like I said. A now we’re going to explore that,” he replied.

	“But what about my class?” she asked.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll be in class. Though I think you’re going to be too sore to sit,” he cupped her breast and let the ball of his thumb caress her nipple. When it stiffened, he smiled. Then he gave it a pinch.

	Maggie had no clue what sort of studies she’d just gotten involved in.

	



	



Alpha Daddy Next Door

	 

	Mara didn’t think anyone knew she was cheating on her boyfriend.

	She knew it was wrong, that it would hurt him. But it just felt so fucking good. There was no sex like forbidden, secret sex.

	Stealing a quick fuck while no one else was around, hiding out in a closet while she felt his thick cock stretch her tight, young pussy out with every thrust.

	There was nothing like it. And Mara meant to keep on doing it. She got the good relationship and the good sex, and she figured so long as her boyfriend never found out about it no one would get hurt.

	No one knew. She was safe.

	Or so she thought.

	 

	***

	 

	John watched it all from the across the street, hot anger brewing in the pit of his stomach.

	“That little bitch,” he muttered.

	She thought she was being so smart and quiet. Yet she never thought to look literally across the street.

	It wasn’t the first time John had seen her bring that other guy into her house. This had been going on a while.

	And yet he still hadn’t told his son. The son that Mara was dating. He’d thought it was so cute before this all started. Next door neighors dating. And both of them just 18 and not even in college yet.

	He knew that if he told his boy about this, it would crush him. And he didn’t want that. What parent did?

	No, he wanted some way to get back at her first. Make her feel some of what he felt.

	There was something else to it as well. He’d always thought Mara a beautiful young woman.

	Perhaps more than a man so much older than her should.

	He came up with the idea suddenly. It hit him so hard he actually took a step back from the window from which he watched Mara’s infidelity.

	John had always been the dominant one in his relationship with his wife. In fact, he had a bunch of toys he liked to use on her regularly.

	So why not use them on Mara? Why not use that dominant trait of his on her? Show her what happens when she does something like this to a real man.

	His opportunity came one day when he was home alone and so was she. He called over to their house and asked her if she could come over. Ostensibly about a surprise party he wanted to throw for his son.

	She fell for it.

	His heart raced a little as she crossed the street in her cute little shorts. He let her knock on the door once before pulling it open and then asking her to come inside.

	“So what do you think would be best?” Mara started, smiling up at him as though she had nothing to hide.

	John had something to hide: his growing hard-on at the thought of what he was about to do to her.

	He led her into the living room, then turned around and confronted her. Her smile faltered a little when she noticed the hungry glint in his eye.

	“I know that you’ve been fucking around,” he said.

	“What are you talking about? I’ve never—“

	“Shut up.” Then he shoved his phone into her face. There was a picture on it of Mara and her new toy sharing a stolen kiss on the stoop of her house.

	A look of worry crossed her lovely face, and she licked her lips before looking back at him. “Have you shown him yet?”

	“No,” John tossed his phone down onto the coffee table. 

	God, she was so hot. He could smell the lightness of whatever perfume she’d spritzed herself with.

	“Don’t,” she said.

	“Why shouldn’t I?” John replied.

	“I’ll do anything you want. Anything. Just don’t show him. I didn’t—“

	“Think he’d find out? You thought you could get away with it?” John snarled, hands curling into tight fists, “Maybe I’ll text him that right now.” He reached for his phone.

	Mara put her hand over his, “Please don’t. What do you want?”

	John’s stomach tightened as adrenaline and desire shot fire through his veins. “You’ve fucked him over. Now I think you need a good fucking over.”

	“What?”

	This time he took her hand and put it over the growing bulge in his jeans. She gasped. And then she squeezed him. “You’re so big…”

	“You want him to keep from finding out? That’s what you need to do.”

	“Okay,” she replied, an enticing blush rising up her throat and to her cheeks. He wondered how wet she was right then and there.

	“You do everything I tell you. You take everything I tell you,” he grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and made her look up into his eyes.

	Her lips were glistening and full and they quivered a little as she nodded.

	Then he took her upstairs into the master bedroom. He’d pulled the curtains shut earlier and left the lights out so that she couldn’t see his collection of toys just waiting for her.

	“Take off your clothes. Now.” He said.

	She started stripping in front of him.

	“Faster,” he reached out and wrenched her shirt off. She gasped when the air touched her bared breasts. They were firm handfuls that seemed to defy gravity.

	Then he shoved his jeans down along with his boxers. His cock, mostly hard now, sprang out in anticipation. He sat down on the bed and opened his legs.

	“On your knees,” he said, “I think you know what I want.”

	She went down in front of him, licking her lips as she went. She kissed the tip of his cock and sent a delicious tingle through his body.

	She started slow, running her tongue around the taut flesh of the head.

	She didn’t know what was in store for her.

	“Take it all,” John said. He pushed roughly down on the back of her head, shoving her mouth down around his shaft. He felt her nose bump against his body. 

	When she started struggling against the lack of air, he let go of her head and instead grabbed both her shoulders. Perhaps a little bit harder than he’d meant, he sat up and then shoved her down onto her back.

	“I didn’t know you liked it so rough,” Mara said. She grabbed his cock again.

	Yanking her hand away, John straddled her waist. She immediately pressed her tits together around his cock. John grabbed one of her nipples and twisted. He felt her body stiffen under his and she yelped.

	“Don’t start off so hard,” Mara said. 

	John gave the tit he hadn’t pinched a slap. Then he reached up and wrapped his fingers around her long neck. Mara started to say something, but he choked it off. She started shoving her tits up and down his shaft as his fingers pressed more deeply into the soft flesh of her neck. He wanted to just squeeze and squeeze, but he knew the plan was much better. So he let go and he heard her take in a deep breath.

	Getting off her, he said, “Stay there.” 

	John reached into the bag, feeling around. The first things he pulled out were two lengths of nylon rope. Next, he reached back in and grabbed a large dildo and a gag.

	“What’s that stuff?” Mara said. There was a hint of worry in her voice that made John’s cock get harder. 

	“Open your mouth,” John said. 

	He held the gag by its straps. It was the kind with the rubber ball that goes into the person’s mouth and then is strapped around their head.

	 Shifting his grip on the gag, John grabbed Mara by the throat with one hand. He put his thumb on her chin and pulled down to make her open her mouth. When she did, he jammed the gag between her teeth. He pushed until most of the ball was in her mouth. Moving his hand from her neck to her scalp, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head off the pillow. He strapped the gag tightly into place.

	The whole time he was doing this, Mara had grabbed his cock and was jerking him off as quickly as she could move. John smiled. He realized as well that he was going to need something to lube up the dildo so that he’d be able to use it the way he wanted it to be used. 

	Using his forearm, John ran it under Mara’s knees. He pulled those back to her chest. He started slapping Mara’s pussy, which was already really wet. She squirmed in his grip as his smacking got harder and harder. He heard her whimpering around the gag.

	Enough of this, he thought. John grabbed the big dildo. It was both long and thick. He put the end against her slippery opening and jammed it in. He felt her whole body get stiff, and she rolled her heard around on the pillow.

	“Shh...” John said, trying to contain himself so that he wouldn’t blow the ruse. Her fingers had clenched up painfully around his shaft, but he didn’t care. 

	Grabbing the dildo by the end sticking out of her pussy, he slowly pulled it back until it was just barely touching her pussy. He slammed it back in, feeling it enter her more deeply. It seemed like she was much more of a slut than he thought. 

	“I think you’ll really like this,” John said. 

	“Turn over,” he told her, letting go of her legs.

	 She did so, the huge dildo still jammed most of the way into her straining, wet pussy. John grabbed her ass and started kneading her cheeks. He squeezed harder and harder until she moaned around her gag. 

	Spreading her cheeks apart, he ran his index finger down her cleft until he felt her asshole. She whimpered when he shoved the finger into her up to the second knuckle. It was so tight. She never had let him fuck her in the ass before.

	Pulling the finger out of her, he grabbed one of the nylon ropes. He collected her wrists and ankles, and pulled her hands and feet to a central point over her back. Passing the rope around them a few times, he tightened it into a tight knot, hogtying her. 

	He used the second shorter length of rope around the loop he’d made with the first length, tightening the hold. John so badly wanted to flick on the light to see what she looked like, hogtied and with a big dildo shoved into her.

	Leaning, John ran one of his hands down her arched back, running his fingers through the groove of her spine. The hand came to rest on one of her ass cheeks, which was now quivering as she strained to maintain her position. He ran his hand over her bare ass, letting his fingers move down the cleft and over her asshole a few times.

	Then John began spanking her. The first spank was light. The next one was louder and harder. He alternated between each ass cheek, revelling in her squeals. When he finished, he gave each cheek a nice pinch that made her jump. 

	Sliding off the bed, he stood up. He grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her towards the edge, letting her knees hang off. He felt the back of the dildo smack against his erection.

	It’ll be wet enough by now, he thought. He pulled the dildo out of her, and heard her sigh of relief. It was short-lived. He ran one finger down the length of the dildo. Yes, her pussy had soaked it in her juices. 

	Before she could react, John spread her ass cheeks apart again and pushed the sopping dildo into her asshole. He stopped pushing when he couldn’t make it move any farther into that tightest of her holes. 

	He moved his fingers down the dildo again and ran them along the strained ring of her asshole. She moaned and squirmed at the touch. He wanted to fuck her, but his dick was so hard and he felt so turned on that he wasn’t certain if he would be able to contain himself or simply fire his load into her as soon as he entered her pussy. 

	Whatever, he thought, it’s not like I’m trying to please her or something. Pushing the knot of her wrists and ankles farther toward her head, John stepped between Mara’s thighs. His cock felt like it was straining to be jammed into her, and he knew she liked it that way.

	Instead of just giving it to her right then, he toyed with her and teased her. Grabbing his cock, he rubbed the head all around her pussy, leaving a wet trail of his precum all over her hot flesh. She squirmed, trying to position her hips to give him a better angle. Instead, John shoved his cock between her lips and ran it up, feeling her hole pass by. He didn’t stop until his cock hit the warm rubber of the dildo.   

	John repeated this tease a few more times until even he couldn’t take it anymore. His whole body practically tingled with desire. Feeling the tip of his cock at her hole, John entered her. He slid every inch of his cock into her pussy, which he’d loosened up for this with the dildo. She was so wet that when he got balls-deep into her he felt his stomach get some of her juices on it. 

	Despite the loosening, her pussy was still tight enough to make him shiver. It didn’t help him calm down when she started squeezing his member, either.

	Getting a grip on himself, John grabbed her ass with one hand and the dildo with the other. Simultaneously, he pulled the dildo and his cock partway out of her. He waited, letting her tension build, letting her wonder when he would fill her up again. 

	He shoved the dildo back in at the same time he thrust with his hips. Her whole body rocked with the force, and the headboard hit the wall behind the bed. She tried to scream around her gag, but it only came out as a muted moan. 

	John was doing some moaning himself. She’d squeezed up around him, and he was acutely aware of how tight and wet her pussy felt around his rock hard shaft. He also discovered that if he used his thumb to push down on the end of the dildo that he could actually feel it moving inside of her. 

	There was a little bit of pressure on his cock when he pushed on the dildo, and if he let go or pulled it out slightly, the pressure was gone. 

	“I bet you are really enjoying this, aren’t you?” John said.

	She didn’t answer him, so John shoved down on the dildo and flexed his dick in her. She moaned at the feelings.

	“Yeah, that’s right. My cock feels much better in you than his did, doesn’t it?”

	Mara made an “Umm hmm” noise around her gag.

	That was all he needed. John pulled the dildo from her asshole and tossed it on the floor, where it landed with a wet thunk. He pulled his cock all soaked in her pussy juices out of her, and in the next instant jammed it into her ass. He almost came right there. It was tighter than her pussy, and just as warm. With how lubed his cock was, he had no problem moving his cock around inside her. 

	Grabbing her ass again, he pried her cheeks apart and stretched her asshole out while he ran his cock in and out of her. She wriggled on the bed. When he finished playing with her like that, he commenced with the spankings again. Every slap made her jump, and made her asshole clench around his shaft. John knew he was going to come soon; he had that feeling of tightness in his balls and the head of his cock felt like it was shooting sparks. 

	“Do you want me to come in your ass?” John said, his cock already hardening for the first spurt.

	She made another “Umm hmm” noise.

	“Good,” John continued, “Because I was planning on doing it anyway.”

	As he felt himself start to come, he crammed his cock as deeply into her as he could manage. His toes tried to curl up against the floor. A grunt escaped through his clenched teeth as he climaxed, his cock jumping after each shot like a gun. 

	Finishing, John pulled out of her. He heard her shift onto her side, ready to be untied. John snorted, thinking, I’m not finished with you yet. 

	He pulled his pants back up and redid them, then sank into a chair by the light switch. He sat there for a few minutes, trying to draw out the suspense. He heard her struggling more, the springs of the bed creaking as she tried harder and harder to get out of the knots. 

	John reached up and flicked the light switch. He had to squint for a moment against the sudden brightness. She was facing away from him, lying on her side. Her fingers reached futilely for the knots binding her.

	“Are you going to cheat on him again?” he asked.

	“No.”

	“Good. Now I’m going to untie you. Run along home. And I better never see that other boy again. Or else I’ll be sending more than a picture.”

	



	



Her Rough Lockdown Lesson

	 

	At first Cristina had liked doing her college classes from home.

	Who could find anything wrong with staying in PJs all day, right? That was how she dealt with the lockdown after in-person classes at school closed and she was forced to move out of the dorms and back home.

	Again, not so bad, right?

	Except then it happened. Her mom and dad had invited one of their longtime friends to lockdown with them, since he was all by himself.

	The he in question? Clark. Clark was an okay guy, except when you had to live with him constantly, as Cristina found out.

	She couldn't believe that she'd had a crush on him not that long ago. It was right at the end of high school, after she'd turned 18. Her friend, Becky, had gotten an A in their AP history class by fucking their teacher.

	Late at night, over whispered conversations, Becky told Cristina about how older men knew how to handle a woman better. New how to touch. How hard to squeeze. How to lick.

	How to fuck.

	Becky told Cristina she'd never cum so hard as she did with their teacher. That none of the guys in their class had even come close.

	That's when Cristina started fantasizing about Clark, who'd pretty much always been in her life. She knew him about as well as she knew her own father.

	She just never thought she'd live with him for weeks and weeks like this. So maddeningly close.

	So she started talking back to him. Started breaking things around the house and blaming them on him.

	A few times now she'd even flushed the toilet while he was in the shower. Nothing made her smile like his sudden howl of shock as the hot water blasted him.

	She knew she was being a brat. And that she was too old to be a brat. But that didn't stop her. If anything, it got her off. Which was good, since porn just wasn't doing the trick anymore.

	Then came the day she broke the vase. It had been an accident. A genuine one. She passed by Clark in the hall and turned around to yell something after him, continuning in a backwards walk.

	She'd just started grinning when her hip hit the little wooden plinth the vase sat on. It wobbled back and forth for a moment before crashing to the hardwood floor, instantly shattered into dozens of jagged shards.

	Clark turned and stared wide at first at the vase, then at her.

	Something about that look set a fire in Cristina's tummy and she felt her inner brat push its way to the surface.

	"Why'd you do that, Clark? That was dad's favorite!"

	Clark's mouth formed a shocked O before his jaw clicked shut. "What? I didn't do it. Why the hell are you blaming me?"

	"Because it wasn't me. It was you!" Cristina shot back.

	That fire in her belly shifted lower, and Cristina realized she was wet. Part of her wondered if all this acting out was to see how far she had to push Clark before he did something.

	"You've gotten really saucy since you started college. Smarten up," Clark said.

	Her wicked smile took him aback. Shaking out of his grip again, Cristina went onto her tiptoes so she could get her face as close to his as possible.

	"What are you going to do about it... Clark?"

	His right hand opened and closed as though his fingers itched to grab her and teach her the lesson in manners and responsibility that he thought she needed so badly.

	But then her mother poked her head into the room, smiling. The plastic bags she held crinkled as they swayed heavily at her sides.

	Cristina smiled at him again, then ran off upstairs.

	"What's all this?" her mother said, the smile replaced by a frown when she saw the broken vase.

	"I... uh... I walked into the stand," Clark said. It was his turn for his face to go red.

	Her mom just shook her head, then looked at Cristina, "Things are opening up again soon. You better start filling out those job applications like you promised!"

	Her mother and father stepped out of the house again later that night, going to meet some old friends for some quality catching up time. Friends who were apparently on the outs with Clark.

	Cristina lay on her bed in her room, her ankles crossed and waving back and forth slowly like a pendulum. She was happy to be filling out the applications. It would get her away from that place and to somewhere new. Clark really seemed to have become a jerk since she'd finished high school. He only got more irritated as the time for her to go came closer. 

	What's his deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her earlier. Would he have spanked me? Neither of them had spanked her before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having things taken away.

	She'd been filling out the endless surveys about distance learning and thinking of essay topics for her classes for so long. She needed to stretch. 

	So she got up and went out into the hall. It had hardwood floors, too. There were four doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table. A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full bloom.

	Cristina walked over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They were so smooth. 

	"Be careful."

	Cristina turned. Clark stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the banister. How long had he been standing there?

	"Of what?" Cristina said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

	"You know what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like that before.

	Her mouth went a little dry at his tone. Other things got a little wet. She became aware of how her thin cotton panties clung to her pussy.

	"Of course I'll be careful, Clark!" Cristina said.

	She deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she turned to storm back into her room. It tipped.

	For a moment, the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

	Then the flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor. Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the air.

	Failing to hide her grin, Cristina turned and walked back to her room. In the doorway, she turned back again, ready to tell Clark to clean up his mess before her mom got home.

	But he stood directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths that made his chest and shoulders swell.

	She'd never seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She couldn't look into that face anymore.

	So she jumped into her room and tried to slam the door shut. Clark stuck his foot in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

	"I'm sorry!" Cristina yelled as Clark forced the door open. Even with all her weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a little.

	Then he was in the room.

	"Sorry's not good enough, you brat! Your mom and dad have spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not anymore. If they're not going to do anything about it, I will."

	He advanced on her. Cristina found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

	"Clark!" Cristina yelled as he sat down on the bed.

	He grabbed her and pulled her over his knee. 

	"I should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of white cotton panties.

	"I'm sorry!" she yelled again.

	Her apology turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in her. 

	She felt a stinging heat in her cheeks. Clark had left his hand resting on her bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

	"Clark..." she said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

	It took her a second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

	"Don't try that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your lesson yet!" Clark said. His cock strained between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more deeply into the firm flesh of her ass. 

	She tried to tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging outlines. 

	Feeling his desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan. 

	Cristina couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

	She moaned again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening clit.

	"I always thought this was what you wanted," Clark said.

	"Clark," she started.

	He spanked her again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot in the bedroom.

	"No! Don't you dare say a word unless I tell you to."

	He ran one hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all over.

	He started massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

	Then he ran the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

	He yanked back on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

	She found herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life. Why, then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

	He let go of her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the back of her neck.

	Then he slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They squeezed. She gasped.

	He pushed his sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

	His grasp on her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she couldn't.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

	The fingers on her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat as she shook on his lap.

	Clark waited for his stepdaughter to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it on her inner thighs. Clark's finger glistened with her juices. 

	Grabbing handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Clark stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body. Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

	Quickly, he stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive surface. 

	A clear bead of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once more. 

	Cristina felt powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him. 

	Once or twice she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She would pretend it was her name she heard him moaning when he fucked her mother. Ever since she'd known what sex was, she'd wanted him to do it to her. She wanted that big, hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

	Still, there was that little voice inside her that always told her it was wrong. He was her stepfather. It was against the rules to have him like that.

	"Clark," she started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly wanted to be a "yes."

	"Quiet!" Clark said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It trickled down his length onto his fingers. Cristina licked her lips as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the sight. 

	"You need to learn your place," he said.

	He climbed onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers dug more deeply into her bedcover.

	Clark leaned down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric feeling of pleasure moved through her.

	He opened his mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

	Her legs wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking together. 

	A wordless yell escaped Cristina's lips as the head of her stepfather's cock sank into her. She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing walls. 

	He bit her neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft. 

	Clark only let himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed himself back onto his knees. 

	She moaned in despair as he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally, she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her hot, wet sex. 

	Grabbing her ankles, Clark pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him, then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

	For a bit, he kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare thighs together with his arms.

	Then he slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down to one side so that they rested on the bed. 

	He fucked her hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

	She could feel him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and closer to cumming. 

	"Clark!" she screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

	He didn't seem to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step father.

	Quick as she could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

	"I want your cum, Clark," she said.

	Then she kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his mouth.

	He exploded inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and again. 

	She came then, too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in alternating hot and cold waves.

	Both of their faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their kissing as Clark leaned back.

	She could feel his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so badly. It had been worth it. 

	When he pulled out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe, she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

	But Clark handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

	"Well, young lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to punish you again."

	Even as he said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh. His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his clothes.

	"It's too bad the lockdown is ending soon," Cristina said, her mind fixed on the warm ache in her freshly-fucked pussy.

	"We've got a few days left," Clark said, "And I can get your parents out of the house again."

	"Good," she replied, hoping the soreness would go away by then.

	



	



Tempting Her Daddy’s Boss

	 

	Ellie heard some of the secretaries talking when she went to visit her dad at his office downtown.

	Normally she didn’t eavesdrop, but what she heard had her wriggling in her chair.

	“I’ve never been fucked like that before!” one secretary said, keeping her voice low. 

	“I know, right? I came like 6 times… Who knew Mr. Bronson was such an animal?” the second one replied.

	Ellie sat on a padded chair on the other side of the wall from where the two women chatted.

	This was the last summer before college started. She’d turned 18 a couple of months ago. She wanted to spend more time with her dad before she moved away for school.

	He was busy at a meeting, so Ellie had decided to wait for him to finish so that they could grab lunch.

	But now she found herself holding her breath so she could hear better. Her cheeks started to get hot.

	“Did… Did you let him come in you?” the first one said.

	“I didn’t think I had a choice. Besides, it was so hot. I could feel it, you know, splashing inside of me,” the second replied.

	Ellie swallowed hard. She’d actually broken up with her high school boyfriend a couple weeks earlier, saying she didn’t want a long distance relationship.

	They’d had sex a lot, sure. But she’d never let him come inside of her. Even though it sounded super hot and she’d gotten one of those copper IUDs not long ago.

	She pushed her thighs together hard, relishing the sensation of the pressure against her swollen mound.

	Her pussy tingled, the blood flowing down to that central point in her body.

	“Did he take you to his secret room?” the first asked.

	“Of course,” the second replied.

	“Ellie!” 

	She jumped in her chair, her heart pushing up into her throat.

	Mr. Bronson stood there in a dark three-piece, his shoulders broad in his jacket and touches of gray in his black hair.

	Ellie’s blush deepened.

	“Mr. Bronson,” she said, “I didn’t see you there.”

	“Apparently not. Are you waiting for your dad? He’s in a meeting,” Bronson said.

	“I know.”

	She tried to get herself under control. But her pussy wouldn’t stop quivering. And she was already wet. 

	She couldn’t stop thinking about what it might feel like to have Mr. Bronson’s hard, throbbing cock fill her up with a hot load.

	She hoped that Mr. Bronson didn’t see the color in her cheeks. Or the way that she rubbed at her inner thighs.

	“Why don’t you come along to my office and wait there? It’ll be nicer than sitting out in the hall.” He held out one hand and smiled.

	“Sure…” Ellie said, heartbeat so loud it slammed in her ears. She accepted his hand and he immediately pulled her to her feet.

	Then he let her go in front of him. She wondered then if he was checking out her ass.

	They got to his large and lavish office and he indicated for her to sit down across from him.

	They laughed over a couple jokes about her dad.

	Still, Ellie couldn’t think about anything but fucking him. And what had the secretaries meant about a secret room.

	“You’re such a pretty thing now. I expect to hear tales of many broken hearts from your dad about your college years,” he said.

	“Yeah…” she said. She needed to do something to relieve this pressure.

	On a sudden impulse, Ellie leaned across the desk and kissed him. His lips tasted sweet, and there was no surprise or panic at all. He returned her kiss, bringing it up another notch as his tongue poked into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her head and held her firmly to him.

	He pulled away from her. They both breathed deeply. Ellie felt her body tremble. She was afraid that he’d tell her it wasn’t appropriate. That she needed to go.

	That he’d tell her father.

	But he didn’t.

	“Come with me,” Bronson said. 

	He pushed away from the desk and stood. He didn’t look back to see if Ellie followed. She did, standing up on shaky legs and walking a few steps behind him.

	It looked like he was going towards a wall. He touched a particular panel and a door opened. Lights flickered on automatically in the secret room as James Bronson entered. Ellie stepped through the doorway, her eyes widening.

	“What is this place?” Ellie said, turning to look at Bronson.

	“Something that only a handful of people in the entire world know about. Ms Smith, I feel like you and I have a connection. There is just something about you... I feel different when you are near me. Something I haven’t felt in a long time. I... I... need you to do something for me,” Bronson said. He’d hung his jacket up while he spoke, and he was undoing the buttons of his shirt. 

	It felt like Ellie’s heart had lodged in her throat. This is it, she thought, we’re going to be together. He sounded so hopeful, like he needed something badly. Ellie wanted so desperately to give it to him, to give herself to him. She felt that unspoken connection as well. 

	All of those high thoughts about professional integrity had vanished from her mind. She was a woman who needed something only a man like James Bronson could give her. In that moment, she felt she would have said yes to anything he asked.

	She wondered if she should start taking her clothes off, as well. Then she saw that he had something on underneath. As he stripped off his expensive button-down shirt, she saw something leather, black and shiny. He had a leather vest on underneath his suit. He looked at her as he knelt over to slide his shoes off. As he pulled his slacks down, she could see the matching pair of leather pants her wore.

	All she could think about when he straightened up was how trim he looked, how the tight leathers showed off his body.

	“Be my submissive,” Bronson said, “I need you. The way you walked into my office, the way you talked to me. No one has done that in a long time. No one that isn’t the head of a corporation or the leader of a country.”

	Electric fingers worked their way up Ellie’s back. She knew vaguely what a submissive was. Bronson was the master. He would tell her what to do. Ellie looked around the room. There were leather toys around the walls, gags, blindfolds, whips. A lot of furniture that looked like it might belong in a torture chamber.

	“Do you trust me?” Bronson said. He grabbed Ellie by the hand. His warmth flowed into her again, just as it had done the day before.

	She squeezed his fingers. “Yes,” she replied. 

	A spark of excitement rose through Ellie’s body as Bronson led her deeper into the room of pleasure and pain. She wanted him to just throw her over one of the tables or chairs they passed, rip her clothes off, and fuck her senseless. But he didn’t.

	They stopped at a long, low padded table. Ellie knew right away that it was designed to hold someone in place with their arms and legs splayed apart, with its four leather straps.

	“Do you want me to lie down?” Ellie asked.

	Bronson squeezed Ellie’s fingers until she yelped. “No. You are going to take off your clothes and get on your knees.” He let go of her and walked over to one of the shelves along the wall.

	Ellie did as she was told, bending over to strip off her skirt. She felt nervous. What was he going to do? She’d never done anything like this before. Though, she had liked it when her boyfriend in college spanked her while taking her from behind... Would Bronson spank her? 

	She felt her nipples stiffen as she slid her bra down her arms. Ellie crouched down on her knees, her shins resting on the cool floor and her hands braced on her thighs. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. He was clothed; she was naked. A shiver wracked her body as her skin pebbled with goosebumps.

	When Bronson turned around, he held a leather collar attached to a leash. Unbuckling the collar, he came back over to her. Ellie grabbed her long hair and lifted it over her head so that none of it would get stuck. Bronson put the collar around her neck and tightened it. A surge of panic took her as he tightened even more. It went away when she realized she could still breathe. 

	Bronson twisted the leash a few times around his wrist as though he was trying to keep control of a powerful dog. He tugged. Ellie had to throw out her hands to keep from falling on her face.

	When she looked up at Bronson, he seemed to tower over her. His leather pants bulged out at his crotch, where his cock was hardening. He looked at her naked body. 

	She felt her pussy clench and get wet at the sight of his stiffening member. 

	“Take out my cock,” Bronson said, tugging at the leash until Ellie was close enough to lick his crotch if she wanted.

	Hesitating for a moment, she reached up and undid the leather pants. She reached in until her fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. She sucked her lip between her teeth at how warm and firm it was. It felt so big, bigger even than she’d fantasized about. She pulled it out from its leather bonds. It sprang up so fast that she had to move back to avoid being slapped in the face. 

	Bronson grabbed her by the chin and made her look up into his eyes. “Suck,” was all he said before letting go.

	She looked back at his heavy shaft. There was a pearly bead of precum glistening at the tip already. 

	Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of his shaft to hold him steady, she looked up into his eyes as she pressed her lips against the head of his cock. She let them part slowly over the taut, shiny flesh. As soon as the whole head was through her lips, she sucked.

	Bronson groaned as more precum leaked out of him. Ellie licked it away. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

	She wanted him to feel good, so she started stroking his member, letting her fingers slide over the bulges and veins.

	He tugged on the leash, hard. Her lips slipped farther down his cock.

	“I said suck! Don’t fucking stroke unless I tell you to.”

	Gritting his teeth, he pulled on the leash. Her lips took in more and more of his cock. When she felt him at the back of her throat, her eyes started to water. She wanted to breathe, to gag, but she couldn’t. She wouldn’t let herself. As the tears streamed out from the corners of her eyes, Ellie sucked the billionaire’s cock as hard as she could. 

	Bronson growled, throwing his head back. After a few more seconds, he gave the leash some slack and let Ellie slide her lips back on his shaft, pulling the bunched skin on his cock taut again.

	“Get my cock nice and wet with your saliva, and keep looking into my eyes” Bronson said.

	Working up as much spit as she could, wriggling her tongue against the bottom of Bronson’s rigid shaft, Ellie started moving her mouth up and down his length. When she pulled her lips back, she left a shiny trail of saliva. There was so much that it hung in strings in some spots. His cock tasted so good, Ellie just couldn’t keep herself from salivating. 

	There was something about looking into his eyes while his cock slid in and out of her wet lips that made her want to fuck him. Her pussy was wet and convulsing. She wanted to finger herself, but didn’t want him to punish her again. 

	She moaned around his length as she felt some of her saliva dribble down her chin. She could still taste his precum, and there seemed to be more of it than ever.

	Then Bronson ran his fingertips along her cheek. He used the ball of his thumb to wipe away some of the tears. His fingers slid into her hair, entwining themselves into it. When they reached the back of her head, they balled into a fist. The little pricks of pain from her hair being pulled made her moan even more. Her pussy was so wet that she felt some of her juices trickle down her inner thighs. 

	Bronson pulled her head back until she no longer had his cock in her mouth. She gulped in air as he arched her neck backwards.

	Leaning over her, he pressed his lips to hers and they kissed deeply. Ellie wanted to grab his cock, to stroke it and make sure it stayed good and hard, but she kept her hands on her thighs. She needed to do what her master told her. She thought that, if she was good enough, he might fuck her. She wanted him to fuck her so badly. Her pussy ached from the strength of the desire to be filled up by his large cock. 

	Keeping her head in place with the handful of hair he’d grabbed, Bronson pulled back from the kiss. They both panted as they looked into each other’s eyes.

	“Get up onto the table,” he said, letting go of her hair. 

	Slowly, Ellie stood. She started to sit down on the table, then Bronson gave the leash a sharp tug and she gave a yelp as she jerked forward.

	“On your stomach,” Bronson said.

	Wiping at her face, she turned around and crawled onto the table. It felt cool against her flesh. There was a slight rise where her hips rested, arching them a little into the air. Walking around her, Bronson did up the straps, binding her to the table.

	When they were all tightened to his satisfaction, he pressed a button Ellie hadn’t seen. She gasped in surprise as the portions of the table holding her legs rotated, spreading her legs apart even more. She could feel the cool breeze from the air conditioning on her pussy and thighs.

	Bronson moved so that he stood between her legs. He still had the leash, and he pulled on it so that Ellie had to arch her neck and look back at him. Over the rise of her ass she could see him, looking down at her exposed sex. She could see the head of his cock trembling with anticipation. Seeing that made her pussy clench and release more juices. He was going to fuck her soon, she knew it. 

	Then Bronson bent over and picked something up. Ellie’s eyes widened as she saw him hefting a black riding crop.

	Keeping the leash taut, Bronson ran the tip of the whip over one of her ass cheeks, then the other. He slipped it between her legs. Ellie’s breath hissed out between her teeth as he ran the tip gently up her slit. Her whole body was trembling from the feeling, the anticipation.

	Raising the whip over his head, he whipped her right cheek. She screamed at the sudden pain and the cracking noise it made. He did the same to the other cheek, making her muscles tighten.

	Bronson didn’t stop until her entire ass turned an angry red color, and fresh tears ran down her face. When he did stop, Ellie realized she didn’t want him to. Even though her ass stung so much it had practically gone numb, even though there were tears streaming from her eyes, she wanted him to keep going, to keep whipping her.

	Tossing the whip to the floor, Bronson jerked on the leash again. He leaned forward until she felt the head of his cock press against her sex. She bit her lip. She wanted to push back, to feel him fill her.

	“Tell me you want it,” Bronson said.

	“I want it, Master,” Ellie replied.

	Bronson rewarded her by applying a little more pressure. The tip of his cock slipped into her. It was a tease; he was in her, but he wasn’t. She wanted to feel his shaft as it plunged into her, feel her walls spread apart as the head of his cock shoved against them.

	“Tell me you want me to come in your pussy.”

	Ellie sucked in a breath as she felt the tight ring at the opening of her pussy try to squeeze up around Bronson’s hard cock. She wanted his cum in her.

	“I want your cum in my pussy, Master,” she said.

	Smiling, Bronson entered her. All the muscles in Ellie’s body stiffened as her master’s rigid cock pushed into her tight, wet little hole. She moaned as inch after inch slipped inside, aided by all the saliva she’d put on him with her mouth.

	She wished she could close her legs. She wanted her pussy to be as tight as possible around his cock.

	“It’s so warm...” Bronson said. He squeezed one of her still-stinging ass cheeks as he continued to slide his cock in and out of Ellie’s pussy.

	It was so wet that his shaft made slurping noises as it moved in her, and getting wetter every moment. Ellie wanted to put her head forward and rest it on the table as she felt her orgasm building deep in her sex, but Bronson’s grip on the leash was unrelenting. 

	“Are you going to come on me?” Bronson asked. He’d sped up his thrusts.

	There was so much energy in Ellie’s body just waiting to be released, she didn’t even know if she could talk. Still, she knew that her master needed an answer.

	“Yes, Master,” she said. She could already feel her walls closing in around his shaft, trying to grip it and hold it.

	Pulling his hips back until just the tip of his cock was in her, he rammed it back in. Throwing her head back, Ellie came. She screamed as her body tensed up, as her pussy clenched and convulsed and got even wetter.

	Bronson just kept thrusting, riding her to a deep orgasm. She could feel his cock stiffening, swelling inside her. She knew he was going to come, and she so badly wanted to slam her hips back against his, to bury his cock balls deep in her while his cum filled her.

	Then Bronson grunted, and his cock jumped. Ellie moaned as he filled her up with his hot load, the cum spurting out so hard she could feel it. Her mouth dropped open, her orgasm deepening.

	Pleasurable electric shocks ran up and down the front of her stomach, heightening with each contraction of her pussy around his cock, drawing his load deep into her womb.

	After, he showed her to his private bathroom and she got all cleaned up in time to meet her dad after his meeting.

	“You’re welcome anytime,” Bronson said when she left his office.

	



	



Her Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Felicia bounced down the sidewalk of her hometown. Her dad’s little colonial on the corner looked so quaint now that she was back for the summer from her first year of college.

	The warmth of the summer air kissed her tanned skin and the sunlight seemed to glisten in the blonde lengths of her hair.

	She’d gone out to grab a soda from the 7-Eleven down the street. Gone maybe 15 minutes at most.

	But by the time her childhood home came back into view, another car sat in the driveway behind her dad’s.

	It was some expensive sporty red coupe, all glossy paint and shiny chrome with tinted windows.

	When she climbed the couple stairs of the stoop to the front door, she heard her dad and someone she’d never met before arguing.

	“I’m sorry, Bill, I just don’t have the money to pay you right now,” her dad said.

	Felicia paused with her hand on the cool metal handle of the screen door. 

	She didn’t like the tone in her dad’s voice. He sounded worried.

	“That’s tough, Sam. Real tough,” the stranger, Bill, said, “But times are tough all around. You think I’d be coming here asking for what you owe me if times weren’t tough?”

	“They cut the hours at the plant. No more overtime for at least a month, maybe two. Can’t you wait until then?” her dad said.

	“Not if you want to keep your nice little life good for you and your daughter,” Bill said.

	“Damn it! If I pay you now I’ll miss the mortgage payment this month. Probably next month’s, too.”

	“Not my problem, Sam,” he said.

	Felicia’s stomach went all tight. She hadn’t even realized her dad was in any trouble at all. He’d been a good dad, shielding her from that sort of thing, letting her go off to an expensive, out-of-state school.

	Just who does this guy think he is?

	“I need more time!” her dad said.

	Felicia couldn’t take it anymore. She yanked the screen door open and danced her way into the house.

	The two men, her dad and this Bill guy, stood in the living room, each of them gripping a sweating brown bottle of Bud.

	Her dad was red in the face.

	“Hi, daddy!” Felicia said.

	“Hey, sweetie. I’m a bit busy right now. Can we talk later?” her dad said.

	Meanwhile, Bill kept looking at her. She knew that look from guys at school. Knew that hunger as his eyes ran their way up and down the lithe tightness of her youthful, 18-year-old body.

	Bill was a tall, mean-looking sonofabitch with a couple days’ worth of salt-and-pepper stubble on his sharp cheeks. A scuffed-up gold wedding band adorned one finger. His knuckles looked all scarred up.

	He reminded her of some heavy from a gangster movie, sent to collect a debt. 

	Is that was this is? Who is this guy? Why does dad owe him money?

	Her body reacted to him on a visceral level. She tightened low in her stomach, and when that tightness relaxed a lovely, languid heat spread even lower.

	Her nipples perked up against the thin fabric of her top. Her lips parted and she teased at them with the tip of her tongue.

	She missed the rough-looking guys from the area when she was at school. They were all preppy and rich. Nice for a husband, but not for a fling.

	“Everything okay, daddy?” Felicia said. Her eyes kept flicking to Bill, who kept watching her with this hungry intensity.

	Her dad noticed. Noticed and didn’t like it.

	“Just fine, sweetie. Just some old business to take care of. Nothing you need to concern yourself with.”

	“If you say so. I’ll just be up in my room, okay?” she said.

	She missed her dorm room back at school. Sure, the bed was bigger here. But this was the bed she’d grown up in. And she wasn’t a kid anymore.

	The stairs were by the front door, and as she walked up she felt Bill’s eyes on her again. Drinking in the sight of her long, smooth legs and the way her high, firm ass swayed in her shorts.

	And everything wasn’t okay, she knew.

	She knew because Bill didn’t leave. She listened to them argue longer, with Bill finally insisting on staying around until her dad had the money owed.

	With some reluctance, her dad let him have the guest room down the hall from Felicia’s bedroom.

	Later that night, she crept out into the hall. She wore nothing but a thin bedtime tank top and a pair of white cotton panties. Her usual sleepwear.

	The master bedroom was close by, the door open a crack. Felicia pushed it open and peered within.

	Her dad was passed out on the bed, five empty bottles of Bud on his nightstand and his laptop open to his online banking statement.

	Felicia couldn’t let this happen. She had to take care of her father. Shield him from the bad people the way he’d shielded her.

	It was just a stroke of luck that the bad man in question was a rough-looking hottie who got her panties moist when she thought about how it might feel to have his rough hands all over her smooth, sensitive skin.

	Resolved to help, she crept down the hall to the guest bedroom.

	That door was open a crack as well. Within, Bill slept with the cover only partially on him. He was bare-chested, tattoos crawling all over his skin and indistinguishable in the darkness.

	Felicia crept into the room, her heart pounding and her pussy quivering.

	Bill stirred, rolling over onto his side. Felicia stopped, her heart slamming against her ribs so hard she thought it might burst through her chest.

	Her pussy went all slick and warm, quivering eagerly within her.

	How big was Bill?

	Was this going to work?

	Was she really about to do this?

	All those questions kept running through her mind.

	She slid slowly onto the bed, the sheets smooth and warm against her palms. Her panties felt damp between her thighs.

	She slid in against him, shivering at the warmth of his skin against hers.

	Felicia’s body pebbled with goosebumps against his. Her nipples stiffened as they rubbed against his body. She looked at the strong line of his jaw, the way his features had softened and become almost angelic while he slumbered. He kissed her lightly on the forehead, calling her by someone else’s name. She figured it was his ex-wife.

	She said, “Shh.”

	She put one hand on his chest, feeling the powerful muscles. Then she moved it slowly down his body. He groaned a little in his sleep, his head turning. 

	He had on nothing but boxers, she found out. His cock twitched as her fingers felt it through his underwear. She found the button, undoing it with her index finger and thumb.

	He groaned again as she reached in and pulled his shaft out. She was breathing so quickly now, her heart slamming in her chest. She was getting so wet it was almost uncomfortable. He felt so large in her fingers, even soft.

	His mouth opened and he breathed out quietly as she stroked him. The skin moved up and down on his hardening cock. He hugged her close again as he became fully stiff. She couldn’t touch her fingertips together around him anymore. 

	She couldn’t believe how hard he felt. His cock throbbed with the beat of his heart. Bringing her hand up high, she ran her thumb around the ridge of the head. He shuddered a little. 

	Felicia licked her lips. She shifted herself, going up onto her hands and knees and facing his feet. 

	Throwing her hair back behind her head, she grabbed the base of his cock and held him pointing straight up at her mouth. She looked back at him, wondering if he’d woken up yet. He apparently hadn’t.

	Smiling, she knew what she was about to do would. 

	Getting her lips good and moist, she put them against the tip of his cock. She pursed them, keeping them fairly tight. They slowly parted as she pushed them down the head of his shaft.

	Her lips made it not quite half way when she pulled them back up. He tasted so good that she’d started to salivate right away. In the light from the streetlamp outside, she could see the wet glistening of her spit on him.

	She moaned as she pushed her mouth down him for a second time. As she pulled back up, she let the tip of her tongue tease along the bottom of the head, right where she knew it was extra sensitive. His hips arched a little as she did this, driving him back through the tight ring her lips had made. 

	Reaching behind her, she grabbed his hand. She put it on her ass, squeezing his fingers against her firm flesh. 

	He swelled in her mouth for a moment, so she pulled back and teased the slit at his tip with her tongue. 

	“God...” He muttered. 

	Hearing how aroused she was making him just made her pussy get wetter. The desire to touch herself, to feel that wetness, arose. But she couldn’t satisfy it, since both her hands were occupied. 

	She sunk her lips down his member and brought them up again and again, going a little faster as he began waking up more.

	“What... What’s going on?” Bill said, wiping at his eyes.

	She let her teeth drag gently along his slick member. 

	“Oh!” Bill said, starting to push himself up into a more reclined position.

	He turned on the lamp by his bed and looked down. 

	Felicia sat back as well. She used her hand to continue smearing her saliva up and down his hard cock.

	“Felicia? What are you doing? What... Oh...” He said, his eyes squeezing shut as she tightened her grip on him.

	“Hi Mister Smith. Glad you woke up to join me. Does it feel good? Do you like me?”

	“What? Yes, it feels good. But Felicia, your dad’s just down the hall—“

	“Passed out. Nothing’s going to wake him up but a good night’s sleep. That gives me all the time I need to help you through your... situation.”

	“Felicia!” Bill said, reaching for her fingers, trying to get her to let go of his stiff shaft.

	She smacked his hand away.

	“Come on, Bill, you have a sexy, mostly naked girl in your bed who just had her mouth around your hard cock. Are you really going to turn her out? Don’t you want me?”

	Grabbing his hand, she put it on one of her breasts. She felt him shiver as he felt her stiff nipple against his palm.

	Then, all the protest gone out of him, he fell back on the bed, closing his eyes.

	Felicia smiled. She got up on him, straddling his chest with her knees. Her ass and pussy were mere inches from his face.

	“But before we go any further… I want to make sure that if this happens, my dad won’t owe you anything anymore,” she said.

	“It’s a lot of money…” Bill groaned, shaft so hard it trembled with need.

	“Trust me, I’m worth it…” she said, taking his finger and surrounding it with the softness of her tongue as she pulled it into her mouth. She let it slide out all glistening with her saliva.

	“God… Okay…” Bill said.

	Felicia smiled.

	Tossing her hair back again, she returned to sucking on his hard cock. Her saliva had started getting a little cold on him, and she needed to warm him back up. From that angle, she could push her mouth much farther down him. He moaned, his hips lifting as he tried to thrust deeper into her hot, moist lips. 

	She started massaging his balls with her hand as her mouth moved up and down his length. She squeezed them lightly, letting the skin move around on them.

	“Felicia...” Bill moaned.

	More goosebumps broke out on her thighs as she felt his hot breath against her sex. She smiled inwardly as her hands grabbed her by the ass again. He squeezed her cheeks, letting his fingers push into the firm flesh.

	When he pushed her panties to the side, she jerked back off his cock, squeezing her eyes shut. His lips pressed against her pussy, right over her clit. The tip of his tongue flicked out against it, again and again.

	“Bill!” Felicia said, trying to be quiet.

	Her hand jerked up and down his shaft faster and faster as she bit her lip between her teeth.

	“That’s it, Bill, yeah... Play with my wet little pussy. Do you like how wet I am for you?” 

	Shoving her lips back down his cock, she sucked him hard and fast. They both moaned in pleasure.

	He swelled in her mouth again, and she felt his balls lift a little, getting tighter. Her pussy had clenched up, and she jumped a little each time he flicked her clit with his tongue. More and more of her juices leaked out onto his face, and this just seemed to make him want her more. 

	Finally, when she could take it no more, she pulled her mouth off him again.

	“I need you to fuck me, Bill. I need to feel this big, hard cock in my tight, little pussy...” 

	Bill made a noise of agreement, his lips still too busy kissing her sex to form words. 

	Felicia turned around, still sitting on him. Bill fondled her breasts as she lifted her hips and shifted backwards. Little shocks of pain moved through her body as he pinched her nipples and rolled them around between his fingers a little. 

	“Grab my ass,” she told him.

	Immediately, his hands slid away from her breasts. They moved down past the flair of her hips to grip her by the cheeks. His muscles flexed as he held her in position.

	Reaching down between her thighs, she grabbed his cock and held it straight up. It felt so wet in her hand, so warm. She shivered as she lowered herself down onto it.

	Bill’s body flexed under hers, going rigid as she sank down on him. 

	“Bill...” Felicia moaned as the lips of her sex parted against his hardness and began slipping down his slick cock. 

	“So tight,” Bill said.

	She’d taken most of his cock in her little pussy by then. Her mouth dropped open and she sucked in deep, gasping breaths as his hard thickness stretched her out around him. 

	His fingertips kept pressing harder and harder into her cheeks as she squeezed around him. 

	Felicia leaned back, putting her hands as far down the tops of his legs as she could go. She lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up along his cock. It made a satisfying wet noise as it rubbed against her sopping walls. 

	Still keeping his grip on her ass, Bill started fucking her. He used the mattress to help shove himself as hard and deep into her as he could. From that angle, the head of his cock rubbed especially hard against the front wall of her sex. 

	Feeling her nipples stiffen even more as a flood of pleasure shot up through her chest, Felicia moaned, begging him to fuck her harder.

	He kept rubbing right up against her G-spot, his hard shaft gripped tightly by her sex as he did.

	“Bill...” she moaned.

	Bill watched as he moved in and out of her. He seemed fascinated by the way her lips seemed to push and pull at the skin on his cock. The deeper he drove into her, the more of him came out wet as he backed up for another thrust.

	She knew she was almost there. Her hands had clenched up around his thighs, and her whole body seemed to have gone rigid.

	Then Bill put his hand flat against her, resting it below her navel. His thumb pushed down between her lips, already spread apart by his thick cock.

	He found her stiff clit and started stroking it with the tip of his thumb. 

	It was like she’d grabbed onto an electrified fence.

	“Bill!” Felicia screamed. 

	The jolt of energy moved her body into overdrive. She started slamming her pussy down onto him as he pushed up into her.

	“Bill! Oh, Bill!” Felicia yelled again as she squeezed tightly around him. The squeeze lasted only a moment before her pussy relaxed. Then she went rigid as it happened again and again. 

	He kept driving up into her the whole time, seeming to ignore the way she tightened around him. Her body trembled so much and her arms felt weak as her orgasm spiralled out of control, threatening to make her fall backwards onto his legs. 

	She shuddered, almost sobbing, as her climax ended and released her from its grip. Felicia leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest. 

	Bill put one hand on the back of her neck and pulled her down into a kiss. His breath felt hot on her lips, and she tasted the need in him.

	Then her eyes widened. Bill sat up, holding her in his lap. Putting one arm on the bed behind her, he laid her on her back. Bracing himself on his hands over her, he started thrusting again. 

	Her head rolled from side to side as she felt how hard he’d become. She knew he was going to come soon. She grabbed his shoulder blades, then let her hands leave long, red scratches all over his back. He hissed at the pain, thrusting harder and faster. He’d swollen inside her, and she knew it would be soon. 

	“Are you going to come? Give it to me. I want it. I want all that hot cum,” Felicia said, snarling.

	Bill threw his head back, his mouth open. He grunted as he pulled his cock out of her. Before he could move any farther away, Felicia grabbed his shaft. It was so slick with her juices.

	A smile broke on her face as she felt his cock flex in her hand.

	“That’s it, give it to me...” Felicia said, stroking him to completion.

	Hot spurts of cum shot out onto her stomach. She jerked spurt after spurt onto her flat tummy. Bill grunted and groaned the whole time, his body held rigidly over hers. 

	Relaxing, he sat back on his haunches. Felicia let the ball of her thumb move over the still-taut head of his cock a few times, rubbing her juices into his flesh. 

	“Feeling better now?” Felicia asked.

	“So much.”

	“Good,” she said, smiling. She’d really enjoyed all this. Bill was a good lay. And his cock was long and thick. Her tight little pussy was already getting sore from the pounding, but in a good way. “What are you going to tell my dad?”

	“That I changed my mind. That we go back quite a ways and I don’t want the money to get in between our friendship,” he said.

	“And are you going to come back again this summer? Because I’m going to want that cock of yours again,” Felicia said.

	“Of course,” he replied.
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	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













