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The sexy, red heels brought Sam out of his thoughts.

That the feet wearing them came to a stop in front of the table he was sitting at in the bar was a surprise, but there was no stopping his gaze sliding up chubby legs, clad in sheer nylon, to the hem of a short, black skirt. The material clung tightly to curvy hips and Sam looked all the way up a full figure to a beautiful, young face. The girl’s pretty smile looked all the whiter because of the vivid, crimson lipstick she wore and her long, dark hair spilled down over her shoulders. The unexpectedness of the approach made him unsure of what to say, but the girl didn’t speak and it was him that eventually broke the silence.

“Umm…, can I help you?”

The girl giggled and it lit up her cute face.

“I’m disappointed, Mr. Carter,” she answered. “I was so sure you’d remember.”

The surprise of hearing his name spoken showed in his expression and the girl laughed louder. The frown deepened on his brow as he stared, but he really couldn’t place her.

“Do I know you?” he asked.

“You used to,” she replied. “Can I sit down?”

“Be my guest,” he said after a slight hesitation and looked closer at her as she did so.

Her deep, brown eyes were made all the more gorgeous by the makeup she wore and her flawless skin gave her a youthful, baby-faced appearance. He wondered if she was actually old enough to be in a bar, but wasn’t about to mention it.

“You’ll have to give me a clue,” he said after a few seconds of silence.

The girl seemed to find it amusing that he couldn’t recall her and another giggle spilled from her lips before she spoke.

“Well, we have the same first name…, kind of.”

“You’re name is Sam?” he let out in a puzzled voice.

“Some of my friends call me that,” she went on. “My name is Samantha.”

He racked his brains for girls he knew with that name, but only one came to mind and he couldn’t quite believe the person he stared at was who he was thinking about.

“Samantha Bridges?” he let out in a disbelieving voice.

“In the flesh,” she replied and clapped her hand down on her leg when she let out another laugh.

It brought Sam’s attention to how far the short skirt had hitched up her thighs, but he knew he shouldn’t be staring and dragged his gaze up from chubby legs.

“I haven’t seen you in…,” he started and realized he wasn’t even sure how long it was since he’d set eyes on the girl sitting facing him.

“Eight years,” Samantha said. “I was thirteen when we made the move because of my dad’s new job.”

“Is it that long?” Sam let out and shook his head. He picked up his beer to take a sip and saw he was being watched. “Would you like a drink?” he asked when he put the bottle down.

“I wouldn’t say no,” Samantha replied. “I’ll have a glass of red wine.”

“Sure,” Sam said and got to his feet.

He walked across to the serving counter and caught the barman’s attention to order the drink. When it was served, he paid and went back to the table.

“There you go,” he said when he put the glass down on the table in front of Samantha.

“Thanks,” she said and picked up the wine to take a drink. “How is Delia doing these days? We never really did keep in touch like we said we would.”

Mention of his daughter’s name made Sam smile.

“She’s doing fine…, as far as I know,” he said. “Her fourth year at college is almost over, so she’ll be home soon enough and I’ll hear all the stories.”

“Poor you,” Samantha said cheekily. “Does that mean you’re living on your own now?”

“Yup,” Sam replied. “I finally got the place to myself.”

“You’ll be glad of that. It couldn’t have been easy bringing up a girl on your own.”

“I survived…, just about,” Sam said and laughed.

He couldn’t stop his gaze flitting down to Samantha’s legs when she crossed them and the glimpse of what looked like stocking tops under the black skirt caught his attention. He looked away quickly though and brought his gaze up to the sight of fingers stroking along the stem of the wine glass. The suggestive nature of it wasn’t lost on him and he cleared his throat nervously as a thought came into his head that he knew shouldn’t be there.

“I always liked coming to your house,” Samantha said and smirked.

Sam saw the mischievous expression and frowned. He knew he shouldn’t ask the question that came to him, but for some reason couldn’t stop himself.

“Why?”

“You were the only single dad I knew,” Samantha went on. “There was always a mother at the houses of my other friends, but you were on your own.”

“What’s so good about that?” he asked.

“Come on,” Samantha let out. “We were thirteen year old girls on the cusp of womanhood. You were a handsome, older, unattached man, without a wife in the house. Don’t you know what that does to a girl’s fantasies when her hormones are kicking in like crazy?”

“Get out of here,” Sam exclaimed.

There was no stopping the flush of heat to his face and he picked up the bottle in front of him to take a drink of beer. It did nothing to hide his embarrassment and he felt a fool for being unable to look at the girl sitting next to him. She was twenty years younger, but it was her taking control of the conversation and he could do nothing to stop it.

“Didn’t you ever…, you know,” Samantha said and giggled. “Delia always said there was no one in your life. I can’t believe you didn’t think about it when you had these cute, developing girls around you.”

“No,” Sam blurted out and hurriedly changed the topic of conversation. “How are your parents these days?”

“Fine…, I think,” Samantha replied in a slightly dismissive tone.

“That doesn’t make it sound like you’re on the best of terms,” Sam commented.

“Umm…, that would be an understatement,” Samantha let out and a rueful smile played on her lips. “If you want the truth, they don’t approve of my lifestyle.”

Sam frowned as he took a drink of beer and, again, he couldn’t stop himself asking the question.

“What are you doing these days?”

“Same as Delia,” Samantha went on. “I’m studying. That’s the reason I’m back in town. The local college has the course I want and it seemed sensible to come someplace I knew to study.”

The frown grew deeper on Sam’s brow.

“What exactly do your parents disapprove about you going to college?”

Samantha kept her eyes on him as she lifted the wine glass. Her face looked much younger than her age of twenty one, but there was no denying the prettiness of it. She had certainly grown up into a sexy, young lady, but Sam tried to clear that thought from his head.

“I fell out with my parents after starting college,” she told him as she put her glass down. “It made life difficult for a while until I found a way to fund my studies.”

“You got a job?”

Samantha reached down to rub her ankle then stroked her fingertips up her leg. There was no doubt it was deliberate, but Sam couldn’t pull his eyes from the sight. The thought that he should get up and leave flashed through his mind, but he was intrigued by where the conversation was going and stayed where he was.

“Yeah, I found a job that easily gets me through college,” Samantha said and the smirk played on her lips again. “That’s why I came to sit here when I saw you.”

Sam’s breathing grew shallower as they stared at each other, but he could think of nothing to say in response to the comment.

“It’s amazing how much men will pay,” Samantha commented matter-of-factly. “Have you found a girlfriend now that Delia has left you all alone?”

“I’m not sure I should…” Sam started, but he didn’t get the chance to finish.

“I always felt a bit sorry for you when I was younger,” Samantha cut in. “Stuck at home looking after a daughter on your own. It would have really cramped your style when it came to women. You must have been lonely. Are you making up for it now?”

The prying question caught him off guard and the embarrassment of the situation hit him. He was being asked about his sex life by a friend of his daughter he last saw eight years previously and he didn’t need to be a genius to work out why. Samantha’s comment about it being amazing how much men will pay showed the kind of work she was doing to fund her way through college.

“I should go,” he said.

Samantha settled a hand on her thigh as she uncrossed her legs and her knees parted enough to show the stocking tops and higher. Sam tried and failed to stop his gaze dropping and the glimpse of naked thigh and white panties brought on an unwanted flutter of arousal.

“I’ll be honest with you,” Samantha said and started to slide her fingers along the stem of the wine glass again. “When I knew you before…, I would have.”

Sam’s eyes narrowed as his gaze lifted. He knew he shouldn’t have been looking although was all too aware it was what the girl sitting beside him wanted. Her actions were definitely deliberate and there was no doubt she enjoyed being a tease. The suspicions of what her last comment meant reared in his mind and there was a slight shame to it.

“I not sure we should be…”

“Oh, I think we should,” Samantha interrupted to stop his words.

She glanced around the bar, but there were very few customers and the staff were talking amongst themselves behind the serving counter. Certainly, no one was paying any attention to them and Samantha moved her hand to Sam’s knee. He was rooted to the spot when she leaned forward then reached out with her free hand to play with his tie.

“You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?” she said in a hushed voice.

Sam could sense the situation spiraling out of his control. The guilt that he’d occasionally fantasized about his daughter’s friends welled up although it wasn’t something he recalled doing when they were younger teenagers. He wasn’t about to admit to anything though and ignored the question. He was pretty sure he’d never even thought about Samantha in that way, but the prickle of perspiration at his hairline was a tell-tale sign of his growing nerves and didn’t go unnoticed.

“You’re sweating, daddy,” she said when she lifted her hand from his knee.

Her apparent confidence in the situation unnerved him, but the grip on his tie tightened to stop him pulling away and he didn’t want to make any sudden movements that might bring attention to them. The touch of her fingertips grazed across his forehead and a wicked smile played on her lips as she brought her hand to her mouth afterwards.

“I can taste the truth,” she joked as she flicked out her tongue to sweep it across her fingertips.

Sam was transfixed as he watched the performance and he was suddenly struggling to resist as the tug on his tie pulled him closer. He glanced around, but no one was looking in their direction. It was only in the last couple of years that his daughter went away to college and getting back into the dating scene after so long out of it was proving more difficult than he imagined. It made him give in to the pretty, young woman toying with him and he caught the scent of her perfume as her mouth came close to his ear.

“I would have, daddy…, when I was your daughter’s friend,” Samantha whispered and let out a mischievous laugh as she deliberately brushed her lips against Sam’s ear. “Would you have liked that? Did you dream about sweet, pretty Samantha sneaking into your bedroom and being a bad, bad girl for you?”

Sam closed his eyes and knew he should bring things to an end before they got completely out of his control. The rush of arousal was strong though and the delicious scent of floral perfume combined with the brushing caress of soft lips on his ear stopped him from saying anything.

“Is that thought in your head right now,” Samantha went on. “Are you thinking about smooth, young flesh rubbing against your taut muscles…, little fingers circling around your swelling length and stroking it big and hard?”

The sound of the hushed laugh in his ear was heady and he found himself imagining the words he listened to. It was wrong of him, but he found himself unable to back off even when the grip on his tie was released. He felt fingers come to rest on his knee again and the touch slowly crept higher as Samantha carried on talking.

“Think how tight it would have been, daddy. Do you know how much I would have loved for you to be my first? I had such lurid, naughty fantasies about you and would have done anything you wanted…, anything.”

The tinkling warmth of another quiet laugh played on his ear as fingertips trailed higher still on his thigh.

“I would have been such a dirty little girl for you. You’d never ever have given me up. Would you have liked that, daddy? Did you have bad fantasies about breaking in a cute, little virgin girl? I bet you fucking did. Oh yeah…, I bet you were dreaming about how big your throbbing cock would have looked between my spread thighs when it was rubbing on slick, bare skin, with your little princess desperately begging you to make her a woman. Would you have been able to resist that, daddy? I would…”

“Stop,” Sam let out in a harsh gasp and reached down to pull Samantha’s hand away. “We can’t do this here.”

“Then let’s go somewhere else.”

“Huh?” Sam let out at the unexpected response.

“We’ll find somewhere private to carry on the discussion,” Samantha said and reached out to her drink.

Sam was dumbstruck as he watched her bring the wine glass up to her mouth and empty it. She was on her feet straight afterwards. He stared at the hand held out to him, as if it was toxic and, in truth, he knew it was. There was no doubt he should get himself as far away from Samantha Bridges as he could, but it wasn’t what he did. The opportunity was too tempting. He knew he was being weak, but the overwhelming longing for female flesh took hold and he couldn’t resist.

Samantha’s grip was strong when he took her hand and she led the way over to the door. Once they were outside, she dragged them to the alleyway at the side of the bar and he came to an abrupt halt when he realized where he was being taken.

“C’mon Samantha,” he protested. “We can’t do this.”

She didn’t give up pulling though and her free hand slid to the hem of her skirt. Sam felt the quickening of his pulse as he watched the material hitch up to reveal stocking tops. It was pure enticement. He knew that, but his gaze fixed on sheer nylon.

“When was the last time you were with a woman?” she asked.

It was a few moments before he brought his gaze up to hers.

“It’s been a while,” he admitted and his attention dropped to the way Samantha slid the skirt higher still to reveal smooth skin above the stockings.

“Don’t you want to touch?”

Sam closed his eyes to the sight and rocked his head back. He knew the smart thing to do was walk away, but the allure of smooth flesh left him wavering and the hunger for it grew stronger. He couldn’t fight the urge that filled his mind, so he stopped resisting the pull on his hand.

Opening his eyes to glance around when they started moving again, he saw there was no one around. They walked a short distance into the darkness of the alley before the grip on his hand was released. Samantha’s palm pressed on his chest to push him against the wall and he caught the scent of her perfume as crimson lips brushed against his.

The moment was intoxicating and he could feel his erection coming to life. Samantha’s lips slid across his cheek and he felt her hand trailing lower as a soft laugh sounded in his ear.

“Oh daddy,” she said in a teasing voice. “Is a pretty little girl getting you all hot and bothered?”

Sam shuddered as her palm brushed across the stiffening outline of his erection. Suddenly all that mattered to him were the touches and he pushed his groin against Samantha’s hand as her lips nuzzled his ear. It got him the sound of another quiet laugh and his breath rasped out.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she whispered as her fingers groped at his cock through the material of his pants.

It brought on a surge of hot blood that made his erection throb fiercely and he was a slave to her. His excitement soared as her touch grew rougher and he tilted his head back when her lips trailed across the sensitive skin of his neck. The zipper of his pants was eased down and he shuddered when Samantha’s hand slipped through the gap.

It got him the soft caress of fingertips on his hard flesh and he squirmed as the touch slid lower. Fingers cupped around his balls and he clenched his lips together to hold in the groan. The growing enjoyment became his world until the grip on his testicles started to get painful.

“Too tight,” he gasped.

His protest got him no relief though and he grimaced as the flare of agony began to bite. A heavy breath spilled out to become a low groan and the sound of hushed laughter showed that her actions weren’t accidental.

“Did you think buying a glass of wine would get me on my knees sucking your cock?” Samantha said harshly.

“I…”

It was all Sam managed to get out before fingers clenched tighter around his balls to make him gasp. He looked at Samantha to see the wicked smile and his face contorted as she made him suffer.

“Give me your wallet, daddy,” she ordered.

“I’m not…”

A vice-like grip tightened around his balls to send a flood of pain through his veins. It made him squirm, but there was no escape. He was under the control of a twenty one year old girl, who seemed to be enjoying tormenting him.

“I didn’t ask you to fucking speak,” Samantha spat out. “I told you to give me your wallet.”

She laughed as she squeezed and Sam caved in.

“OK…, OK,” he wheezed.

Reaching to the inside pocket of his jacket, he pulled his wallet out. Samantha snatched it from him, but kept hold of his balls when she flipped it open.

“Hmm…, how much do you think I’m worth?” she mused and caught his gaze.

Sam said nothing as he continued to squirm. The agony went on, but his cock remained erect and he could still feel the pulsing throb of hot blood pumping. He was caught in a moment of agony and ecstasy and knew he was going to do whatever the sexy girl staring at him wanted.

“I think one hundred is fair for a back-alley encounter, don’t you?” she went on.

“Yes,” Sam blurted out as the grip tightened further around his testicles. The agony of it bit hard and he gritted his teeth against the pain.

“I’m glad you agree,” Samantha mocked and laughed. “Like I said in the bar, it’s amazing how much men will pay. They find it unable to resist a baby face ball buster.”

Sam let out a relieved breath when the grasp on his balls was released. The ache of the torment was still there as Samantha teased her fingertips along his stiff length before she pulled her hand out from his pants. She was quick to count out the money then reached in her pocket to get a card.

“My number,” she said with a grin as she slipped the card in the wallet then handed it back to him.

Sam felt the disappointment that it might be the end of the encounter, but he quickly realized it wasn’t when his tie was grabbed. Samantha backed across the narrow alley until she was standing with her back to the wall.

“Are you thinking about cunt?” she said crudely as she let go of his tie.

Sam said nothing, but he was mesmerized as he watched her drop a hand to her skirt.

“I can see you are,” Samantha went on as she teased the hem higher to reveal stocking tops again.

Sam lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth, but there was no pulling his eyes from the show. His pulse raced quicker when a glimpse of naked skin came in view.

“Come on, daddy,” Samantha urged. “Show how much you love your pretty ball buster.”

He brought his gaze up to see the amused smirk on her face. She knew she was in complete control and was testing his limits. The way his erect member strained against the front of his pants made him aware of the fierce throbbing, but he suspected it wasn’t his cock Samantha wanted in a dark, back alley. She was out to put him on his knees and the excitement of that idea was slightly shameful to him. There was no stopping what was started though.

He dropped his gaze to see more naked skin being revealed. She was giving him an offer he couldn’t refuse and her mocking laughter rang in his ears as he gave her what she wanted by getting down to his knees. The heavy breaths spilling from his lips made his chest heave, but his hand was slapped away when he reached out.

“Kisses, daddy,” Samantha said. “Kisses.”

He could barely believe what was happening, but he wanted the girl before him more than anything in his life. Fingers brushed through his hair and there was a slight flare of pain as the grip tightened to pull him forward. It led his mouth to stocking tops and he shuddered when his lips brushed across sheer nylon. He slid them higher to kiss on naked skin and watched as the skirt was pulled up.

He’d caught a brief sight of panties when Samantha parted her knees in the bar, but suddenly the white material was there in all its beautiful glory right in front of his eyes. His gaze remained locked on it as he kissed higher and he could hear the soft groans coming from above as he flicked out his tongue to lick on inner thigh.

There was no way of knowing how far things would go, however, as he moved his head up. The tease could end in a second as Samantha took delight in denying him what he wanted. It didn’t happen though and she parted her legs when his mouth reached her panties. The moistness showed she was enjoying his touch and the taste came to him when he kissed on damp material. It stoked his excitement and he flicked out his tongue.

Samantha groaned louder as rasping licks played on her pussy through her panties. The rush of pleasure made her legs tremble and she tightened her grip on hair to hold Sam in place. Not that she needed to. He was in thrall to the taste and his licking became rougher. His breath rasped out as he tried to pull back, but all it got him was more pain when his hair was pulled to keep him in place.

“Make me cum,” Samantha demanded.

Sam stared at the outline of pussy lips through soaking white material. He was paying for the privilege of being used by a confident, young woman, but was enjoying every second of it. The riskiness of a public, back-alley encounter wasn’t lost on him, but he still leaned in again.

“Wait,” Samantha snapped.

She slid her free hand between her thighs to yank her panties to the side and Sam’s eyes opened wide. The sight of naked pussy made him lick his lips, but there was no time to stare as he was dragged in. He swept licks across moist skin and immediately began to push his tongue between pink, swollen lips.

“Yeah, that’s it, get in deep, daddy,” Samantha groaned.

He gave her what she wanted and the sweet taste flooded his mouth as he forced his stiff tongue inside wet cunt. Samantha slid fingers to the top of her pubic mound and pulled up on soft flesh. It brought her clit out of its hood and Sam couldn’t stop himself. He pulled his tongue out of pussy to go after the erect bud and his lust exploded. Suddenly, he was licking frantically and forcing his head forward.

Samantha’s legs weakened as the burst of hot delight erupted. She rocked her head back against the wall as Sam’s tongue teased and tormented her, but she wanted it back inside her.

“Lick me out,” she ordered.

Sam slid his tongue down to push it inside her slick opening and watched as her fingers moved lower. Her groan was loud as she circled rough touches around her clit. The swell of burning excitement was potent as an eager tongue scoured her velvety inner skin and it carried her closer to an orgasm.

Her fingers tormented clit as a wriggling, swirling tongue fucked deeper inside her and there was no resisting the frantic action. She pressed herself back against the wall to hold herself upright and used her grip on Sam’s hair to tilt his head back. It allowed her to grind her cunt on his mouth while he continued to fiercely lick her out and it finally became too much. The rising tension taking hold in her body came to a peak and suddenly she was wracked in convulsing shudders as the heat erupted from her core to rip through her body.

The burst of ecstasy left her gasping for breath and the hot waves of pleasure kept coming as she succumbed to the touches between her thighs. She could feel Sam’s lapping tongue continuing to rasp on her slick inner skin as she tormented her clit and it carried her all the way up to a shattering high that drained the power from every muscle.

Shudders continued to tear through her as the pleasure stretched out and she closed her eyes tightly to revel in the bliss of the orgasm until it eventually began to fade. Her breath rasped out when she pushed Sam away and stared at the glisten of her pussy wetness on his lips and chin.

“Do you want to see me again?” she asked in a gasping voice.

“Yes,” Sam blurted out before lifting a hand to wipe it across his mouth.

“Let me see you finish then.”

Sam froze as he stared at her.

“You mean…, right here?” he asked in a hesitant voice.

The grin spread across Samantha’s face when she nodded. She dragged her panties back in place, but kept her skirt pulled up.

“You must be desperate to finish now,” she said. “Show me.”

Sam still hesitated and it made her go on talking.

“If you don’t, you won’t ever see me again.”

He grimaced as he glanced along to the end of the alley. It appeared quiet, but the last thing he wanted was to get caught masturbating in public. He rubbed a hand across his eyes and knew the choice was to comply or walk away and never see Samantha again. There was no doubt in his mind she would stick to her word.

“Shit,” he muttered as he got to his feet, but in the end he knew there was no choice.

He reached out a hand to press it on the wall, while sliding the other through the gap in his unzipped pants. Circling his fingers around his erection, he pulled it out into view and the rush of humiliation struck hard. He was acting like an obsessed, teenage boy who was performing for a girlfriend, but there was no stopping himself. He heard the scornful laugh and looked at Samantha as he started stroking his cock.

“If only your daughter could see you now,” she taunted.

The comment brought on a stronger shame, but it was nothing compared to the hunger to be with Samantha again. It made him stroke harder and he could feel the building pressure in his balls. Another glance at the pretty girl beside him showed her gaze fixed on his groin.

His breathing became ragged as the tingling heat between his thighs grew to more. He tightened his grip to work rougher strokes along his length and could feel the pressure building to a peak. The trembling of his legs made him lean forward to press his free hand more firmly on the wall as he took himself all the way.

“Fuck,” he gasped as he reached the very cusp of a release.

He clenched his buttocks tightly as he let the pleasure overwhelm him and his hips bucked as a strong spurt of his seed erupted. Closing his eyes, he dragged his fingers down to the base of his erection to make it jut out and his chest heaved as the gushing bursts of white splashed the brick wall. The jerking of his hips came to an end when the hot pleasure melted away and he hung his head as he tried to recover his composure.

“Fucking pervert,” Samantha said and laughed. “Thanks for the wine and the money.”

He opened his eyes to the sight of her pulling down her skirt then walking away.

“See you soon, daddy,” she said over her shoulder.

Sam stuffed his fading erection back in his pants and grimaced. It was like he’d lost his mind, but he knew he couldn’t have stopped himself. The only thought in his head now was to get away from the alley. He quickly moved to the end of it and caught sight of Samantha walking back into the bar. There was no way he was about to follow though as the embarrassment of what he’d done hit harder and he set off towards home, without so much as a glance back.

***

The craving quickly became overwhelming.

As much as Sam tried to keep himself occupied at work and home, the image of Samantha Bridges flitted into his head continuously and, two days after their encounter at the bar, it became impossible to resist what was constantly occupying his mind.

He picked up the cup of coffee from the kitchen table to take a sip and stared down at the card he’d been given. All that was printed on it was a number, but that was all he needed. He resisted picking up his phone when he put the cup down, but knew he was going to make the call. There was no point in pretending otherwise.

The longing was too strong and the weakness that led him into a back alley with a woman half his age brought on a desperation to get in touch with her. He took another sip from his cup, but knew it was something stronger he needed in his veins. Getting up, he walked through to the lounge to get a bottle of whisky and added some to the black coffee when he returned.

“Just grow a fucking pair,” he muttered after taking a few more sips.

The comment brought memories of Samantha’s fingers tightening around his balls flooding into his mind and he shifted uncomfortably on the chair. Baby face ball buster was the name she’d called herself and he suspected more of the agony might come his way if he got in touch with her. There was no way of knowing for sure and the prospect of the pleasure he might get trumped the idea of any pain.

He took some more gulps of the alcohol-laced coffee before putting the cup down and immediately picking up the phone and card. Keying in the number, he checked to make sure it was correct then closed his eyes for a few seconds. His finger eventually brushed across the screen to make the call and he heard the ringing when he brought the handset up. The flare of apprehension hit hard, but he held his nerve to keep the phone pressed against his ear until the connection was made.

“Hey, it’s Samantha speaking.”

Sam opened his eyes when he heard her voice, but was suddenly unsure of what to say and hesitated.

“Hello,” Samantha said after a few seconds.

It stirred Sam to answering.

“Hi, it’s Mr. Carter.”

The sound of hushed laughter coming down the line unnerved him and there was no doubt who was in control of the relationship.

“Did you finally get fed up jacking yourself off and want to taste more,” Samantha said and her laughing got louder.

The flush of embarrassed heat warmed Sam’s cheeks. He’d masturbated like a teenager over the last couple of days, but wasn’t about to admit it.

“Can we get together?” he asked.

“Oh course we can, daddy…, if you can afford it,” Samantha replied.

“How much?” Sam blurted out.

“That depends how much you think my precious time is worth. I mean, you know what one hundred gets you. If you want something better than that, you’ll need to be more generous in topping up my college fund.”

Sam clenched his lips together as thoughts flitted through his mind.

“How about two fifty?” he said after a few seconds.

“And what do you think you’ll get for that?”

“I’ll get whatever you give me for it,” he replied.

“Good answer, daddy,” Samantha said. “It’s nice to see you understand who has the power. Come see me tonight.”

Sam agreed and listened as he was given an address then a time. It brought the conversation to an end and he looked at his phone when he pulled it from his ear.

“What the fuck are you getting yourself into,” he muttered, but he knew he wasn’t going to back out of the meeting.

He quickly went to have a shower, so he could change out of his business suit. It was after six when he finished, but he didn’t need to be at Samantha’s home until eight. That meant he had time to burn, so he returned to the kitchen and saw the bottle and empty cup sitting on the table. Moving across the room, he sat down and poured some of the alcohol.

The heat of neat whisky going down felt good and by the time he got up to walk out of the kitchen, he’d drank more than he intended. He could feel the effects of consuming too much alcohol so quickly and it brought him to the decision that driving was a bad idea. It made him get his car keys from his pocket and hang them on a wall hook in the hallway. He walked out of the door straight after doing it and made his way down to the ground floor.

When he left the building, he moved to the side of the street and kept his gaze on the traffic. It was a short while before he caught sight of a taxi, but the driver either ignored or didn’t see his outstretched hand. The same happened with the next couple of cabs and it was the fourth one that he eventually managed to hail. He got in when the vehicle came to a stop beside him and gave the address.

His gaze went out the window as the journey got under way, but the scenery passed him by. There was only one thing on his mind and it suddenly became a struggle to fight off the arousal. It was something he’d constantly experienced over the previous couple of days, but the fact he was now on his way to meet Samantha made it all the more difficult to control a growing lust. It wasn’t as if he’d been obsessive about anyone before although, for some reason, she really got under his skin.

“Yeah, what reason would that be,” he berated himself absent-mindedly.

“Pardon,” the driver said.

Sam felt the glow of red on his cheeks, but kept the embarrassed grimace at being overheard from showing on his face.

“Sorry, just thinking aloud,” he replied.

The journey carried on in silence afterwards and he kept his lips clamped together to make sure he didn’t let out any more unwanted comments. The cab finally came to a stop in front of an apartment building and Sam got his wallet out to pay the fare. He checked his watch when he stepped out of the vehicle to see it was just after seven thirty.

“Cash machine,” he muttered and glanced around.

He saw some stores at the end of the street and walked along to them. There was a machine available, so he got the money he needed then went in a grocery store to buy a bottle of red wine. Afterwards, he returned to the apartment building and checked the time again. It was fifteen minutes before eight, but he was in no mood to wait around and walked inside. He walked up the stairs to the third floor then moved along to apartment 313.

Letting a slow breath spill out did nothing to inhibit the flood of apprehension when he was standing at the door. He lifted a hand to rub his chin and the hesitation to knock went on longer than he wanted. It allowed the nerves to really take hold and he needed to force himself past them.

“You’re going to hell for this, Sam,” he muttered melodramatically and shook his head when he lifted his hand.

It was a few seconds after he knocked that he heard the sound coming from within. He steeled himself for the moment the door opened, but his composure drained away the moment it did.

“Hi daddy,” Samantha said.

The amused smirk Sam was becoming familiar with played on crimson lips, but quickly changed to a pout. Samantha’s dark hair spilled down over naked shoulders and it appeared all she was wearing was a pair of black panties, dark gloves that stretched up past her elbows and a gold necklace. It put some of her chubby curves on view, but the teddy bear she cuddled close to her chest covered her up.

“Fucking hell,” Sam murmured as his eyes opened wide.

“Do you recognize my teddy?” she asked mischievously.

He shook his head in answer to the question.

“Oh, I’m disappointed,” Samantha went on. “I’ve had it since I was a kid, so I’m sure I brought it to your home when I was…”

“I brought you wine,” Sam blurted out and held up the bottle.

The last thing he wanted was another discussion about Samantha when she was his daughter’s friend. That was years before and he wanted to concentrate on the here and now. He knew she wouldn’t let it go though. There was no doubt she was dressed up as she was to stir memories.

“So sweet of you,” she said and the smirk returned to her face.

Sam glanced either way along the hallway to see it was deserted then brought his gaze back to the half-naked, young woman standing in front of him.

“Can I come in?” he asked.

“Sure…, you know the entrance fee,” Samantha replied.

Sam gave up trying to dampen the arousal that was making his erection come to life. He brought his wallet out to get the money he withdrew from his bank account only moments before and held it out.

“Give it to teddy,” Samantha told him.

She moved one of her arms higher to reveal the pouch in the belly of the stuffed bear and he reached forward to slip the money inside.

“Now kiss him,” she went on.

“Are you serious?” Sam exclaimed.

Samantha reached out to swing the door, but Sam put his hand up to push it back.

“OK,” he said and looked left and right again.

The hallway was still deserted, but it didn’t stop the mortification taking hold as he leaned forward to kiss a teddy bear. He heard the derisive laugh as he did it and straightened up to the sight of an amused face.

“Can I come in?” he repeated.

Samantha smiled sweetly as she stood aside to let him enter then closed the door.

“Second door on the right,” she said and pushed him forward.

Sam walked along to the door and stepped through it. His excitement surged when he saw he was in a bedroom and he turned when he heard the sound of the door closing. Samantha glanced down to the sight of a stiff outline and her voice was taunting when she spoke.

“Kiss a teddy and get a hardon. Do you want to fuck him now?”

Sam narrowed his eyes as he stared at her, but the eruption of laughter showed her words were a joke. His gaze slid down to the black panties then lower to deliciously chubby legs. The curve of Samantha’s hip was also on view and there was no stopping his arousal growing stronger. It made his erection strain for release from his pants, but he wasn’t the one in control of the situation and he waited.

“You want me to drop teddy, don’t you?” Samantha said.

“Yes,” Sam replied in a hoarse voice.

She moved across to the bed and sat down. His gaze went to the way she crossed her legs and the moment of silence stretched out.

“You show first,” she said.

Sam let out a slow breath as he stared at her. It seemed she was asking for a performance and he knew if he wanted anything from her, he’d need to comply. He still hesitated and the harsh sound of Samantha’s voice rang out.

“Come on, daddy. You made it all the way into my bedroom. You’re not going to fucking chicken out of it now, are you?”

The words spurred him to action and he leaned down to put the bottle he was holding on the floor. His hands trembled as he reached to his shirt afterwards. He was all too aware of Samantha watching as he undid the buttons and his gaze settled on the way her bare leg casually swung. She was completely at ease and in control although he couldn’t say the same thing for himself. He pulled the shirt out of his pants and shrugged the material from his shoulders to let it slide to the floor.

“Come on,” Samantha encouraged and let out a wicked giggle. “Don’t just stand there. Show me some moves as you strip.”

There was no doubt she was enjoying demeaning him and he glanced up to the wide smile on her baby face. The makeup made her all the prettier and staring made his cock throb fiercely. There was no disguising his embarrassment as he swung his hips, but he kept doing it as he unbuckled his belt then loosened his pants. He kicked off his shoes before pushing the material down to his ankles. Taking off his socks as well, he straightened up and there was no hiding the way his strong erection strained at the front of his underwear. He reached for the waistband, but the command stopped him.

“Move closer.”

He held his breath as he stepped across the room to get in front of her. His hands returned to the waistband of his underwear and there was no order to stop now. He closed his eyes as he dragged the briefs down to let his erection spring into view.

“Look what daddy’s got for us teddy,” she let out in an amused tone, but her voice hardened as she went on. “He’s a bad, bad man.”

The sound of her laughter filled the room as Sam stepped out of his underwear and kicked it away. He saw the way her tongue slid around plump, red lips and the idea of them sucking on his erection filled his head.

“Step forward,” she told him.

He moved right in front of her and caught a glimpse of her breasts as she moved the teddy bear away from her chest. The touch of a furry paw stroking on his erection made him shudder and he let out a gasp.

“Teddy has a surprise for you,” Samantha said when she pulled the bear back.

She reached in the front pouch to pull the money out and put it on the bedside cabinet. She then reached inside again and Sam screwed up his face when he saw what she brought out.

“Didn’t see this when you put the money in, did you?” Samantha said when she held up the bulbous butt plug.

Sam knew he wasn’t about to use it on her and the idea of where it would go made his buttocks clench. His tongue slid around his lips when he saw Samantha finally move the bear away from her chest and drop it on the bed. It got him the sight of perfect, rounded breasts and the flare of exhilaration was heady. He froze when Samantha reached out towards his erection and it was pain rather than pleasure he got when she flicked a finger at the sensitive head.

“Fuck,” he gasped as a shudder rippled through him.

“Didn’t the lesson in the alley teach you anything?” she let out harshly. “Now I’ve got your balls in my sights.”

Sam couldn’t hold in the groan when one of her glove-clad hands gripped hold of his testicles. He knew the pain was coming and Samantha’s gaze latched onto his as she squeezed. The grip was quickly released though and he watched as she brought the tip of the butt plug to her mouth to spit on it.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Sam grimaced as he obeyed. He couldn’t believe what he was putting himself through, but the thought never entered his mind to walk away. The touch of a gloved finger stroked along the crease of his ass to make his buttocks clench, but quickly pulled away.

“Bend forward.”

The order came with a spank and the burst of hot pain erupted through his veins. He quickly bent forward, but it didn’t stop the punishment and he winced as Samantha’s palm smacked on his butt. He put his hands on his knees as he suffered the agony and knew it wasn’t a finger this time when another touch stroked along the crease of his ass.

“Have you done this before?” Samantha asked.

“No,” Sam admitted in a hoarse voice.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” she went on and the excitement came through in her voice. “I like playing with virgin holes.”

The trembling of Sam’s legs grew stronger as the butt plug slipped between his buttocks and he felt the slippery tip settle into place. The puckering of his asshole was intense as his muscles fluttered and he squirmed as the pressure increased.

“Spread your ass cheeks.”

Sam lifted his hands from his knees to comply. He sank his fingers into his cheeks to part them and his breath became ragged as he felt the slick tip of the toy start to open him up.

“Oh yeah,” Samantha let out as she leaned closer to watch what she was doing.

A grin spread across her face when she saw the way the widening body of the plug stretched a tight ring open and it brought out the desperate, gasping breaths of the man she was tormenting. She squirmed on the bed as the moist heat of her excitement came to life. The thrill of controlling and dominating an older man came to life like it always did and her pulse raced faster when she stopped pushing, with the thickest part of the toy making an asshole gape.

There was no resisting the temptation and she drew her free hand back before spanking ass firmly. The crack of her gloved palm landing on naked skin was followed by Sam’s groan as he released the grip on his buttocks. It prompted Samantha to slide her hand between his thighs. She grabbed hold of his balls to squeeze them and heard the sound of his cries getting louder. Letting go of the plug, she spanked butt again and watched the way the toy was drawn all the way into a virgin hole.

“How does that feel?” she taunted as she massaged testicles firmly.

There was no response and she gritted her teeth as she meted out pain. Sam rocked his head back as he was engulfed in the erotic suffering. It was like being back in the alley as he was immersed in an intoxicating mix of agony and ecstasy. The grasp tightened around his balls, but he could feel the pulse of hot blood keeping his cock fully erect. The clenching of his butt muscles made his asshole ripple around the plug and he was all too aware of how thick it was.

“Cat got your tongue,” Samantha jeered as she smacked her hand on ass yet again.

“Stop, please,” Sam gasped.

“Stop, please,” she mimicked in a derisive voice. “Men always think they are so fucking strong, but their weaknesses are so easy to exploit.”

She was in her element now and loving every second of the torment she was dishing out.

“These are so fucking fragile,” she growled as she grasped testicles tighter still. “But you’ll put up with the pain because of the weakness in your head. It’s fucking amazing what men will do to get cunt. It’s like an addiction and I can see you’ve got it.”

Sam winced at the aching hurt of the fingers clamped around his heavy sacs, but he knew Samantha was right. More than that, her words gave him the hope that he would get cunt that evening. His breath rasped out as he continued to endure the agony until it finally eased.

It was his first experience of anal play and the surprise was how good it felt. The intense pleasure of his asshole clamping around the plug sent shivers down his spine and there was a relief to Samantha’s hand pulling from between his thighs.

“Turn around,” she ordered and let out a scathing laugh when she saw his erection. “You’re fucking harder than ever, pervert.”

Sam ignored the disdainful, mocking words. He tensed when she reached out and felt the rush of exhilaration when her fingers circled around his throbbing length. Her stroking caresses slid up and down before she leaned in, but he knew it would be pleasure and pain combined when her touch slid all the way down to cup around his balls once more. Their gazes came together and he saw the smile flash across her face.

He was expecting more mocking words, but they didn’t come and he sucked in a sharp breath as the grip slowly tightened. It made him squirm, but the excitement of staring in the beautiful, brown eyes of a baby-faced girl was heady and their eyes remained locked together as she pressed her lips against the tip of his erection.

The thumb of her free hand brushed across the red, lipstick mark on his skin afterwards and the flood of pleasure gripped hold. The pain came as well though and he couldn’t hold in the muttered curse as she squeezed.

“Ball buster, daddy,” Samantha said and laughed before flicking out her tongue to swirl it around the sensitive head of his cock.

Sam closed his eyes as he was trapped in her world again. He never wanted the delicious pleasure of her tongue to end, but knew the agony would only increase as long as her mouth was on him. He began to shuffle around as she made him suffer and the pain only ended when he pushed her head back.

“Oh daddy,” she taunted. “Don’t you want a blowjob from your pretty, little girl?”

Sam squirmed as her fingers remained around his balls, but he didn’t get the chance to answer when she went on talking.

“I’ll show you what I did for you then.”

She released her grip and pulled her hand from his crotch before getting to her feet. Sam’s gaze fixed on her breasts, but she turned away to take the sight from him and her voice grew harsh when she spat out another order.

“Lie down on the bed.”

He moved forward to do it and watched in amazement as she straddled his waist on her knees. His gaze latched on to her gorgeous breasts again and he tensed as she lowered her hips. The gentle graze of her black panties rubbing on his hard flesh made his shudder, but it was all he got before she leaned forward to get on all fours over him. She started crawling higher and he was spellbound when her naked breasts hung down over his face.

The tease of lowering herself played out again, but this time it was her breasts brushing on his mouth. He was caught up in the potent surge of exhilaration as he circled his lips around an erect nipple, but it was pulled away quickly.

“It’s something else I want your mouth on,” she said.

Sam watched her rounded belly pass over his face and he was back in the alley again. He was about to give her cunnilingus and his chest heaved as his pulse quickened. His breathing became shallow as the black panties got over his face. It was only then that Samantha got up to her knees, so she was straddling his head.

“I know you’ll like this,” she said and slid a hand between her thighs to touch herself through the black material.

Sam saw the glisten on her fingertips when she pulled her hand from between her thighs and the eagerness to suck fingers into his mouth was all too apparent. The taste came to him when a quick touch was brushed across his lips, but Samantha made him wait for more. It was torture to have her hand dragged just out of reach each time he lifted his head and the tease went on for a short while before he was allowed to take sticky fingers in his mouth. He lapped at them eagerly to get more of the taste.

“Look how desperate you are for it,” she said and let out a derisive laugh. “I can tell already you’re never going to give me up.”

Sam knew she was right. He was falling under her spell and wanted her more than anything before in his life. It was an addiction already after two meetings and he suspected it was only going to get worse. The fingers pulled out of his mouth and he watched with bated breath as she pushed them back between her thighs. Samantha stroked her fingers along the outline of her pussy again before sliding the touch to the edge of her panties.

“I knew you would call,” she said. “So I did something for you.”

Sam’s gaze fixed on the way the black material was eased to the side to reveal smooth, bare skin.

“Fucking hell,” he murmured as he stared at a perfect sight.

Samantha’s wicked laugh rang out as she brought her free hand between her thighs to stroke along her shaved pussy.

“Don’t I look like the little girl you remember,” she said in a hushed voice.

Sam shuddered as he watched her playing with herself. The words put the thought of her when she was his daughter’s friend in his head and he tried to clear it away.

“Yeah, I bet that’s what you’re thinking about,” she went on in a taunting voice.

“No,” Sam replied.

“Don’t fucking lie to me,” Samantha snapped. “This is what you could have had eight years ago. Smooth, bare skin right over your face.”

She pulled her hand from between her thighs, but the swiftness of her movements took Sam by surprise and he didn’t get the chance to suck in air before she dropped down on his face. Her actions were aggressive as she began to grind her pussy on his lips and it was excited panic that lit up in his mind as he found himself unable to breath.

The taste filled his mouth and there was no escape as her weight pinned his head down to the mattress. He brought his hands up and his touch scrabbled at her legs, but she was in no mood to relent at first. His panic grew more acute as her body rocked frantically to take her pleasure from his mouth, but she finally raised herself up. Sam desperately gasped for air, but he was all too aware of Samantha’s derisive laugh.

“That’s fucking pathetic,” she threw at him. “You’ll have to give me more than that if you want in my bedroom again.”

Sam was prepared this time and inhaled deeply when she dropped down on him again. He immediately forced his tongue between her swollen lips to fuck it inside wet cunt and heard her groan.

“Yeah, keep doing that,” she ordered in a gasping voice.

Sam felt the grip on his hair as she rocked her body to grind slick, shaved skin on his mouth. Her taste brought out his lust and he tried to fuck his tongue deeper inside cunt as he frantically swirled it around. The sinuous movements of her upper body caught his attention and he watched her tits swinging as she delighted in the attention he was lavishing on her. It was stoking his own excitement and he could feel the fierce throbbing of his erection. The sensation made his asshole pulse around the thick butt plug, but it was Samantha’s pleasure he concentrated on. She pushed a hand between her thighs to start tormenting her clit and it added to the delicious torment of a roiling tongue ravishing her wet cunt.

“Yes…, yes,” she let out in a mewling cry as her excitement climbed towards a high.

Her movements became aggressive again and there was no let up now as she frantically circled her hips while punishing her clit. Her head rocked back as she reveled in the moment and Sam couldn’t resist. Lifting his hands to her breasts, he sank his fingers into soft flesh and Samantha made no attempt to stop his rough, groping touches. She let herself succumb to the heat between her thighs as it burned out of control.

She forced her weight down when her hips juddered and Sam recognized the signs. He stiffened his tongue to fuck it as deep as possible and dropped his gaze to the way her fingers ravaged clit. The sound of her almost despairing groan filled the room as the orgasm burst to life and suddenly she was savagely writhing around on his face as she rode the waves of hot pleasure up to a high.

“Fuck,” she groaned as her back arched tightly.

The delicious sensation of her quivering pussy rippling around a wriggling tongue kept her at the peak of her passion as the ecstasy stretched out. The convulsing shudders wracking her body gradually began to die away though and rasping breaths spilled from her lips as she came back down. She slowly rocked her body to keep grinding her pussy on mouth and it was a few more seconds before she lifted herself up.

The sound of Sam’s gasping breaths became the loudest sound as he sucked air into his lungs. He flicked out his tongue to slide it around his wet lips and looked up at the heaving chest of the pretty girl straddling his head.

“Did you get your money’s worth, daddy?” Samantha let out in a breathless voice.

Sam kept the grimace from his face when he heard the comment. He wasn’t sure if it signaled the end of things or was simply a tease intended to torment him. The desperation for more was there, but he knew the answer he should give.

“Yes,” he replied.

His hopes rose when Samantha shuffled down his body until she was over his crotch. The panties were still pulled to the side to keep her pussy in view and he tensed as she lowered herself towards his erection. The touch of shaved skin brushing against it made him shudder and he felt her weight coming down on him.

“Throbbing so hard, daddy,” Samantha said as she started to rock her hips.

Sam forced his butt up from the bed to push against her and felt her swollen lips parting. He let out whimpering gasps as the hunger to get inside grew overwhelming, but he knew it wasn’t his choice. Samantha’s hushed laughter caught his attention to make him look at her and there was no way of knowing what she would do.

“Does daddy like tight, wet cunt on his cock?” she said.

She pushed down to pin him to the bed and his buttocks clenched. It tightened his asshole around the thick plug still buried deep inside and his back arched.

“Yes,” he gasped.

“Yeah, I bet you fucking wanted it so bad when you knew me before,” Samantha went on. “Tell me how much.”

Sam kept his mouth shut as the grinding touch of shaved skin continued to rub against his erection and he knew what he needed to say.

“I wanted it,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Pervert,” she spat out and laughed.

Sam shuddered as she lifted herself up and there was a moment of hesitation before she reached between her thighs to grab his cock. His excitement swelled as she made it stand straight up from his groin then lowered herself to it.

“I always use a condom,” she said. “But I’m going to make an exception for my bad daddy.”

Sam writhed around as his asshole clenched tighter around the thick toy. His back arched as he tried to push himself up and he felt the tip of his erection slide inside wet cunt. Samantha suddenly sat down forcefully to pin him to the bed and she groaned as hard cock fucked deep into her pussy. She was writhing around straight away, but in seconds she raised herself up to get off him.

Quickly turning around, she straddled his waist again to face his feet and grabbed hold of cock. Sam groaned as she sat down to take his erection deep again. He wriggled around as the rush of hot pleasure took hold, but knew it was going to come with pain when fingers cupped around his balls.

“Come on,” he muttered as he gritted his teeth.

“Will you be able to finish?” Samantha taunted when she squeezed.

She lifted herself up slightly and Sam groaned as the pain erupted. The opportunity was there for him though and he began to buck his ass up from the bed to fuck his cock into cunt. The grip on his testicles slowly tightened and he knew what was happening. If the pain got too much he’d beg for an end to it and the game would finish…, endure it and tight, wet pussy was his to use.

He started to drive himself up from the bed to slam his groin against shaved skin. Pleasure rippled through his body as his cock slammed into cunt, but the pain wasn’t far behind as Samantha took delight in torturing his balls. His desperation came out to make him thrust with increasing effort to get to a release and the rhythmic sound of naked skin slapping together filled the room.

The agony increased as Samantha’s grasp tightened and his breath rasped out as the flare of pain began to drown out the pleasure. Sam didn’t give up though and continued to drive his stiff shaft deep time and again until he finally got himself to the verge of losing control.

“Yes…, yes,” he gasped as his body tensed in preparation.

His asshole clamped around the plug as his cock quivered. He heard Samantha’s squealing laughter when he grabbed her hips to pull her down onto him as he slumped to the bed. His hips juddered then bucked up hard as the gushing spurt of cum erupted inside pussy. The grip remained around his balls as they gave up their load and he was swept up in a heady rush of agony and ecstasy as the sex came to an end.

His body continued to buck as he gave up everything from his aching balls, but his movements finally ended when the peak of the climax faded away. His breath rasped out as he tried to recover and his groan of relief was loud when Samantha let go of his testicles. She got up and he saw what was coming when she quickly moved up the bed to straddle his head.

“You didn’t think I wanted to keep it did you, daddy,” she taunted as she spread her pussy lips.

Sam kept his mouth firmly shut as his seed spilled out to splash down on his lips. He couldn’t pull his eyes from the sexy sight though and waited for Samantha to move away before wiping the cum from his mouth. She moved across to the wardrobe to get a long t-shirt and put it on.

“Now, get me some wine,” she said when she threw herself down beside him.

Sam rolled to the side of the bed then got to his feet. He reached down towards his underwear, but the words stopped him.

“I didn’t fucking tell you to get dressed,” Samantha barked. “You’ll find the corkscrew and wine glasses in the kitchen. Get a fucking move on.”

He could feel the way the butt plug moved around inside him as he walked towards the door, but didn’t even attempt to take it out. Grabbing the bottle of wine from the floor, he walked out to the hallway and went to find the kitchen. A shiver trickled down his spine when he stepped in the room and started the search for what he needed.

“What the fuck have you got yourself into,” he muttered, but the idea that he might get more that evening filled his mind.

He wasn’t about to walk out, that was for sure, and knew that he’d be back in the weeks and months ahead. There would be no resisting it as an addictive lust for a baby face ball buster took over his life.
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