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I think
that the thing I hated most about my mom’s boyfriend was that I
thought he was hot.

My mom
had been dating Aaron for almost a year now, and he was over at our
house all the time.

I’d hear
him road up on that big motorcycle of his, hear the kickstand
squeak when he kicked it down. Then the sound of his heavy riding
boots tromp on up the stairs.

Then I’d
do my best to run off to my bedroom.

It
wouldn’t be so bad if I was still in school, but I’d just finished
my freshman year in college and my mom wouldn’t pay for me to
extend my lease over the summer, so back home it was.

“Hey, baby!” Aaron said.

I stood
at the top of the stairs, one hand on the banister, watching the
scene unfold down in the foyer.

My mom
went up on her tiptoes to give him a kiss. Before she could settle
down, Aaron wrapped those big, tatted-up arms of his around her
waist and pulled her back against him for a deeper and more sensual
kiss.

I watched
his hands slide down and cup my mom’s ass. When he squeezed, she
giggled.

“Can you two just get a room?” I said, squeezing the hell out
of the banister.

When my
mom looked back at me over her shoulder, her face was flushed a
deep, beet red color. Aaron didn’t bother taking his hands off her
ass.

“You have a room, too,” Aaron said, “Why don’t you get your
ass into it?”

“You’re not my dad,” I said.

“Not yet,” Aaron replied, “And you better be thankful for
that. If you were my kid I’d tan your hide for the all the shit you
say to your mother.”

I
bristled. “Whatever. Just leave me alone.” I wanted to say more,
but all I could picture was lying across Aaron’s lap, my yoga pants
and panties pulled down to expose my bare rump with a big red hand
print across the cheeks.

I also
knew that Aaron wasn’t kidding. I knew from people around town that
he ran with some bad people. That other bad people didn’t fuck with
him.

Why he
chose to be with my mom I didn’t know. She was good looking, yeah.
But just a divorced housewife. Aaron could’ve had any woman in town
that he wanted.

“Get lost,” Aaron said.

“Aaron!” my mom stepped in. For a moment, I felt my heart
swell with love for her. Then it deflated.

Aaron
squeezed her ass harder, ground her hips against his. “Don’t worry,
baby. Daddy’s gonna take care of you.”

I wanted
to vomit when my mom giggled like a little school girl. That giggle
turned into another groan when Aaron kissed her.

I turned
and stormed off to my room, threw myself down onto my bed so that
the mattress springs squeaked.

Things
always happened quickly with Aaron around. He wasn’t the type to
beat around the bush. When he wanted to ride, he rode. When he
wanted to eat, he went and got the food or my mom made it for
him.

When he
wanted to fuck, they fucked.

I heard
my mom squeal, “Aaron! Put me down!” and then the thunder of him
carrying her up the stairs.

The print
of Taylor Swift on my wall rattled when they slammed against the
wall in the master bedroom. Then I heard the door to my mom's room
open.

Unable to
help myself, I went over to my door and opened it a crack so I
could peer out. My heart started hammering and I felt hot and
tingly all over.

Clothes
lay everywhere. A shirt on the bannister, my mom's jeans in a pile
by her door. A pair of briefs hung from the bedroom door
knob.

And the
sounds!

"Oh...
Aaron!" my mom moaned.

"You're
so tight, baby!" Aaron groaned back.

My eyes
went wide. I closed my door.

God, they
were always fucking! I didn't have a steady boyfriend yet, so my
mom was actually getting laid more than I was!

I hated
Aaron so fucking much. I hated his stupid arms and his stupid
tattoos and the stupid stubble on his stupid cleft chin.

I threw
myself onto the bed again, laying on my back staring up at the
stucco ceiling.

I closed
my eyes. Saw Aaron bracing himself over me, his face a mask of
masculine concentration as he did his thrusting.

I wore a
skirt that day. Eyes still closed, I pulled it up. Then I slid the
tips of my fingers down into the elastic of my white cotton
panties. The skin there bunched in gooseflesh. My little pussy
throbbed.

Fuck him. Fuck that stupid asshole.

My
fingers slipped down farther, the tips grazing over the smooth,
warm skin of my mound. The throb turned into an ache and I felt
this explosion of heat and wetness between my lower
lips.

Over in my mom’s room, the headboard started slamming into
the wall. Thump-thump-thump. The guy was a
fucking machine.

I think
part of it was that I was jealous. Of my mom. How did she get a guy
like that?

Why was
he with her? I wasn’t even 19 yet. I was better looking. Younger.
Tighter…

I slipped
my finger down into my sopping slit and groaned as the warm wetness
surround me. Wetter, too, I bet.

I slid my
finger back up until it found the little nub of my clit, which came
out to play from beneath its little fleshy hood.

I toyed
it. Rubbed my finger against it. Gasped at the little shocks of
desire and heat that ran up the front of my stomach.

My hips
gyrated on the bed. My face twisted up. I grabbed one of my small
but firm tits with my other hand and squeezed.

I
tortured my little love bean until I made myself cum, running the
pad of my middle finger in rough little circles over myself, my
youthful body bucking against the mattress.


Everything went tight. My pussy clenched up around nothing.
Then I settled back down.

Around
the same time, I heard my mom scream out and then everything went
quiet in their afterglow.

I’m not going to take this any longer, I thought. I knew he’d spend the night now. He always
did.

I pulled
my panties back over my pussy and checked myself in the mirror. My
hair was long and blonde, like my mom’s. My face was flushed, my
lips rosy and plump. I just wanted to make sure my eyeliner hadn’t
run or anything like that.

I
intended to get out of there. Maybe see if I could get into a bar
without getting carded.

I got to
my door and even grabbed the knob, the brass cool against my
palm.

But then
I heard someone step into the hall outside.

“Go grab me something good from the store,” I heard Aaron say,
“A big meatball sandwich would hit the spot.”

“Of course, baby,” my mom said, “I’ll be right
back.”

I heard
her pad down the hall. Heard some soft sounds and realized she was
picking up the clothes.

Then she
went down the stairs and out the door. Her little Camry purred to
life and then rolled out of the driveway.

I waited
another moment, but Aaron stayed in the other room.

I snuck
out. Made it out the front down.

I walked
past his motorbike, which was some big thing with lots of shiny
chrome on it.

Then I
stopped. I had an idea.

The
kickstand supported it on one side. I gave the bike a push. It
didn’t budge. It was heavier than it looked.

I pushed
harder. Then I panicked. I stood up and looked around, but no one
on our street was out.

So then I
squatted down and really put my back into it. At first I thought
the damn thing wouldn’t move.

Then it
did. I righted it. It balanced for a moment, but then I gave it one
final nudge.

It
clattered over onto the opposite side, the handlebar hitting first
making the front wheel jerk over.

My heart
lurched up into my throat.

I ran
off, looking back over my shoulder. I made it around the corner
before Aaron burst out of the front door.

“What the fuck? Who the fuck did this?” he said.

I hid
behind some hedges and watched. He was shirtless, in nothing but
his jeans. Tattoos crawled all over his chest and shoulders, too. A
deep chest and broad shoulders.

And even
this far away his voice scared me. But I also felt good.

“Fuck you, too, asshole,” I said, satisfied with my
work.

Then I
walked out.

 



***

 


No bars
let me in, so I just screwed around on my phone at the library
because it had free wifi and my data was almost up.

It was
around midnight when I finally got home.

I
wondered if I should sneak in through a window and just to my room.
But then I decided to just go straight on in through the front
door.

Aaron had
to know it was me who pushed his bike over. But what was he going
to do about it? I was like a third of his size. And my mom wouldn’t
put up with him yelling at me.

The bike
sat beside my mom’s car in the driveway, sitting on its kickstand
again.

Besides,
I was an adult now, I could stay out as late as I damn well
pleased.

The front
door was locked, of course. The porch light was off, even. So I
used the flashlight on my phone to guide the key into the
lock.

My heart
started pounding when I put my shoulder to the door to push it
open.

The house
was just as dark inside.

Suddenly
I didn’t feel so brave anymore. I wanted the safety and comfort of
my room, with the lock on the door.

So I
scrambled up the stairs as quietly and quickly as I could, hauling
myself up by the handrail as I went.

The door
to mom’s room was closed when I glanced over at it, squinting into
the darkness of the hall.

I got
into my room and closed the door behind me. In the darkness
everything sounded so loud when I fumbled for the locking button on
the doorknob. It clicked into place.

I let my
shoulders slump. That was that. I’d stay in my room tonight and
just not come out until Aaron left for work the next
day.

Then I
turned on the light.

“Thought you were smart, huh?”

I froze,
still facing the door. Then the mattress groaned when Aaron stood
up from it. I felt and heard him approach. I sensed him standing
behind me.

I forced
myself to relax. I wasn’t going to let him bully me. I turned to
face him and realized just how much I had to crane my neck back to
look up at him.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, “But I’d
like to go to bed now. So please get the hell out of my
room.”

I
unlocked the door and started opening it. He reached past me and
closed it, his hand flat against the white panel. “I don’t think
so.”

“You will when I call my mom,” I said, glaring at him. I
wished then I’d knifed his bike’s tires while I was at
it.

“Go ahead. She won’t come. She knows her place. You’re going
to know yours, too. You just need a little breaking in,” he
said.

I
realized then I could smell him, too. It was this heady mix of
cologne and masculinity. I remembered how he looked with his shirt
off.

“I don’t think so,” I said, “You’re not my father.”

“No, but I still think you’re going to call me daddy,” he
said.

“Fuck you!” I said. Then I shoved him. It was like trying to
shove a brick wall over.

He just
smiled. Then he pushed me back against the door, his big hands on
my shoulders holding me there.

“I see the way you look at me,” Aaron said, “All
jealous.”

I
swallowed hard. My knees felt weak. A ball of heat formed low in my
stomach. And why was I suddenly so wet?

“Never. You’re old enough to be my dad!” I said.

“Fine. You know what? I’m so damn sure I know what’s going on
here I’m going to give you the ability to decide what happens
next,” he said.

Then he
slid his hands down my body. His thumbs brushed over my breasts,
and I suppressed a shiver when I felt my nipples
stiffen.

His hands
continued down to my hips. He pulled me against him and I felt him
then. Felt his hard-on through his jeans. God, he was so
big!

The
wetness in me turned to a throbbing heat.

“What… What are you doing?” I said. Except I couldn’t stop
thinking about his cock.

He kissed
me then. Sucked my bottom lip between his teeth and bit down on it
until I groaned. His hands slipped around to my ass, and he
squeezed me through my shirt.

My
panties were wet. I could feel them sticking to my
mound.

None of
my high school or college boyfriends manhandled me like this.
They’d never been so naked with their desire. So forward. So
willing to just go ahead and take me.

It
touched some primal part of me, I could tell. Some essential woman
inside of me that responded to the alpha male in him.

Then he
let go of my lip with his teeth. He kissed my chin, ran his lips
down my throat. I felt his teeth on me, in that sensitive and
vulnerable place.

My hands,
at my side clenching and unclenching at until this point, moved
between our bodies.

“So are you going to be a good little girl for daddy?” Aaron
said.

I
swallowed again, my mouth dry. I knew I should tell him no. I knew
I should push him away. But I could feel the way I trembled in his
arms. Could feel just how petite I was in his arms. Just how
overpoweringly strong he was.

God, he could break me in half without even
trying, I thought.

I don’t
know why, but that decided it. “Stay,” I breathed.

“Speak up,” he commanded.

“Stay, please,” I said, a bit louder.

“I thought so,” he replied.

Here was
where the other guys I knew would’ve stopped. Asked me what I
wanted. Asked if they should maybe go grab a condom.

Aaron
didn’t care.

He spun
me around and shoved me against the door. It clattered against its
frame.

“Oh!” I said.

He pulled
my ass back towards him and then hiked up my skirt, smiling when he
saw my panties.

Still
holding my skirt up with one hand, he spanked me. Hard.

“Fuck!” I said when I felt the sting. His hand was
big!

“This is the least you deserve for pushing my bike over, you
little bitch,” he said.

Then he
spanked me again. The shocked of it slammed through my body. It
also left me wetter than ever.

And God,
did my ass ever sting.

“I’m sorry!” I said.

“Not yet you aren’t,” he replied.

Then he
spanked me again, this time on the other cheek. My eyes started to
water. And my pussy throbbed. It was right there for him. I wanted
him to slip a big hand between my thighs and just feel how damp my
panties were already.

“Time for these to come off,” he said.

He slid
his fingers down into the elastic waistband of my panties, catching
them with the crook of his thumbs.

I found
myself pushing my ass out harder when he started sliding them down.
I shivered a little when I felt the cotton peel away from the
wetness of my slit. I also felt the back of my thighs pebble with
goosebumps.

He lifted
my legs one at a time to pull my panties from my ankles. Then he
brought them up to his nose and breathed deeply.

Seeing
him do that made my pussy pulse and quiver.

God, what
in the hell came over me? I’d never felt like this about a guy
before. Let alone an asshole like him. One old enough to be my
dad!

 

I didn’t
understand it. And I didn’t want to understand it.

He balled
my panties up and tossed them away. Then he grabbed my hips and
pulled my ass back against the hard bulge in his jeans. The denim
was rough against my smooth skin. Rough and warm.

And he
was just so hard.

He
squeezed me. Cupped my cheeks. Felt how firm I was.

Yeah. Young and firm. I caught myself
thinking.

He pulled
my cheeks apart and ran his thumb down my cleft. He found the
little puckered rosebud of my asshole and circled around it. Then
he pushed against it. Pushed until I felt myself part a little
around him.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” I said.

“I don’t care,” he replied.

I liked
the feeling of it. The pressure. The slight tickle. The tightness.
Just below there, my pussy throbbed with aching, neglected
need.

Thumb
still in my asshole, he used his other fingers to explore the
wetness between my lower lips.

“Ah!” I said, a single bolt of pleasure shooting up through
me.

He knew
just how to touch me. He found my clit right away. Another finger
pushed up into the tight and silky wetness of my young
cunt.

He
massaged me. Toyed with my asshole, tortured my clit, rubbed me on
the inside all at once.

I’d never
been reduced to a quivering wreck so quickly. I moaned like I’d
never heard myself moan before.

And he
made me cum so fast I would have been embarrassed if it didn’t feel
so fucking good.

He felt
my pussy bear down on him.

“That’s it. Cum for daddy. Be daddy’s little slut,” he
said.

My hips
bucked. I pushed against the door, trying to get more pressure from
his hands. Hot and cold electricity pumped through every inch of
me. I wanted to scream but my throat locked up.

A dewy
sweat sprang up all over me.

He pulled
himself out of me and cleaned off the finger that had been inside
of my pussy with his tongue.

“The bed?” I said.

“Bad girls don’t get the bed,” he replied.

He
unbuckled his belt. Unzipped himself. Then he freed his cock. It
sprang out thick and long and hard. The swollen crown of his head
was a taut purple. And when he gave my ass another appreciative
squeeze I saw a big blob of precum leak from his tip.

I decided
to be insistent about one thing. "You need a condom."

He guided
his cock between my steamy thighs and rubbed the top of his shaft
against the slickness of my slit.

The words
caught in my throat. How could he be so hot already? And so
hard?

"I don't
use condoms. Especially not with bad girls," he said.

The ridge
around his swollen crown dragged down through my slit until the
head of his cock tested the tightness of my body.

God, I
wanted him so bad. I wanted to feel the warmth of his shaft when he
sheathed it inside of me.

"I'm not
on birth control, though," I said.

"Not my
problem," he replied, "And you want it bad. I can tell."

He pushed
a little harder. I felt myself begin stretching around him. It was
a delicious feeling. A little painful, but also so fucking nice. I
longed to feel him part me, enter me, fill me.

"We
shouldn't..." I moaned. My hips started rolling, urging him
deeper.

Again I
knew that we shouldn't. That I should tell him to stop. To grab a
fucking condom. But it was like he made me lose control. Like there
was nothing left but this primal and burning need to give him my
body.

He kept
one hand on my hip and then grabbed a loose handful of my hair with
the other. He hauled back on my hair, making my neck arch, making
my butt stick out for him.

My lips
peeled back from my teeth when I felt him slip just a little more
into me. Already I could feel my greedy little pussy wrapping him
in my silky warmth.

"Will you
pull out?" I said.

"No," he
replied.

He forced
himself deeper into my youthful tightness. The whole head was in
my. I could feel the way I stretched around him.

I
couldn't take it anymore. I knew I should tell him no. But I
didn't.

"I
thought so," he said.

He
pushed, gritting his teeth against my grip. He pulled on my hair,
on my hip. He forced himself into me, inch by inch.

He filled
me up so completely. It hurt, but I liked it. A delicious
pain.

"You're
so fucking wet," he said when he pulled back out of me. I left his
shaft covered in my slickness.

Then he
thrust himself into me again, both of us groaning.

I'd never
done it bareback before. I loved the feeling of his naked skin
against mine. I knew this was a bad idea. Terrible and risky. But
the riskiness just made me like it more.

Made me
slam my ass back against him when he pushed up into me.

"That's
it, daddy. That's it, fuck me hard," I said.

He pulled
the handful of my hair some more. Mostly he couldn't take his eyes
off the place where our bodies joined together. Where he slipped
his thick cock into my tight little cunt again and
again.

Each
thrust loosened me up a little. Each thrust made me
wetter.

I heard
the wet noises of our fucking and it nearly drove me
crazy.

"You have
such a tight little snatch," he said.

"You're
cock is so fucking huge," I replied, "You're going to make me cum
all over you."

"Good,"
he said, "Give it to me. Cum for daddy."

He
shifted his thumb over my asshole again and played with it. The
extra sensation was just too much.

My lips
peeled back from my teeth. The tight ball of heat and pleasure low
in my gut burst open.

I came
for him. I came all over him.

He pulled
me back hard against him. Forced every inch of his shaft into my
body. He wrapped his arms around me. I felt his teeth bite down
into my flesh where my shoulder met my neck.

He held
me there trapped against him, completely helpless while my pussy
squeezed up around his cock.

Then I
felt him jerk inside me. Felt the warmth of his seed spurt up into
my greedy, hungry little cunt.

It was
incredible. A flash of panic went through me. Then this deep and
primal satisfaction. Like this was what I was fucking made for. I
rolled my hips back against him, milking him. Pulling his hot load
up into my guts.

He'd
claimed me. Made me his. Dominated me. I shuddered and trembled in
his big and strong arms.

He didn't
let me go for a while.

"I want
you to take every last drop," he breathed.

We stayed
locked together like that for a while. I could think of nothing but
the pulsing throb of his rock hard length.

He pulled
himself out of me. I felt empty and stretched to the limit. Sore
and achy.

I almost
fell, but he caught me up in his arms and laid me down on the
bed.

"Don't
ever touch my fucking bike again," he said.

"Okay," I
said.

He left
me in the quiet of my room. I could feel my heartbeat throb deep in
my pussy. I could feel the heat of his cum deep inside of
me.

I ran my
hand down between my thighs. I closed my eyes and thought of the
way he snarled when he came.

I started
playing with myself again.

I was
his. And I liked it.
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"I don't
think we should," I said.

My heart
pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my
pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I
want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He
grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the
front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy
tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when
it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I
knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave
his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my
fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked
his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip
when I made him feel good.

"Not
yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing
bulge.

Then I
slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in
his dorm room.

We were
both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January
birthday.

And
things were just starting to get a bit serious between
us.

If you
count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count
meeting his dad serious.

"Come on,
baby," Evan said.

When I
tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back
down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard
bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered
letting him have me then and there.

But we
were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake.
I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever
the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until
I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I
was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the
right guy.

He kissed
the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one
shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on
his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the
most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my
stomach.

"No!" I
said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot
above my navel and stood up again.

"You're
giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was
something evil in me, I knew.

There had
to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed
back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped
my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while
the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His
Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed
heavily.

I kissed
him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at
least.

I let my
body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed
down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

Then I
leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I
went.

"No. Your
dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I
said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or
blushing.

Still
couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know.
But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan
looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and
fuck my brains out then and there.

And the
thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact,
it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a
real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could
own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him
to take it.

"You're
right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush
of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I
thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't
you take me?

"It would
really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out
sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan
said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't
have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a
long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal
trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe,"
I said.

It turned
out we made the right call after all.

About ten
minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and
then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!"
Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still
had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I
stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up
through my throat.

"Hey,
boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly
voice.

Evan and
his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where
Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like
what a man should look like.

Big
shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his
shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of
muscular forearms.

"I am," I
said.

I have to
admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was
something animal in the way my body responded to the older
man.

In fact,
my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of
man like this behind?

The one
that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather
than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock
slamming into me.

He looked
first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a
bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I
thought. Does he know what I just thought
about him?

But that
was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny,
this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My...
girlfriend."

I wanted
to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for
approval before saying the G-word.

"Come
on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long
drive."
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