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1.

 

Lacey

 

I got into trouble. Again.

What can I say? I liked the thrill. That rush from throwing a brick through a car window.

Or walking out of the Pharmasave with a couple hundred bucks of makeup hidden down my pants.

I think I also liked it because the rush made me super horny.

"You know, the manager wants to press charges," the cop said.

"So what?" I said. 

I shifted the wad of gum in my mouth to the front and blew a nice big bubble. It popped and I sucked it back in.

We were at the police station. In one of those little windowless rooms that didn't have anything but a couple of chairs with a table between them.

The table had a thick steel loop on it for cuffs. I didn't have any cuffs on at the moment.

"So," the cop said, "This time those charges can stick. You're an adult now, Lacey."

"Am I?" I said.

Funny how just turning 18 made you an adult. I still wore the same clothes as I did when I wasn't an adult.

In this case some torn up fishnets under a plaid skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned far enough to expose my bra.

My tits were only b-cups, but they still got the guys' attention. Which was what I wanted.

Although I thought most guys would be more interested in learning that I never wore any panties beneath that skirt. Just those fishnets.

Even more would be interested in knowing that I was still a virgin, despite the way I dressed and acted.

"Yes, you are," he said, "Look, you and June are good friends. I know she doesn't want to see you spend the next few years in jail. Give me a reason to think you're going to stop acting like this."

June was my best friend. Had been since second grade when I beat the crap out of a bully who wouldn't stop pulling on her pigtails.

The cop who sat across the table from me was her father. I'd known him almost as long as I knew June. He was Sergeant Dave Hartman.

A single dad with a tough job. He appreciated the way I looked out for June at school.

I appreciated that he was a hotty.

Sometimes when I slept over at June's I would catch him coming out of the shower in nothing but a towel. He was pretty jacked.

I'd caught myself more than once staring at the bulge in the towel where his cock was.

I'd caught myself more than once sliding my fingers in and out of the wetness of my pussy while thinking about the bulge in that towel.

But I knew it was just a fantasy. Sergeant Dave was almost like a second father to me. I knew he'd never think about me the way I thought about him.

"You've always been able to get me out of this sort of thing before," I said.

It was true. Dave always sweet talked the owner of the car, or the store manager. Troubled home life, yada-yada. They always bought it.

Or they used to always buy it, at least.

"Not this time," Dave said, "This time they want to press charges. I know you can be better than this, Lacey. I want you to be better than this."

"Do you?" I said. "Listen, can I get the hell out of here?"

I kept thinking about how we were alone in this tiny room. I was still riding the high from stealing all that makeup.

Every time I looked at Dave I couldn't stop myself from fantasizing. Fantasizing about him bending me down over this little table.

Fantasizing about holding onto that metal ring while he hitched my skirt up over my ass and discovered just how wet my pussy was.

Fantasizing about him pulling that hog out from the zipper of his cop slacks and shoving it up into me...

If I had to lose my virginity, losing it to Sergeant Dave would be far from my last choice.

"Lacey? Lacey! Come on, focus," Dave said.

I swallowed heavily and then gave him my sweetest smile. "Yes?"

"The manager has a few days to fill out the paperwork. Until then, you're free to go."

I stood up and started for the door.

Dave reached out and grabbed my wrist. He didn't grab hard, or squeeze. But it was a firm hold. One that stopped me in my tracks.

I hoped he didn't see the way my breath caught in my throat.

And there was definitely no way he could have seen the way his touch made me throb on the inside. A deep, desirous ache that left a core of heat low in my stomach.

"One other thing," he said.

I had an image to maintain. I snatched my wrist out of his grasp. "What?" 

"Stay out of trouble. One lawsuit at a time, okay?" Dave said. He stayed seated. Even like that, he looked me almost levelly in the eye. He was a tall guy.

Tall, broad. And hung. Or so I thought. Fantasized.

"I'll think about it," I said. Then I left.

 

2.

 

Dave

 

"Oh, daddy, can't you help her? Please?" June said.

June was a pretty young woman. She and Lacey could've been sisters for their looks. Both petite. Blonde-haired, blue-eyed. Just enough of a woman's shape to make men swallow hard. A sort of youthful vibrancy. 

June had turned out great. Thanks, I thought, to my parenting. A firm hand where and when needed.

That was what went wrong with Lacey, I knew. She never had that firm hand. I did what I could when she was over with June, but I wasn't her actual father.

"I don't know if I can, sweetie," I said. I was home from a double shift. Still not out of my uniform. My Glock service pistol was still in its holster. 

June came over and rubbed my shoulders the way she knew I liked. I groaned at the touch.

"Please, daddy? You know she's pretty much my sister. I know she can do better. I know this is all just some call for help and attention."

I had to admit that on more than one occasion I thought about Lacey being the one massaging me. She had turned out so pretty. A real little minx.

At least I knew she hadn't had any terrible boyfriends to really sway her down the wrong path. 

She needed a strong male influence. A controlling influence. She needed that firm hand.

Maybe it wasn't too late for her.

"I'll try," I said. 

That pharmacy manager was new in town. No strings to pull with him. But I knew that I intimidated people. Especially smaller guys like him. I could keep him from pressing charges this time.

Then the harder part: making sure that Lacey didn't do anything else out of line.

But I had an idea for that, too.

 

3.

 

Lacey

 

I walked down the main drag in my usual costume. The skirt, the fishnets, the unbuttoned blouse. 

Some bearded biker stood out in front of a dive called Jim's and catcalled me. 

"Show me something sweet!" he said.

So I flipped him the bird. He laughed.

I kept thinking about what Dave had told me. Was all this going to catch up with me? 

I thought about starting to head for home. Though I didn't really want to. There wasn't much there for me.

I thought about maybe going to see June. Her place was more like home to me. But I knew how she'd look at me. Disappointed, worried.

I didn't want that. But I also didn't know how to fix it. To fix me.

A cop car bleeped its siren for a second to get my attention. I stopped and looked.

It was Dave. He pulled his big Crown Vic cruiser up to the cracked curb and rolled down the passenger window. He had his cop sunglasses on and looked all business.

"Get in," he said.

Right away, my rebellious streak kicked in. "No."

I started walking away. I got that charge of energy I usually did. That shock that left my body all tingly with adrenaline.

But then Dave threw on the siren again. He squealed the back tires on the cruiser.

The car hopped the curb. He blocked my path with the car's long nose.

He got out.

My heart started hammering. "What are you doing? What is this?"

"I told you to get into the damn car," he said.

"Make me," I said, putting my hands on my hips.

He got out of the car. He was so tall.

"Hey! You can't do this!" I said.

He grabbed me. He threw me against the side of the car. He grabbed my wrists and put them behind my back. A second later, I felt the cold clamp of the handcuffs around my skin.

The biker across the street laughed and hooted at the show.

He put his hand on my shoulder to shove me into the back seat. Then he slammed the door behind me.

"What the hell is this? You can't do this! Dave!" I said when he pulled away.

I kicked at the seat. I screamed. He ignored me while he drove.

And he didn't take me to the station.

I recognized the lot and the building where he pulled in. An abandoned textile mill.

"Why the hell are we here? What is going on?" I said. My heart seemed stuck in my throat.

He pulled up to a stop behind an old storage shed, well out of view of any road or traffic.

He turned and looked at me through the wire screen that separated the front and back of the cruiser.

"There won't be any charges from the pharmacy," he said.

"You cuffed me and drove me here to tell me that? What the hell?" I said.

He pulled his glasses off so he could look me in the eye. He had a steady gaze. One that made me swallow hard. I tried not to shrink back beneath that stare.

"No, I brought you here to make sure you don't do anything else to get yourself in trouble," he said.

I laughed, "Good luck with that."

He got out of the car. Then he opened up the back door. Before I could say anything, he reached in, grabbed me by the arm, and hauled me out.

I nearly fell over. He caught me. Then he shoved me against the car again.

For just a second I remembered my earlier fantasy. Him hiking my skirt out. Fucking me hard. I swallowed again. My pussy quivered and got wet.

But he just undid my handcuffs. I turned around to face him while rubbing at the raw red lines on my wrists.

"What now?" I said.

"Now you're going to get what you need."

I smirked. "And what's that?"

"A man with a firm hand."

"What? Like you're my daddy or something?" I said.

We stood so close together. God, part of me did want him to fuck me. There was so much tension in the sliver of space between us.

"Or something," he said, "Now, get down on your knees."

"What? Hell, no," I said.

I started to walk away. I knew my way home from this place. He grabbed me again. Shoved me against the car. Hard.

Holy shit I am so fucking wet, I thought. This was turning me on so much. I hoped he couldn't tell.

"Down," he said.

I flicked my hair back behind my shoulders. Then I went down on my knees between him and the car. The blacktop parking lot wasn't kind to my knees. I didn't thin Dave cared.

"You need to learn a lesson in authority. And I'm going to teach you. Your daddy never taught you, so I will. Now, take out my cock."

"What?" I said. My heart went from 90 to 1000 miles per hour. I could feel the slickness from my pussy on my inner thighs.

"I'm not going to repeat myself," he said.

I started to talk back. He just shook his head.

Is this real? Is this really happening? I wondered if I was going to wake up in my crappy single bed. Covered in sweat. My pussy throbbing with unfulfilled desire. 

But no, my knees hurt from the asphalt. This was real.

I reached up and pulled down the fly on his cop slacks. I reached inside. I found him. Found his shaft. He was already semi hard. And huge.

I pulled him out. His cock was long and thick and it made my throat go dry and my pussy throb to look at.

"You've never actually touched one before, have you?" he said.

I shook my head.

"Good. Now suck on it like I know you want to."

I did. I wanted it so bad. I wanted to know how he tasted. Saliva squirted into my mouth.

My pussy tingled. The more I squirmed around, the more pressure pushed on my clit.

"Grab the shaft," he said.

I reached up. Took him in both hands. So much saliva squirted into my mouth I had trouble swallowing it all. He was already so big.

And when I touched him he got harder. Bigger. And so hot. I started stroking, like I saw women do in porn. He kept hardening.

I didn't think I could fit him in my mouth. Let alone my pussy.

Even so, my body ached to try.

"Suck," he said. Ordered.

I opened my mouth wide. Wide as I could. I kept stroking. A little clear glob of precum had already appeared right at the little vertical slit at the tip of his shaft.

I wanted to know what it tasted like.

It was salty. I liked it. 

I couldn't take the whole head in my mouth. I looked up into his eyes while my jaw strained around him. I ran my tongue around the taut purple flesh of the tip.

He groaned.

Then he grabbed my head in his hands. "I want you to take more," he said.

He held onto handfuls of my hair. He forced himself deeper into my mouth. My jaw creaked. My eyes watered. I wanted more. My pussy ached so much, but I didn't think he'd let me reach down and relieve myself of that ache.

I gagged on him. He didn't stop. My spit drooled out around his shaft.

Then he fucked my face, the head of his cock bashing against the back of my throat on each thrust.

Long strings of my spit hung down from his thick, hard shaft.

"You want to be a little bitch? This is how bitches get treated," he said, "So you have to smarten the fuck up."

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. My lips hurt. My jaw hurt. I could still taste him. A little salty.

His shaft glistened and shone with thick globs and strings of my spit all over it. The shaft throbbed and pulsed along with Sergeant Dave's heart.

I did that, I realized. I made him that hard. He got all long and thick because of me. Because he wanted me.

One of my hands started straying down between my thighs. Because my clit kept throbbing and I felt like I might explode if I didn't toy with it soon.

"No, bad girls don't get to do that," Dave said. He snatched my wrists back and stood me up.

He brushed the hair out of my eyes and traced my cheek with the pad of his thumb.

"Please?" I said.

"Please, what?" he replied.

"Please... daddy," I said.

His cock twitched when I said it. "Not yet, sweetie. If you're good, maybe. You still have to learn the rest of your lesson." 

He cupped my face a little longer. Tenderly.

Then he grabbed me. He took my over to the front of the car. He shoved me down onto the hood. The metal was still warm from the engine.

He grabbed my blouse and tore it off me. Then my skirt. He yanked it down roughly. Left me in nothing but my fishnets, my socks, and my shoes.

I knew he could see my ripe little pussy. All swollen and flushed with desire. The wetness glistening between my lips.

I wanted, needed, for him to put the thick purple head of his cock against my tender slit and shove himself in. Shove himself in and drag himself out. Again and again until I couldn't take it anymore.

But he didn't. I knew why. The punishment. The lesson.

"Please, oh please, daddy," I groaned.

"No. Not yet," he said.

Then he spanked me. Clapped one big, one palm down on my ass. Again and again. Until I squealed. Until the firm flesh there reddened in a welt.

My wetness drooled down my thighs. I don't think I'd ever been so fucking horny in my whole life.

Dave got down on his knees behind me. He tasted that wetness. Ran his tongue up and down my thighs.

He traced the outline of my sex, never quite touching it. Running the tip of his tongue around it until I moaned and quivered in frustration.

He kissed up one sore ass cheek and then the other. Then he pulled them apart and ran his lips down the crease between those cheeks.

He tickled my taut little rosebud with his tongue, but only teased me.

"Tell me how bad you want it," he said. His breath rushed out hot and quick over my pussy.

"I need it. I need it bad, daddy!" I said.

"Well that's too bad. Only good girls get it," he said.

He stood up. He wouldn't let me look back to see what he was doing.

Then he pushed against me. The hard, hot head of his cock parted the lips of my pussy and slid up and down my sopping gash.

I almost came right then. Did, a little. I bucked and shivered. Tried to push back, take him inside of me. 

But he planted a hand between my shoulder blades and held me hard against the hood of the cop cruiser.

Held me there while he teased and tortured me with his rock hard shaft.

He glided the head up and down my sopping slit, pushing deliciously against my clit. Then pushing against the tightness of my sex. 

He pushed until he felt my youthful tightness begin to part and surrender to him. Then he stopped and teased me some more.

I could hear the noise of it. The wet sloppiness of my gash. It drove me crazy. 

"Please... please..." I said. It felt like I couldn't catch my breath.

I knew if he didn't fuck me soon that I'd pass out from the frustrated pleasure of it all.

"Tell me you're going to stop," he ordered.

"I'll stop! Please! I need it. I need you inside of me."

But he didn't fuck me. He kept teasing. He moved the head of his shaft so that it pushed so achingly hard against my opening. I started to part around him, my body eager to let him in.

But he didn't enter. And he was so strong. I couldn't force myself back along his length like I wanted so badly to.

"What are you going to stop?" he said.

He pushed a little harder. I gasped, feeling him inch so achingly slowly into my sodden cunt.

He was so big. I knew it would hurt. At first. But I wanted that ache. I wanted to feel my tight, young body stretch and submit to his hard girth.

"I'll stop getting into trouble... Just... Please..." I said.

"How? What will you stop doing to get into trouble?" he said. He pushed a little harder.

The whole head of his cock was almost in me.

"I'll... I'll... I'll stop stealing. I'll stop breaking things. Just fuck me. Fuck me and I'll do anything you want."

"That's my girl," Dave said. He patted my rump gently. Though the welts he left on my behind were still tender from his earlier spanking.

He pushed.

My breath caught in my throat. Then I gasped. He was So. Fucking. Big.

I was a virgin for a few moments longer. Then his cock plowed through my hymen. 

It was a sweet, sharp pain when it tore around him.

More and more of him pushed into me. So much I thought it would never end. I never wanted it to end.

I felt the tight walls of my pussy grabbing and tightening around him, trying to hold him back, slow him down.

But he'd made me so wet already he just kept sliding on in.

My hands scrabbled my something, anything, to grab onto. But the cruiser's hood was smooth and featureless.

Dave pushed in until I swallowed every last inch of his cock. Until I felt his balls resting against my cunt.

He groaned, pausing at this point. "You're even tighter than I thought you'd be."

"You thought about me? About my pussy?" I said.

"Yes. I see the way you look at me when I get out of the shower," he said.

I felt his cock pulse and throb inside of me.

He continued, "Do you touch yourself thinking about me? Do you come over fantasizing that I'll fuck you while June is out of the house?"

"Yes. All the time."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, daddy."

His cock throbbed hard when I called him that.

"You've had long enough, I think," he said.

The real fucking started then. He started slow, letting me feel nearly every last inch of him slide out of me until he left me quiveringly empty.

Then he filled me, slamming forward so that his balls slapped against my clit. Hard enough that the whole cruiser rocked on its shocks.

He did it again and again, forcing my youthful tightness to part for him with every thrust.

I couldn't tell for sure, but I thought he got harder with each push. Harder and hotter and bigger.

While he fucked me, he gathered up both my wrists in one hand. He pinned them against the small of my back.

His other hand squeezed my pert, firm ass appreciatively.

"It feels so good..." I moaned, my body unable to help itself. I squirmed on the hood on the car.

Then he reached his free hand down around the front of my thigh.

He found the hard little bean of my clit with his expert fingers and began toying with it.

Everything kicked into overdrive.

I bucked against him. Against the car. Our bodies slammed together again and again. Harder. Faster.

"Now show me you've learned your lesson and cum all over my cock, baby girl," he said.

I was powerless to do anything else.

My chest arched back from the hood while my whole body went rigid with pleasure. I got so tight around him he could barely shift inside of me.

His mouth set in a line and he squeezed his eyes shut and I realized he was going to cum, too.

That just brought my orgasm on harder. That thought that I made him feel so good that he wanted to squirt inside of me.

And he did. Just as I came. A hot, tight ball exploded low in my stomach.

I screamed. He groaned. I felt the pumping heat of his load as it filled me. Felt every muscle in my body tighten and loosen in rhythm along with his.

"Daddy!" I screamed, over and over while I bucked on him. While he jerked in me.

He let go of my wrists when our spasms passed. I collapsed against the car. He pulled his cock out and I gasped.

The warm flow of his load seeped down my inner thighs. I buzzed on the inside, almost numb from how hard he fucked me.

His cock glistened with my wetness, with some of my blood, with the pearly strings of his cum.

"Tell me you're going to stop fucking up your life," he said.

"I will... thank you, daddy," I said.

He smiled at that.

Then he gathered up my skirt and blouse from where he'd tossed them. He handed them to me.

"Put these back on and get in the car. I'm taking you home. Where you're going to stay for the rest of the day and night. Got it?"

"Got it."

I did what he said. I liked doing what Sergeant Dave said.

 

4.

 

Dave

 

My cock ached for days after Lacey's lesson. She had been unbelievably tight. Every time I went to sleep I saw the image of his beautiful ass bouncing against my hips every time I shoved every last inch into her.

And call me crazy, but I think my lesson worked. Though only time would truly tell.

Lacey started dressing better. She started wearing panties, for one. I made sure she and June spent even more time together, even though they were both adults and about to really start their lives.

I could tell by the glint in Lacey's eye that she'd need more lessons, though.

More lessons that I looked forward to teaching.
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I couldn't tell anyone. It was a secret.

And everything I thought about it—thought about him—it made me sopping wet. 

I'm talking wet enough to have to change my panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened the top drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and found my diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down on my stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd written about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot ball low in my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry, dated for that last Saturday.

 

It read:

 

Dear diary, I got kissed today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was a real kiss. It made me feel things that I never thought I could feel. Is this how being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know. I should be like eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that made it really great is that we both know we shouldn't have done it.

I always kind of had a crush on him. And I'm 18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I just never thought anything like this would happen to me.

I went over to see if Hannah wanted to do anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr. Campbell. But he told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that day so I wore a pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank top.

I knew it was super skimpy. And I think part of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr. Campbell might react.

We were in the kitchen. He gave me a Diet Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush crawling up my neck.

And I definitely felt the way my pussy got nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the inside and squirmed on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened. 

He took the can out of my hand and set it on the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I am. Really towered over me.

I could feel right then that he wanted me badly.

And I'm not sure I could have stopped him when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body against his.

God, my heart felt like it was going to hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't shaved that day and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his you know. It was big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and I couldn't think of anything but how it might feel to slide inside of me.

But then Hannah came back in.

We both jumped apart from each other. When we went out Hannah asked me why I looked so flustered and I said I'd jogged over.

I think the crotch of my shorts stayed moist until I got home later...

 

I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my back so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened. Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt about the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and the way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more than just a dream. Right?
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		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;

}













