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 Backdoor Daddy Next Door

 


Mike enjoyed
the summer not just for the heat, but also for his neighbor.
Rather, his neighbor’s daughter, Morgan.

She was a co-ed
in college now, just finishing her first year. And she’d decided to
come back home for the season.

His own son new
her, but he had moved out of state for school and had decided to
stay out there and find work instead of coming back home for a
while.

This suited
Mike just fine. He didn’t think his son would react well to seeing
the way he liked to watch Morgan go for a dip in the pool in her
family’s backyard.

Or, even
better, tan.

It just so
happened that the master bedroom window looked down onto their pool
area, the angle so good that even their privacy fence did
nothing.

He knew he
should feel bad about looking at her like that, but he really
couldn’t help himself.

Morgan was
youthful lust incarnate for him. Her breasts were high and firm,
her stomach flat and toned.

And her
ass!

Her ass!
Like two perfectly shaped half-crescents of taut, squeezable
flesh.

She liked to
wear these skimpy little bikinis. But it didn’t take her long to
start tanning in the nude when her folks left for the day.

Mike stood by
the window, his cock a shaft a steel in his shorts. Usually he’d go
and finish himself in the shower, not wanting to attract any
attention to his leering.

Although he
felt pretty confident that she hadn’t seen him lusting after
her.

What he fixed
mostly on were his fantasies, though. Because he thought that she
used to have a bit of a crush on him.

He imagined her
knocking on his door, asking to come inside. He imagined her giving
herself to him.

It took no time
at all for him to come when he thought about what it would feel
like to have her slick, warm pussy wrapped around his cock, sliding
that tight ring of flesh up and down his length until he just
couldn’t take it anymore.

And lately,
he’d been thinking of something even dirtier. He couldn’t stop
picturing that perfect ass of hers. He couldn’t stop wondering what
it might taste like. What little noises she might make if he ran
the tip of his tongue in sensual circles around the puckered flesh
of her rosebud.

He wondered if
she’d let any guy give it to her there before.

He didn’t kid
himself that Morgan was a virgin. A girl dripping incredible
hotness like that could get, and probably had gotten, any guy that
she wanted.

But he had a
lot of time on his hands now that his son was away for school, so
he let himself have his fantasies.

Then one day he
went up to his bedroom, hoping to catch sight of her in the nude
out back. He’d heard the distinctive creaking of their back screen
door opening and closing, and figured that she’d gone out
there.

He rubbed his
shaft through his jeans, mind already awash with desire and
lust.

But when he
parted his curtains with one hand, he frowned.

The lounge she
usually sat on was empty. No one was in the pool. He opened the
curtain wider, peeking around.

Morgan? Where’d
you go? Daddy needs to see that ass!

Then someone
knocked at the back door. His heart jumped up into his throat.

It had to be
the back door; the front had a doorbell. Except the thing was, a
fence surrounded his backyard.

How could
anyone be back there?

They knocked
again.

Mike went
downstairs, his bare feet padding silently along on the carpet.
“Who’s there?”

They knocked
again.

He opened the
door. His cock throbbed and his balls squeezed tight.

“Hey, Mike,”
Morgan looked up at him, her lovely full lips smiling. She wore a
bikini, her nipples pushing against the thin fabric.

She smelled
fresh and airy. The scent made the front of his stomach brush
against his shirt.

“Morgan? What
are you doing back here?” he said, glancing around her. “Did you
jump the fence?”

She shrugged
and bit down lightly on her bottom lip. “Maybe. I know that you’ve
been watching me while I sunbathe, Mike.”

Mike swallowed
hard. He leaned forward a little to hide his growing erection.
“Morgan, I’m old enough to be your father! I wouldn’t watch
you—“

She held up a
finger to silence him. “I know that you have. Why do you think I’ve
been going nude the last while?”

His balls
squeezed again. “You did that for me? I mean… I mean… You’re not
going to tell your father, are you?”

She smiled up
at him again. God, she smelled so good. He just wanted to reach out
and pull her body against his.

“I think we can
come to an arrangement. Mind if I come in?” Morgan said.

She didn’t wait
for him to answer, instead brushing past him. Her hand brushed
against the growing bulge in his jeans and he stifled a groan,
hoping she hadn’t noticed how hard she’d made him.

“What do you
want?” he said, his eyes moving immediately down to watch that
magnificent ass of hers sway as she walked in front of him.

It was so
mesmerizing that he didn’t notice how she led him upstairs, right
into the master bedroom.

She stopped and
turned around, close enough to the bed she could sit on it if she
wanted. “I want you, Mike.” Her hand cupped his bulging hard-on and
gave it an encouraging squeeze.

He stepped
back, shocked by her forwardness. “Are you saying what I think
you’re saying?”

“I see the way
you watch me… Especially when you can see my ass. And it got me
thinking, got me… fantasizing… So, Mike, don’t you want to
fuck me in the ass?”

She went down
onto her knees in front of him, undoing his jeans and pulling them
down.

He felt his
cock spring up, then felt her fingers grasp it again.

“Ooh. It’s
bigger than I thought. Gonna need to be good and wet if it’s going
into my asshole.”

God! Yes,
it’s happening! Mike said to himself as he felt her lips plunge
down over the head of his cock. He groaned as his neighbor’s tongue
slurped around him. She made gargling, choking noises as her mouth
slid up and down his length.

She was good at
it. Even with his eyes closed, he knew she’d soaked him with her
saliva already. He could feel gobs and strings of it being pushed
down his shaft by her lips.

Finally, he
opened his eyes and looked. She was staring up into his face as her
mouth slid up and down him. That wicked look returned to her eyes
when she noticed him watching.

“Fuck...” Mike
said as she pushed her lips all the way down him. He felt the tip
of her nose touch his stomach.

She moaned on
him, and he hissed. He felt those vibrations go all the way up his
back.

She cleared her
throat as she pulled her lips back all the way to the head. She
kissed it, nuzzled it, let the tip of her tongue press into the
little slit on the end.

“You’re so hard
for me. Are you thinking about shoving this into my little asshole?
Can you see it in your mind? Can you see my little asshole
stretched around this big cock?”

She pushed her
mouth down him again before he could reply. She laughed when she
pulled off him.

“Just think
about how I’m going to moan while you’re fucking me. God, you have
no idea how long I’ve wanted to have this.”

Working up some
saliva, she spat down on the top of his shaft. Holding the head
with one hand, she used the other to smooth the new layer of spit
over his flesh. Mike couldn’t keep himself from groaning as he
watched her hands lube him up.

As she stood
up, she pulled off top. Falling back on the bed and laughing, she
pushed her bikini bottoms down to her ankles and kicked them
off.

She let her
tongue slowly lick her lips and she pulled her knees back to her
chest. Mike found her couldn’t take her eyes off her pussy. She’d
shaved it completely. Her lips looked so sexy. He could see her
juices glistening in her slit.

“I made myself
ready for you. Do you like it?”

Mike’s mouth
went dry, and his cock flexed.

He took a step
toward her. She laughed, then turned over onto her stomach. The
next instant, she’d arched her ass in the air. She pulled her
cheeks apart so that he could see her tight little rosebud. She
wriggled her body at him.

“Come on, come
fuck me in the ass.”

Mike fell to
his knees by the bed. He moved her hands away from her cheeks and
replaced them with his own. He pulled her cheeks apart again,
squeezing them. When he spread them farther apart, her asshole
opened slightly. It looked so good.

She squealed
when he put his lips on her. His tongue flicked out, licking the
wrinkled ring of flesh. She kept wriggling as he rubbed his tongue
against her hole, getting it good and wet.

When he
finished with that, he let his tongue slide down to her pussy for a
moment. He stuck the tip into her, moving it around. She gasped.
The taste of her juices intoxicated him, and he felt his cock
pulse.

Standing up, he
gave her ass a small spanking. She kept laughing, smiling back at
him, as he moved closer to her. He put the sopping head of his cock
against her wet asshole.

Morgan’s mouth
opened wide as he pushed against the tightness of that hole. Her
laughs disappeared as her teeth gritted and she frowned in
effort.

“Get that cock
in there,” she said, pushing back against him.

Her asshole was
the tightest thing he’d ever felt around his cock. Even so, all the
lubing they’d done began paying off. Mike hissed as he watched her
rosebud begin stretching around him. He’d flexed his cock as hard
as he could; the head was so taut that he could see his reflection
in its purple flesh.

“Oh fuck, oh
fuck,” Morgan kept muttering.

Mike kept her
ass cheeks spread apart, trying to stretch her asshole as much as
he could.

After the ridge
around the head entered, it was almost easy from there.

Morgan’s
mutters and gasps turned to moans. She squeezed handfuls of his
comforter as Mike grunted. He pushed inch after inch of his cock
into her asshole. She cried out, begging him to shove it all into
her.

He did his best
to oblige her request. He watched as her tightness gripped him,
pushing back against his cock. Keeping himself flexed in her, Mike
moved his hands to her hips. When he pulled, they both groaned.
More of his cock slipped through that tight hole.

It was
different from anything he’d felt before. There was tightness all
around his shaft, and warmth. She felt so hot on him, as though the
heat of her lust permeated her entire body.

As his hips
bumped against her cheeks, he let out a little triumphant
laugh.

“Do you like
it?” he said. He flexed harder in her, and she yelped. Her body
stiffened, and she squeezed him harder.

“You feel so
good in me. It’s so hard and big.”

Mike gritted
his teeth, pulling his lips back in a snarl. He began pulling back
out of her. Her asshole pulled back along his length. It still felt
so tight around him. Then Morgan squeezed it around him, like she
didn’t want him to leave. He pulled back harder, watching her tight
ring stretch back along his shaft.

He stopped when
it started trying to stretch back over the ridge of the head.
Taking a breath, he thrust back into her.

Morgan got a
look that was almost pain on her face, and she pushed her nose
against the mattress.

The first few
strokes back and forth were the hardest ones. He started spitting
down onto his cock each time he unsheathed it. Soon, he found he
could fuck her harder and faster. When this happened, he began
slamming into her.

She moaned and
yelped as he crammed his cock as quickly as he could into her
asshole. The bed began shaking.

“Harder!”
Morgan cried out.

Mike squeezed
her hips harder. Her backside slammed against him every time he
pushed forward. She began shoving her ass back as well.

His cock was a
blur as it disappeared into her tightest hole and then pulled back
out, over and over.

“Fuck me, Mike!
Fuck me in the ass! Oh, yes...” Morgan said. She couldn’t even keep
her eyes open.

The urge to
change positions took him. Grabbing her around the waist, he turned
Morgan around on his cock, putting her on her back. She held her
own ankles up as he pushed at the back of her knees.

The lips of her
pussy darkened as her body had flushed with blood and desire.

Mike laid into
her again, giving her long, full strokes with his shaft. She
moaned, and kept sucking her lip into her mouth. From that angle,
she could put her chin against her chest and watch his cock as he
slid it back and forth.

When he put the
ball of his thumb on her clit, she started shaking. Morgan shoved
the back of her head against the bed, arching her back up.

Mike kept
playing with her little erect love button, moving his thumb in
circles over and around it.

He went faster
when he noticed how hard she was gripping her ankles.

“Are you going
to come?” Mike asked, feeling his own cock swell at the thought of
making her come on him.

“Mike, I’m so
wet, Mike. I... I think I’m going to...!” She couldn’t speak
anymore.

Mike just
rubbed her faster, fucked her asshole harder.

His eyes
widened as he watched her pussy trembled.

“Oh fuck!” Mike
said as she squirted on him. Her juices spurted from her pussy in a
torrent, landing on his bed and on his bare shaft.

Morgan let out
a wordless yell as her climax overcame all other senses. Her sex
glistened with her juices as her body shuddered. She pushed a
handful of the blanket into her mouth and bit down, trying to
stifle her screams.

As soon as she
was able, she spoke again.

“Come on, Mike.
Come in my asshole. Shoot your hot cum into me. I want it, I want
it so bad.”

Mike took his
thumb from her pussy. He squeezed her thighs as he gave up control
of his body to his desire. His cock slammed in and out of her
asshole as hard as he could make it.

“Oh!” Mike
groaned.

The long, full
thrusts stopped. He moved his cock back and forth against her
tightness only a few inches as he swelled in her. The first spurt
shot from him into her so hard it almost hurt. He gritted his
teeth, all the tendons in his neck standing out.

“That’s it,
Mike. Fill me up. It’s so warm in me...”

She squeezed
him with her asshole as he spurted into her again and again.

He couldn’t
believe how many times his cock flexed in her, shooting out more
and more cum.

His whole body
shook with exhaustion when he finally finished. He left his cock in
her for a little bit longer, savoring the tightness of it, letting
her squeeze out the last few drops of his seed.

As he pulled
out of her, some of his cum came out as well.

“Stay on your
back. I don’t want any of that cum getting into your pussy,” he
said.

She smiled at
him devilishly, as though she was considering letting it happen
anyway. Mike shook his head.

He sat beside
her on the bed. His cock had begun softening. It looked like he’d
rubbed it red. It was still coated in a mixture of her spit and his
cum. She put her hand on his thigh, and he looked at her.

Then she kissed
him, smoothing one hand up and down his softening length. She
tasted nice and fruity.

“I think we can
keep this our little secret,” she said when she pulled back, “That
is, if you want me to come over again?”

“Yes, I do,” he
replied.




 Vacation with the Daddy Next Door

 


Debra liked
being on vacation. The resort was great. The beaches were great.
The ocean looked amazing.

And the
drinking age here was only 18! So she liked that, too.

What she didn’t
like was that her family weren’t here by themselves. No, her family
and her neighbors had all booked a big trip together to get a
better group rate.

Their kids were
awful, constantly trying to hang out with her. Their dad, Bill,
wasn’t so bad. A bit of a silver fox, actually. She’d eyed him a
few times on the beach so far. He kept himself in good shape.

And once or
twice she thought she caught him sneaking a peek at her in her
bikini, too.

She wondered if
maybe when they all got back home if she shouldn’t do something
about that.

Maybe come on
to him when she knew he was home alone, see what he might do.

Maybe just give
him a good show from her bedroom window or the backyard sometimes.
Who knew?

It sounded
exciting, anyway.

There were
plenty of hot guys on the beach anyway, so it wasn’t like her
options here were limited.

College started
for Debra in the fall, and she wanted to get as much fun in as
possible before then.

So even though
her father had explicitly told her not to go to any of the resort’s
clubs or to order any alcohol at the bars, she did both at every
opportunity.

And so far she
hadn’t been caught.

With that in
mind, she intended on going out again that night, after her parents
turned in and after the kids were well asleep so she didn’t have to
worry about being followed and tattled on.

She slipped on
a sexy, hip-hugging dress. She left her panties off.

She’d always
wanted to hook up with a guy in a club or bar bathroom. It sounded
so risky and hot.

Just thinking
about it got her a little wet, and a delightful shiver ran up from
the base of her spine.

So night came.
The kids went to bed, and then the rents. At least, she thought
that they did. She had a separate bed in a room in their suite, and
didn’t hear anything but gentle snoring.

So she snuck
out barefoot, not putting her pumps on until she got out into the
hall so that they wouldn’t click against the floor and wake someone
up.

The elevator
ride down was incredibly long and boring, but the club more than
made up for it.

She got a few
screwdrivers into her and enjoyed the buzz.

She enjoyed the
hands of the guys on her hips as they ground their bodies together
on the dancefloor.

She liked the
hard cocks pressed up against her ass the most, and wondered which
guy she wanted to lead off into the bathroom for some more adult
fun.

Then this hot
guy started grinding up against her. He felt so big and hard
already. His lips pressed against the back of her neck and against
her bared shoulders.

Yes! This is
it!

She turned
around and gave him a knowing look and a wink, then looked over at
the bathroom.

When she took
his hand, he started following with no questions.

Then someone
else grabbed her by the shoulder.

“Hey!” she
said, her voice barely audible over the thud of the music.

Bill had her in
his grip, a looked of amused exasperation on his face. He leaned in
close so both she and the guy could hear.

“Your dad saw
you slip out. He wants you back your room, now.”

The guy she
wanted to fuck didn’t help at all. Bill was much bigger than him,
and after a moment he backed away and disappeared in the
undulations of the crow.

Bill,
meanwhile, lead her out of the club. Her ears rang a little when
they got into the relative quiet of the lobby.

“I’m sorry, but
you were being a bit of a shit. Your dad asked me to see you back
up to your room.”

He pressed the
button for the elevator and they waited. Debra tugged on his grip,
but it was no use.

Frustration
mounted in her. She winced as she felt her juices begin wetting her
inner thighs.

Then the
elevator door opened and he pulled her in. The music died
completely as it closed on them. He hit the button for the top
floor, where her room was. Debra knew from experience it was a long
elevator ride. Almost five minutes. It was a very tall
building.

The tinted
globe of a security camera glared at them from one upper
corner.

“Don’t you
understand what you just did? There was a guy I wanted...”

Bill smirked,
raising an eyebrow and looking at her from the corner of his
eye.

“Yeah, yeah.
Next time, think before you try and sneak out. Maybe he’d be
bending you over that table right now if you hadn’t done that.”

He seemed to
relish blocking her lust like that. Indignation rose as a boiling
ball in her stomach.

“You were
watching us? You god damn pig!”

“Yeah, I was
watching.”

Shrieking,
Debra shoved him. Caught by surprise, he stumbled against the
opposite wall. The elevator rocked at the sudden impact. His mirth
broke with a snarl and he advanced on her.

Realizing what
she’d done, Debra backed into a corner. He grabbed her shoulders,
slamming her back. He put his face an inch from hers.

“We’re not in
the States right now. I could beat you to an inch of your life and
no one would bat a fucking eye. Do not fuck with me.” His teeth had
pulled back in a snarl as he spat the words at her.

A shiver ran up
her back, and she felt her body breaking out in goosebumps. Her
pussy felt wetter than ever. Holy shit, Bill is so fucking
hot!

She wondered
what she’d have to do to get him to fuck her.

“Fuck you!”
Debra said.

She pushed her
face forward and kissed him, their lips smacking together.

Bill pulled
back, a shocked look in his wide eyes. He still had her by the
shoulders, and she felt his fingers tighten. He shoved her harder
into the corner, looking over his shoulder at the camera.

“Damn it...” he
said.

He kissed her
back. Debra’s hands shoved under his jacket, feeling the hard
muscles under his shirt. He grabbed her by the knee, pulling her
leg up against him.

Pushing his
fingers under her skirt, he felt her naked flesh. Debra moaned as
those fingers pushed the lips of her pussy apart, finding the
wetness between them. Bill pulled her head back, kissing her
neck.

She could see
over his shoulder, then. The eye of the security camera glared at
them. She wondered who was watching on the other side. She wondered
if they were hard now, too. Was the guard on the other side pulling
his cock out and stroking it while he watched Bill’s lips on her
long, pearly neck?

A jolt of
adrenaline surged hotly through her veins. She moaned as Bill
pushed a finger into her, stretching her opening out as his finger
moved in ever-broadening circles.

She looked at
the floor indicator. It continued counting upwards toward the top
floor.

They could be
stopping at any one of the coming floors to pick up more
passengers.

She groaned as
her pussy clenched, releasing more wetness onto his fingers.

Debra couldn’t
help looking at the security camera. She winked up at it.

Bill pulled his
finger out of her. He yanked back on her hair, arching her neck
even more as he stopped kissing her. He brought the finger he’d use
on her up between their faces. She watched as some of her juices
trickled down to his knuckles. Her pussy had completely coated
him.

“Lick it off,”
he said with a snarl.

He shoved the
finger into her mouth. Debra’s tongue swirled around it, tasting
herself. Her hips bucked against his body. He started running his
finger in and out of the tight ring her lips made around it.

She looked at
the camera as she felt his cock jerk against her body.

“Yeah, that’s
it. Suck all of that pussy juice off. You like the taste of it,
don’t you? You like having something long and hard locked in those
tight lips of yours...”

Moving her hand
down, she massaged his cock through his pants. The elevator ticked
off another floor, bringing them ever closer to their destination.
There wasn’t much time. The urgency filled her body, energizing
every fibre.

He pulled his
finger out of her mouth, then put it into his own. He made a
satisfied noise as he tasted her on him.

Then he grunted
as she shoved him into the opposite corner, directly under the
security camera.

Debra attacked
him, leaping into his arms. His large, strong fingers lifted up her
skirt and squeezed her bare ass as they kissed. Letting out a husky
laugh, Debra sucked his bottom lip between her teeth.

His eyes
widened as she bit down on it, harder and harder. Then she let it
slowly pull out from her mouth. One of her hands still massaged his
cock, and she felt him pulse in her grip as he watched.

“You fucking
asshole,” she said to him, “Your cock is so hard. Did I do that? Am
I going to get in trouble for it?”

She wanted him
so badly. There was no way she was willing to wait until everyone
got home from their trip to do this. She needed him now.

She put her
hands on his chest, then slid down onto her knees in front of him.
He grabbed onto the handrails beside him as she undid his belt and
yanked his pants down his thighs.

Bill’s hard
cock popped out from his briefs. Debra grabbed it, pulling the skin
as far back his shaft as she could. She looked up at the camera,
again wondering who was watching, and what they were doing.

Bill had
gritted his teeth, and his eyes were scrunched shut. She squeezed
him and he grunted. She’d pulled the skin back as far as it would
go, and she knew it had to hurt a little. The head of his cock was
taut enough to shine.

“Is this what
you want?” Debra said.

She sucked the
head into her mouth. He grunted as her tongue swirled around the
ridges. Her lips tightened on him as she sucked as hard as she
could. He cheeks caved in, forming around his hard shaft.

Then she pulled
back, wiping at her mouth.

“Huh? Is that
what you want? My mouth around this hard cock?”

Letting go of
one of the rails, he grabbed the back of her head and pulled. Her
lips slid back down him, taking nearly every inch of his throbbing
shaft. He groaned as precum leaked out onto her tongue.

Debra made
gagging noises. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, smearing
her mascara in long, black streaks down her cheeks.

He swelled in
her lips as she pushed against his body. Her fists beat against him
as her lungs burned. She kept sucking, loving the way he kept
getting harder and bigger in her mouth.

Finally, he let
go. She fell back, catching herself with her hands. She coughed,
looking up at him with lust burning in her eyes.

“Fucking
asshole. Screw you for kicking me out of the club. Think you’re
such a big man, pulling a girl half your size out like that?”

His cock
dripped with her spit. She watched as a ropey strand trickled down
his length, then down to the floor.

The floors kept
counting up. She knew it wasn’t going to be much longer. Her body
burned with desire and hatred, mingling hotly.

Bill grabbed
her by the armpits and hauled her to her feet. Growling, he turned
her around and threw her into the corner.

“Spread your
fucking legs,” he said, kicking her feet apart.

He shoved one
hand between her legs. Debra moaned as he pushed two fingers into
her pussy. She shuddered as she stretched around him. He curled his
fingers against her a few times and she moaned. His thumb pressed
against her asshole for a moment, and she cried as her tight
rosebud parted a little over the tip of his thumb.

Then he pulled
his fingers out of her. His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing
the firm mounds, exciting her nipples.

She pushed her
ass back, snarling as she felt her cock push against her lips. She
slid her wet slit over the top of his cock, soaking his shaft with
her juices.

He squeezed her
breasts, sending a shooting pain through her body.

“Fuck!” Debra
said.

He spun her
around by the shoulder. She grabbed the rails on either side of her
as he bent down. His arms hooked under her knees. Grunting, he
lifted.

“God!” Debra
said. Her knuckles turned white as they gripped the metal railing
harder.

Bill snarled at
her as he moved his hips. His shaft slid along her slit again,
rubbing against her little love button and sending lusty sparks up
her spine.

Debra let go of
the rails and put her fingers in his hair. She jerked his face to
hers, sucking in his bottom lip again. She stared him right in the
eye as she bit down on it. He squirmed in pain as he tried to find
her opening.

She bit down
harder when he did. It took him only a moment of straining against
her tightness before her body surrendered to him.

He cried out in
pain as her teeth sank deeper into his lip. She had to let him slip
free as he buried his cock in her. Her head arched back, hitting
the wall of the elevator as the walls of her pussy spread apart
around his shaft.

He felt so
intensely hot in there. He slid back a little, then thrust back
inside. Their bodies slapped wetly together again and again.

“Fuck you!”
Debra said, pulling at his hair for a moment before scratching at
his face.

Bill responded
by slamming her body harder into the corner of the elevator.

In the upper
corner, the eye of the camera watched them. She screamed for it as
he drove his cock hard enough into her pussy to slam her against
the wall.

He felt so big
in her. She still had to stretch around him each time he filled her
up. Her pussy pulled at his cock as he withdrew out of her for each
thrust. She’d coated his shaft in her juices, and they dripped back
along him down his balls.

As Debra arched
her head back again, Bill lunged for her neck. His lips attacked
her flesh as he sheathed his cock in her tight, wet pussy again and
again. He sucked on her, leaving a string of hickies that made her
moan.

A bead of sweat
moved down his forehead as he continued fucking her hard and fast.
Their bodies slapped together, pressing her back against the
elevator again and again.

She saw her
toes begin curling. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders. Her
nails pressed into her palms as she winced in sexual agony. Her
pussy tightened up around him like a snake constricting its
prey.

“I’m going to
come all over your hard cock,” Debra said in his ear.

He grunted in
response. She felt him swell, hardening against the soft and slick
walls of her sex.

“Harder!
Harder!” Debra yelled at him as the elevator began slowing. The
next floor was their stop.

Her pussy
clenched up around him and she screamed. He grunted as his cock
hardened even more. Her toes curled, tightening the muscles in her
feet as an incredible heat filled her pussy.

She screamed as
her whole body went rigid. Awareness of the world dropped away.
Somewhere, an electric “ding!” sounded, but she didn’t know what it
meant.

All she could
feel was her pussy holding his cock tightly in her body as it
flexed in her. Hot spurts of cum filled her up

“God!” Debra
screamed. She gripped him desperately.

The world
crashed through her. The elevator doors opened, revealing a long
hallway lined with doors with room numbers on them.

The elevator
door began to close. Swearing under his breath, Bill put his hand
in the opening to stop it.

Debra,
shuddering still, her body weak and drained, climbed down off him.
Her toes had clenched so much that her feet hurt. She pushed her
dress back down her thighs.

They barely got
themselves together by the time the elevator reached her floor.

Debra’s pussy
ached and throbbed along to the beat of her heart. Bill’s cum was
hot inside her, so deep hardly any dripped out down her thighs.

“If your dad
asks you about how you look tell him it happened in the club,
because that’s what I’ll be saying. Now, get your ass back to
bed.”

They went their
separate ways.




 Punished by the Daddy Next Door

 


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

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

Being home from
college wasn’t so bad.

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

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

Connections,
connections.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he helped,
taking a box under each arm.

They walked
side by side.

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

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

“More important
than work?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you man
enough?”

His fingers
squeezed into her shoulders, making her hiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like what you
see, Bruce?”

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

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

The pain was
sharp and delicious.

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

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

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

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

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

“What
lesson?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t pay
attention.

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” She
said.

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

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

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

An unfilled
ache.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re making
me come...” She said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get up,” Bruce
said, pushing at her.

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

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

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

“Yes,” she
replied.
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