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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?

 


2.

 


He consumed my thoughts.

That hardness that pressed against me
consumed my thoughts. Made saliva squirt into my mouth. Made other
parts of me slick and squirmy.

Part of me knew it was wrong. That I
shouldn't desire him the way I did.

He was Hannah's dad. I'd known him
most of my life. He was so much older.

Despite all that, I still wanted
him.

I wanted to be alone with him again.
But how?

It was Saturday again.

Hannah sat on the edge of my bed while
I sat on the little stool in front of my makeup desk.

"Is something up?" Hannah
said.

I looked at her reflection in the
mirror. She was pretty. Petite. Dark hair and eyes like her mother
while I had light hair and eyes.

Hannah's mom hadn't been in the
picture for a very long time. Years and years. She'd abandoned her
family. Abandoned Hannah and her dad.

I wanted to talk with Hannah about
what happened. I needed to talk with someone, otherwise I might
burst.

But I couldn't tell her. Not
everything, at least.

"Sort of," I said.

Hannah grabbed one of my pillows and
plunked it down onto her lap so she could rest her elbows on it.
"Tell! It's a boy, isn't it?" Then she took a conspiratorial look
around and leaned in close. "Punched your v-card yet?"

"What? No! Not yet. I mean..." I could
feel my cheeks burning.

And why was my pussy suddenly so wet?
I shifted my butt on the padded stool, but that didn't
help.

"There's a guy," I said, "But he's
older."

"Ooh, older man. They're the best in
bed, you know," Hannah said.

Hannah claimed that she'd had sex with
three guys so far, and she kept ribbing me about it. I was jealous
of her, but at the same time not. I liked that I'm managed to save
myself so far.

"Yeah, but he's older enough to be my
dad," I said.

"Sounds hot," Hannah said, "Do I know
him?"

"No," I said, quickly, hoping she
wouldn't notice the way I looked down at my lap, where I kept my
hands tightly clasped between my thighs.

My oh-so-warm thighs that tingled
every time I shifted even the tiniest amount.

"You should fuck him," Hannah said, a
devilish smile on her pretty face.

"Hannah!" I said.

The tingling in my pussy intensified.
I thought about how hard Mr. Campbell had been against
me.

I couldn't help thinking about what it
might feel like to have that hardness inside of me. Pulsing inside
of me. Throbbing. Dragging back and forth...

I shivered, the skin on my back and
arms pebbling in tight patches of goosebumps.

"What?" Hannah said. She dropped my
pillow and started wandering around my room. "It'll be fun. You'll
see. Just do it. God, I can't wait for college to start. I can't
wait to get away from home!"

"Yeah..." I said.

Then Hannah's cell beeped. She pulled
it out of her back pocket. "It's my dad. Supper. Think I'll head
out."

Relief, cool and soothing, flooded
into my stomach. Hannah made me think of her dad. Made me think of
the kiss.

Made me think of how hard he'd been.
So hard because of me.

My pussy throbbed again. I wanted her
out of my room. I wanted to touch myself, run my fingers in and out
of that wetness until that desire went away.

"Want to come with?" Hannah said,
glancing at me.

"What? Uh, no. Supper here and
everything."

Hannah pouted, "Okay. How about after?
Spend the night."

"I shouldn't..." I said, grasping for
some excuse. Anything that might sound reasonable. But I had
nothing. I didn't work. Wasn't taking summer classes. Most of our
other friends had decided to go on a road trip before starting
college.

I couldn't fake being sick. Hannah was
standing right there.

It wasn't like I could say my own
parents wouldn't let me. I was an adult now, about to move away
from home.

"Oh, just do it. Just come. Please?"
Hannah said, batting her eyes at me.

"Fine," I said. I decided I'd just
spend the whole time in her room. No leaving. No running into
Steve... Mr. Campbell, I mean.

 


3.

 


I got to Hannah's just after seven.
She let me in and we went right up to her room.

There was a moment there at the start
when her dad asked who was at the door. Hannah said it was me. He
called out a "Hey!" to me and I called one back, but he didn't come
out to see us.

I wondered, as we went up the stairs,
whether he had also decided that what we did was wrong and was just
going to pretend that nothing had happened.

Part of me was fine with
that.

Another part of me experienced deep
disappointment.

I didn't see him most of the rest of
the night, either.

That's
that, I thought.

It was around 1AM when we changed into
our PJs and got under the covers of Hannah's bed.

Well, I changed. Hannah just threw on
an old tank top and stripped down to her panties.

"You're going to be hot in all that,"
Hannah said, looking at me. I wore a full PJ top and full bottoms,
the drawstring tied into a large bow. They matched, the top and
bottom both decorated with cartoon hearts and rainbows.

"I'll be fine," I said.

It was hot upstairs. The A/C was on
the fritz and even with the bedroom window open it was too warm for
pajamas.

Still, I couldn't risk it.

I usually slept in my panties and some
loose top, too. But I figured on modesty.

Even though part of me wanted to see
how Steve (Mr. Campbell!) might react if he saw me in my
panties.

Would he get hard
again? The thought slipped in before I
could stop it. Then another. Would seeing
me in my panties make him want to fuck me? Would he be able to stop
himself?

"Suit yourself," Hannah
said.

I crawled into bed beside Hannah,
laying on my back with the sheet pulled up to my hips. Outside, the
light breeze rustled the branches of the big old maple that
straddled the Campbells' front yard.

Hannah kicked the sheet off and fell
asleep almost instantly.

I didn't. Couldn't.

The heat kept me awake. The heat and
other things.

Like how when Mr. Campbell got ready
for bed. I heard him walking around. Heard the bathroom door close.
Heard the sink run while he brushed his teeth. I remembered he
liked to sleep in nothing but a pair of old shorts.

He kept himself in shape, I
knew.

I tried not to think about it. About
him.

I squirmed in bed as quietly and
shallowly as I could, not wanting to wake Hannah.

My stomach was tight. My thighs hot.
My nipples stayed perky and hard, pressing against the thin fabric
of my PJ top.

I thought about touching myself to
relieve the tension. I glanced at Hannah. She slept on her side,
facing away from me.

Maybe if I'm
quiet, I thought.

Slow as I could force myself, I
slipped the flat of my hand down my stomach. My fingertips pushed
down beneath the elastic of my panties. Down my smooth skin. I
liked keeping everything fully shaved. It felt cleaner, looked
nicer.

My middle finger slipped between my
lower lips. Found the wetness and the heat waiting
there.

I sucked in a sharp breath between my
teeth before I could help it.

Hannah stirred, groaning in her sleep
and shifting.

I stopped. Tried to, anyway. I pulled
my hand out, saw the way my middle finger glistened with my wetness
in the darkness.

Is that what his cock
would look like after he finished fucking me with it?
I wondered. All
glistening and shiny with my pussy juices...

I shivered again.

And then this incredible thirst hit
me. I felt parched.

I resisted for a while, telling myself
I couldn't risk leaving the bedroom.

But, I thought, he's in bed asleep. If
I’m quiet, I can grab a glass of water from the fridge and come
back to bed and everything will be okay.

I also thought I could spend some
quality alone time in the bathroom. Just me and my fingers. Take
care of that urge so I could actually get some sleep.

I looked at the glowing numbers on the
clock on Hannah's dresser. Just after 2AM. Steve was definitely
asleep by now, I knew.

 


4.

 


It was quiet downstairs. Quiet and
dark.

In my bare feet, I barely made any
noise going down the stairs.

I crept to the kitchen. I squinted
against the white brightness of the fridge light when I opened the
door to grab the Brita pitcher off the shelf inside.

I drained one glass. Two. The cool
ball the water made in my stomach helped soothe things. A little,
anyway.

It was still so hot,
though.

I turned on the dim light above the
sink.

I glanced into the darkness of the
living room, saw nothing. Made up my mind. I shoved my PJ bottoms
down and folded them on the counter.

I sighed at the touch of air against
my back legs.

That's better, I thought.

I tried to ignore the dampness in the
crotch of my panties.

"Amy?"

I jerked, barely bit back a shriek. I
turned around. Saw him. Steve. Mr. Campbell. He stood in the
doorway to the kitchen.

"Oh, hey," I said, "I, uh, I just came
down for a glass of water."

"I heard a noise and came to
investigate," he said.

"Oh," I replied, "You thought I was a
burglar?"

"Hannah sleeps pretty solidly through
the night," he said, still standing in the doorway.

"If you thought I was a burglar
shouldn't you just have called the cops or something?" I
said.

"I take care of my problems myself,"
he replied.

Even in the dim light of the kitchen,
I could see his broad shoulders and deep chest. The quiet strength
that radiated from him.

He was shirtless, in nothing but a
pair of boxer shorts.

I hoped he didn't noticed the way my
eyes strayed down his body.

And there was no way he could see the
pulsing desire burning its way into the core of my body.

I need to get back to
bed, I thought.

"What? You'd just beat the burglar up?
Shouldn't you have a baseball bat or something?" I said.

"Don't need a weapon for that," he
said.

He was so confident. So sure of
himself. Like no guy I knew from school.

I glanced at the front of his boxers
again before I could help myself.

"I should get back to bed," I
said.

I set my glass down on the counter. I
wasn't looking at what I was doing. I only set it about half
down.

It started to tip.

Before I even realized it, Steve
rushed in. He grabbed the glass before it hit the floor and set it
back down.

He was close. So close. I could feel
the heat that radiated from him.

The crotch of my panties was
soaked.

"We should talk about what happened,"
he said.

"We don't have to," I said, "I know it
was wrong. I'm sorry. I'm going back to bed."

I started to walk away.

He reached out, put his hand on my
shoulder, stopped me in my tracks. "Don't be sorry. It wasn't your
fault."

"Let me go, please," I
said.

Little tremors started running up and
down my body. I couldn't believe how hot his hand felt against
me.

"I don't think you want to go," he
said.

"I should..." I started.

"But you don't want to," he finished.
I didn't contradict him.

Go. Go back upstairs to
bed, I thought. I willed. It didn't
work.

"I want you, Amy," he said.

"You shouldn't," I said, "I'm Hannah's
age. You're old enough to be my dad."

"Tell me you don't want me, too. You
do. I can tell," he said.

"How?" I breathed. I couldn't stop
shaking. I wanted him so badly. My panties were soaked. I quivered
on the inside. I could feel the hard little bean of my clit begging
for his touch.

He still had his hand on my shoulder.
I still faced away from him.

Slowly, he drew me back towards him.
His arms folded around me, holding me close. My ass brushed back
against the front of his boxers.

He responded to the touch of my body.
His cock started hardening against me.

My body had a mind of its own. I
groaned, unable to keep my desire in any longer. The hardening
shaft of his cock pushed against the cleft of my ass. I rubbed it
against him, encouraging.

"We shouldn't..." I breathed
again.

One of his hands slid down my stomach.
His fingers tips brushed over the smooth cotton of my panties. I
knew I should close my thighs to him, keep him out.

But I didn't.

I let him slide his fingers down
there. Down to my heat. I gasped when he touched me. No man had
touched me there before.

He found the sopping wet cotton and
the hot, quivering flesh beneath it.

"This is how I know," he
said.

He pushed one fingertip against me,
running it slowly back and forth along the cleft between my
lips.

His shaft stiffened ever more against
me. I rubbed my ass harder against him.

"I'm a virgin..." I said. I rolled my
head back against his firm chest.

He nuzzled at my neck, his mouth so
hot against me.

"I can teach you," he breathed against
me.

"You really want me?" I said. I still
couldn't quite believe it. How could a man, a real man, like Mr.
Campbell want an inexperienced girl like me?

"Can't you feel how badly I want you?"
he said.

"I didn't know they got so hard," I
said.

He didn't say anything else. Before I
knew what was happening, he scooped my up in his arms.

He was so strong.

He carried me out of the kitchen, down
the hall. I saw where we were headed.

He put his shoulder to the door
leading to the spare bedroom that was on the main floor.

There was a bed in there.

He put my down on it. He turned on the
light and set the dimmer to the lowest setting. I could see the way
his eyes shone with desire when he looked at me.

I squirmed on the bed, an unbearable
ache throbbing in my sopping pussy. I wanted his hands on my
again.

I wanted him in me.

"Are you going to fuck me, Mr.
Campbell?" I breathed.

"Yes, but not right away."

"But I need it!" I said.
Whined.

I needed it like I'd needed nothing
else. No one else, before this. Before him.

"Don't be such a brat," he
said.

Then he climbed over me, supporting
himself on those thick, strong arms. I breathed in quick, shallow
gulps. The hard bulge of his cock hung achingly close to my sopping
sex.

My hips bucked in
anticipated.

Then he kissed me. It wasn't tender.
It was savage with need. I kissed him back. My back arched up off
the bed when his burning mouth traced a line of fire down my
neck.

He grabbed my PJ top and tore it open.
He pushed my sports bra up, revealing my small breasts. My nipples
stood fully erect. So hard they ached.

Some of the ache went away when he
sucked on them. He sucked hard.

Hard enough for me to moan.

He grabbed one of my hands and put it
down between us. He put it on his hard shaft.

I couldn't believe how hard he was.
How hot, even through the thin fabric of his boxers.

"Squeeze it. Stroke it," he
said.

I did. The more I stroked and
squeezed, the harder and bigger it got.

"Do you like my tits? Are they too
small?" I said.

"They're perfect. So firm," he
said.

I shuddered in pleasure at his
compliment. I'd always been insecure about my breasts. I thought
they were too small. Too girlish.

But he loved them. He licked and
sucked them. Kissed them. Kneaded them with his hands until they
ached. It was a good ache.

"Has anyone licked your pussy before?"
he said. His lips were shiny and red from worshipping my
tits.

"No," I said. My sex ached in
anticipation. I could feel my slickness on my inner thighs, on my
ass. So wet. So fucking wet.

He grabbed a handful of hair at the
back of my head and pulled so that I exposed my throat for
him.

He saved the smooth sensitive skin
there with kisses. I groaned and squirmed beneath him. I didn't
know something could feel this could. That anticipation could feel
this good.

"Tell me you want me to lick your
tight little pussy," he growled into my ear.

"Lick it, please..." I
begged.

"Say, 'I need you to lick my pussy,'"
he ordered.

I did.

He moved his hips in close enough that
the hardened bulge of his shaft rubbed against my slit through my
panties.

I almost came right then. He pulled
away quickly, leaving me shuddering and covered in
goosebumps.

"Say, 'I need you to lick my pussy,
daddy,'" he ordered.

"I need you to lick my pussy, daddy,"
I said, looking into his eyes. I meant every word.

If something didn't happen down there
soon I knew - KNEW - I was going to burn up.

Steve pushed back from me. He stood up
to the side of the bed. He grabbed me and pulled me over so my ass
hung over the side of the mattress.

He hooked his fingers into my panties
and pulled them down. They peeled off my crotch. The touch of the
air on my most private place had me moaning.

He balled my panties up and pressed
them to his face, breathing in deeply. "You smell so fucking good,"
he said. He tossed the panties away into the darkness.

Then he kneeled down between my knees.
He ran his mouth up first on thigh, then the other. He breathed
slowly out over my aching pussy, let me feel the heat inside of
him.

"Please, daddy. Please..." I
begged.

He liked it when I called him daddy. I
liked it, too. Made it even more forbidden. Even more
taboo.

He couldn't take it anymore, either.
He savaged me. Devoured me. His tongue pushed between my lips and
lapped up all my wetness. I soaked his cheeks until they
glistened.

The tip of his tongue found the firm
little bean of my clit. He toyed with it.

"You taste so fucking good," he
said.

He sucked on it. On my hard little
clit.

He sucked and licked until I groaned
and shook on the bed. I wanted to scream. I knew I couldn't. That I
would wake up Hannah and this would end. And I didn't want it to
end.

I grabbed a pillow and screamed into
that instead when he made me cum.

It was the most intense orgasm of my
life. I'd made myself cum masturbating a couple times before, but
it was nothing like this one.

My whole body quaked with the released
pleasure. It exploded like a bomb inside of me.

I pushed my pussy hard against Steve's
face. He grabbed my hips and pulled me even harder against
him.

He was relentless, sucking and licking
my little clit, sending me higher and higher.

"Daddy, daddy, daddy..." I moaned. The
more I moaned, the more he did.

He stopped and my body went slack.
Sweat soaked me, left me all shiny in the dim light.

My pussy ached, inside and
out.

"And now I'm going to fuck you," he
said.

My heart lodged in my throat when he
stood up. He pushed his boxers down. His cock sprang free from the
elastic. Long and hard and thick. Something wet glistened at the
tip.

He was so big. Bigger than I thought
he'd be.

"Will it even fit?" I said with a
touch of trepidation.

"It will," he replied.

He put his hands behind my knees and
pushed my legs back, exposing my pussy to him fully. I could see
the redness of my lips from his licking. See the wetness glistening
between and on them.

His cock was so big. So hard. I
couldn't imagine it inside of me.

But I wanted it inside of
me.

"What about a condom?" I said,
remembering health class.

"I had a vasectomy after Hannah," he
said, "It feels better without one. Trust me."

"I do."

He rubbed the shaft of his cock up and
down my lips first. Getting himself good and slick with my juices.
He was so hot. So hard. My breath kept hitching in my
throat.

He held me down so firmly I don't
think I could have moved, could have stopped him, even if I wanted
to.

I didn't.

He used his thumb to position himself,
pushing the big mushroom head on his shaft against my
opening.

He pushed. I gasped.

"It's too big," I said.

He ignored me. Pushed harder. I felt
myself start to open around him. Felt the way my wetness let him
start to slip inside even though I was so tight.

"It's too big, it's too big," I kept
saying.

I couldn't look away. I watched his
long, thick shaft get swallowed up by my hungry little cunt. I was
so tight that it made the skin on his cock bunch up.

He gritted his teeth. Pushed harder.
"So fucking tight..." he groaned.

He got about halfway in when something
inside tore. I gasped, sucking the breath in through my clenched
teeth. He stopped. I felt myself stretching around him. It hurt.
But also felt good, so good.

Then he started pulling back. I saw
the redness of my blood on him. The tearing sensation had been my
hymen, my virginity.

"You're not a virgin anymore," he
said.

"Good. Are you going to fuck me now,
daddy?"

When I called him daddy I felt his
cock pulse inside of me.

Rather than answer with his words, he
shoved his cock back inside. All the way, this time. Every last
inch disappeared. I felt myself stretch out even more around
him.

It hurt. I wanted to scream. But at
the same time it was the best thing I'd ever felt.

I grabbed my pillow and bit down on
it.

He started fucking me in earnest.
Long, smooth strokes where he nearly pulled all the way out of me
and then pushed back in. He paused each time, let me feel just how
big he was.

Our skin made wet slapping sounds each
time he pushed back inside.

The sound started getting faster. He
started fucking me harder.

"You're so hard, daddy," I said. And
he was. I didn't think the human body could get so hard. And so
hot. Rock hard and molten hot.

"I want to see that hot little ass of
yours bounce on my cock," he said.

Still inside of me, he flipped me over
onto my stomach. My face and tits pushed into the mattress. He
grabbed onto my hips and pushed my lower back down, making me arch
for him.

This time when he plunged back inside
of me he went even deeper than before.

I screamed into the
mattress.

My body picked up the rhythm quickly,
forcing my ass back against him each time he pushed into
me.

I wanted to ask him if I was too
tight. If it was good for him. But I couldn't. I was beyond
words.

Any word but one.

"Daddy," I said, "Oh, daddy..." I kept
groaning.

It spurred him on. He went harder.
Faster. Our bodies slammed together, collided. His fingers dug into
my flesh and I liked it.

Then that feeling started again. That
hot ball of pleasure low in my stomach. He was going to make me cum
again.

He was going to make my tight little
cunt cum all over his big, hard cock.

"That's it," he said, "Just do it,
baby. Cum for me. Cum all over me..."

I buried my face in the pillow and
screamed again. My pussy went crazy around him. Tightening and
convulsing in bursts. So tight that he groaned.

"You're going to make me cum, too,
baby..."

"Daddy!" I said again.

When I did, he got harder than ever
before inside of me. Harder and bigger. More rigid than I thought
possible.

Then he jerked inside of me. Once,
twice. He kept going.

He was filling me up. Filling me up
with his cum, his spunk, I knew. It was so warm when he fired it up
into my guts.

I wanted it. I wanted every drop of
it. So while he went still and hard and I slid my pussy up and down
his length, milking it all out of him while he groaned in
pleasure.

His face had twisted up, half in pain,
half in delight.

He load was huge. It started leaking
and bubbling out from around his shaft, which still plugged me
up.

He buried himself inside of me. Pushed
me down hard against the mattress, one hand pressed between my
shoulder blades.

He stayed hard inside of me for a
while. Then began to soften.

He pulled out and his cum flowed out
with him onto the duvet. It was hot and sticky and I liked
it.

I saw his cock.

Saw how it glistened with our mingled
juices.

He saw me looking. "Clean it off,
baby."

He pulled me down onto my knees in
front of him, his cock on level with my face.

Uncertainly at first, I grabbed his
turgid shaft. I could feel it pulsing still. My pussy pulsed in
time with it.

"Use your tongue," he said.

I did. I licked all the cum off his
cock. It was salty. I liked the taste. I liked the way his jaw
jutted out while he watched me clean him off.

More of his cum leaked out of me and
down my thighs while I cleaned him.

When I finished, he grabbed my panties
off the floor. "I'm keeping these. Go back to bed."

I could barely walk. My pussy ached
with each throb of my heart. I found my PJ bottoms where I left
them in the kitchen. I used the bathroom, cleaned myself up as best
I could.

Then I crept back into bed. Hannah was
still dead asleep.

I didn't think I could sleep, but I
did. Losing my virginity was exhausting.
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"Thanks for staying over," Hannah
said.

I thought there would be something
different about me. Something people could see. When I lost my
virginity. But I knew I was the same on the outside. The inside was
different.

I stood on the stoop to Hannah's front
door, about to say goodbye. I had a fresh pair of panties
on.

I wondered how much of Mr. Campbells
cum was still inside of me.

Part of me wished that he hadn't had a
vasectomy. That he'd knocked me up. There was something hot in that
thought.

We saw each other at breakfast. He
made Hannah and me waffles. We shared a few looks, but that was
all. Hannah didn't suspect a thing.

And there was something hot and taboo
about that, too.

I stood on the stoop and
looked at Hannah. I thought, I fucked your
dad last night. He fucked me, I mean. Fucked me hard. Filled me up
with his cum. It was probably better sex than you ever
had.

I didn't say any of that out loud, of
course.

"Maybe you can spend the night again
sometime soon," Hannah said. "We can talk about boys and
you-know-what, if you want."

"Sure," I said, smiling. Except I
wasn't interested in boys anymore. Only men. Real men. Like Steve
Campbell. "Say bye to your dad for me, will you?"

"Will do!"

We hugged. I left.

I had something new I needed to write
in my diary.
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Hannah

 


I found Amy's journal.

It was where I thought she'd hide it:
bottom of her underwear drawer.

I don't know why I started reading it.
I was bored, I guess. But I flipped over to the last entry and
started.

I checked the door first, of course.
The door to Amy's bedroom. She wasn't out there, or in the
hall.

Her dad, Mr. Taylor, Ben (a real
hottie, too, though I never told Amy that I thought so) had let me
in. Told me to wait up in Amy's room until she got home.

I stood in the open doorway, Amy's
diary open in one hand with a finger pressed between the pages to
mark the spot, and listened.

Just me and Mr. Taylor. He was
downstairs fixing something. He was good with his hands. Always
fixing things for people. Motors and stuff like that.

I listened, the tip of my tongue
clenched between my teeth. I barely breathed. Something rattled
downstairs. A tool being dropped on a workbench.

Satisfied, I went back over and sat at
her little desk.

The entry started:
I lost my virginity!

Ooh, I thought, this is going to be
hot. I brushed my dark hair back behind my
ears. I wondered if I could get away with slipping a hand down into
my shorts.

I kept reading.

Then I got to the part where she said
she lost her virginity to my dad.

That my dad had fucked her on our
guest bed when she'd slept over last week.

That I'd been asleep the whole time,
none the wiser.

My mouth dropped open. "That little
bitch!"

I clapped a hand over my mouth and
looked back at the bedroom door. I'd said it a little loud. I
didn't want Ben coming up to check on me.

I thought I should stop
reading.

Knew I should stop reading.

But I kept reading.

Amy described everything. The way she
felt, the way he felt. What positions he fucked her in.
Everything.

Even what it felt like when he filled
her pussy up with a load of his cum.

Even when he told her that he had a
vasectomy so she didn't have to worry about getting
pregnant.

And the final straw, when Amy
fantasized about my dad not having a vasectomy. How she thought it
would be super hot if he knocked her up.

And then finally about how she hoped
it would happen again and soon.

"Fucking little slut. I'll kill her,"
I said.

The diary went on and on about how
much better it was to be with an older man. How hot it was for him
to call her baby and for her to call him daddy while he pounded her
pussy.

I was hurt on so many levels. That my
dad would do this to me. That he would do that to her. That she
would do something like that with him.

And most of all that she didn't tell
me about any of it. As far as I had known, she was still a kissless
virgin.

Of course, I was still a virgin, too.
But I liked to tell her I'd already fucked a bunch of guys because
I knew how jealous it made her.

I mean, I masturbated all the time.
Every chance I got.

And I know it's perverted and
everything, but reading about Amy's experience also turned me on.
Majorly.

I'm talking I was sitting there at her
desk chair squirming my butt around on the seat because my pussy
got all wet and tingly.

I thought that maybe I'd go and flick
my bean on Amy's bed. Maybe take a picture of myself all flushed
and moaning. Show her.

That would be good revenge.

I got up and went over to her bed. I
sat on the foot. I still held her diary open to the entry where she
talked in so much detail about getting fucked by my dad.

I laid down. I wore only a crop top
and a pair of jean shorts with frayed legs. The shirt pulled up,
exposing my navel. Exposing my hipbones, which pressed
up.

I tingled and quivered inside in
anticipation, already nice and wet.

Yeah, I thought, I'll think about her
dad. I'll think about Ben shoving it up into me.

She'll wish she were here
to stop me, I thought, smiling.

Then I sat bolt upright. Another
thought occurred to me.

What if Amy had made up whatever she
said she was doing right then? What if she were really over at my
house, getting railed by my dad right at that very
moment?

It made sense. Too much
sense.

"What a bitch!" I said
again.

Just masturbating on her bed wasn't
good enough anymore. And I was so fucking horny and turned on,
too.

I thought of a better
solution.

 


2.

 


Ben

 


I sat at the workbench in my garage,
the little two-stroke from my neighbor Shelly's John Deere
lawnmower mostly disassembled in front of me.

I liked fixing things. I had a knack
for it.

Just like I had a knack for hunting.
For keeping myself fit at the gym.

For picking up women down at the
bar.

What can I say? Women love confidence.
And now that I was older I knew what, and who, I wanted and I
wasn't bashful about it.

I didn't let my daughter Amy know
about any of that bar stuff of course. I wanted her to stay
innocent as long as possible.

That girl Hannah was up in Amy's room
right then, I knew. Little dark-haired, smoky-eyed
Hannah.

She was the type of girl who made a
young man's balls tighten in his pants when she bent over to pick
something up.

The kind of girl who could make a
guy's stomach clench with a glance.

I thought she was something of a bad
influence on my Amy. But I also knew the two of them were going to
separate colleges come fall.

One last summer together
wouldn't get them into too much trouble, I
thought.

I thought about those torn-up jean
shorts Hannah came into my house wearing. The way they hugged her
hips and ass.

The kind of ass that defied
gravity.

I shook my head. No, I couldn't think
about Amy's friend like that. They'd been friends since they were
both little.

Sometimes I even thought of myself as
Hannah's part-time dad.

And dads didn't start getting hard at
the thought of their daughter's ass.

No matter how pert and firm that ass
looked in those too-small shorts.

I picked up one of the small spark
plugs and checked the gap with a tool I pulled out of a bench
drawer.

I squinted at the tip of the plug,
which had blackened a bit too much for my liking.

"Running too rich," I muttered. I'd
have to adjust the fuel/air mix on the carb before I returned the
mower to Shelly.

I buried myself in the task at
hand.

And that was why I didn't notice the
door to the workshop open and close.

"Mr Taylor?"

I didn't startle easy. I sat with my
back to the door, and my shoulders tightened in response to the
unexpected intrusion.

I put the spark plug down next to the
fuel pump and turned around, grabbing a rag off the bench
simultaneously so I could wipe the oil and grease from my
fingers.

Holy
shit, I thought.

"Everything okay, Hannah?" I
said.

She closed the door behind her,
trapping the two of us in this small workshop.

She leaned back against my big old red
Snap-On rolling tool chest, thrusting her hips out towards
me.

Her shirt was cropped. I could see her
navel. Her taut little tummy. The way the tops of her hips poked up
out of her very low-rise jean shorts.

She was the type of girl I liked, too.
Dark-haired. Sultry. Her youth called to me.

My cock stirred in my Levi's. I
shifted forward on my shop stool so she couldn't see anything that
she shouldn't.

"Do you know when Amy's supposed to be
back?" she asked.

She seemed nervous somehow. Normally
she was so confident, playful.

I checked my watch. One of those big
chunky things with the metal links for a strap.

"She said not until supper or so. So
probably at least another hour. You're welcome to wait if you want,
of course. But you don't have to stay," I said.

She turned around and started toying
with one of the tool chest drawers.

I couldn't keep my eyes from sliding
down her slender back to the flair of her waist.

God, the bottom of her ass hung out
from her shorts. Saliva squirted into my mouth.

My cock hardened even more.

I wanted her. More, some mischievous
part of me said she wanted me, too. That she was mine for the
taking.

I almost did, too.

That little bit of girlish nervousness
that I detected in her nearly drove me over the edge. Nearly drove
me wild with desire.

Remember, she's young
enough to be your daughter.

That thought only added iron to my
shaft, though.

"I want to, though. Stay, I mean,"
Hannah said.

She turned around, her long, dark hair
rushing around her shoulders as she did.

I knew that she'd caught me checking
out her tight, shapely ass.

Part of me didn't care. Part of me
wanted to get caught. Wanted much more than that, even.

"You can go wait in her room if you
want. Probably much more fun than watching me clean the spark plugs
on a lawnmower motor," I said.

I couldn't have her in here like this.
Not the two of us alone. It was dangerous.

I leaned forward some more, hiding the
bulge in my jeans.

"No, I want to hang out with you!
Sounds like fun! Can I watch?" Hannah said.

I couldn't think of a good reason to
get her out of the shop. Maybe I just didn't want to.

"Okay, just don't get in my light," I
said.

I spun around on the stool so that I
could focus on the motor on my workbench again.

I bent over it, deciding to
concentrate on the task at hand.

Hannah crept in close behind me. I
could feel her standing there, peering over my shoulder while I
gapped another sparkplug.

"You're so good with your hands," she
said.

My cock throbbed.
You have no idea, I
thought. I swallowed hard against the ball rising up my
throat.

And she smelled so. fucking. good.
Like sweet pie. I breathed her scent in and it tingled all the way
to the tip of my shaft.

"Takes lots of practice," I
said.

I could feel the hesitation in her.
The nervousness. It radiated off her like her youth did.

She put a hand on my shoulder to
steady herself while she leaned in to get a closer look at the
bench. I heard her wet her lips. Heard her swallow
nervously.

All the tension in the room left my
stomach tight and my heart thumping hard.

"What's the matter?" I said. I tried
not to think about how close her face was to mine.

How close that taut, lithe body was.
Just there for the taking, if I just reached out for it. For
her.

"Do you ever think about me, Mr
Taylor?" she said.

I froze in my seat.

"What do you mean?" I said. I thought
I already knew. God, my cock and balls ached so deeply with desire.
They tingled.

"You know..." she said, her
nervousness turning me on even more, "About me. As a
woman."

I put the sparkplug and gap tool back
down on the bench. I turned around in my seat so that I faced her.
Standing, her face was just a little above the level of mine while
I sat there.

"Hannah, what are you trying to
say?"

A hot, flushed line of color crept up
from her chest, up her throat. I could see the pulse of her heart
in her throat.

She swallowed heavily again and then
looked down at the floor. "Because I think about you. You know, as
a man."

My throbbing hard cock felt like it
was about to stab right through the tough denim of my
jeans.

I wanted her. I wanted her more than I
wanted just about anything else.

And it was fast getting to the point
where I wouldn't—couldn't—take no for an answer.

Did she know what she was saying? What
she was saying she wanted?

 


3.

 


Hannah

 


I could see the way he looked at me.
Like a man looks at a woman. A man who wants to know a
woman.

We were so close. I could smell him.
He even smelled manly. Some sort of musky cologne with hints of
motor oil under it.

I could feel a ball of heat building
low in my tummy. Lower than that. My pussy throbbed. Ached, even.
And I was already so wet.

I wished I'd done this
sooner.

And yet, I was also afraid.

That desire in his eyes enticed and
frightened me all at once.

So I swallowed. Heavily. My heart
thumped against my ribs. I could feel every thudding beat pulse in
my pussy.

I couldn't remember the last time I'd
been this horny.

Or the last time I'd been this scared.
My skin tingled and prickled all over. I looked at his hands and
wondered what it might feel like if he mauled me with them. Using
me, touching me, squeezing me however he wanted with
them...

Me, powerless to stop it
all.

"I'm saying... I'm saying that I want
you, Mr Taylor. I want you, Ben."

I let the tip of my tongue play out
over my lips, wetting them. I could feel my pulse in my lips, too.
I could feel it everything. Hot and heavy.

Mr. Taylor stood.

He was tall. Big shoulders, deep
chest. I was pretty petite. I knew he could crush me if he wanted.
Snap me right in half with those big arms.

"Have you ever been with a man
before?" he asked.

He looked at me with hungry, naked
desire plain on his face. My body throbbed. Every inch of
it.

"Yes," I said. Then, glancing down,
"No. Not yet..."

He put a finger under my chin and
lifted my face up so that I looked into his eyes.

He dropped that finger. I kept looking
at him. Our eyes were locked in that moment.

He came close. So close. He put his
hands on my waist. His hands were so big and my waist so small his
fingers could almost meet around me.

He pulled me close. My stomach pressed
against the front of his jeans.

I gasped. I could feel the hard bulge
of his cock against me. He was so big. My virgin pussy throbbed
again when I wondered what it might feel like to have that monster
buried to the root inside of me.

Will it even fit?
I thought.

He pulled harder, almost crushing me
against him.

Then he kissed me. Not a gentle kiss.
A savage, desirous kiss, his mouth so hot on mine.

His hands slid down from my waist to
cup my ass. When he felt that firm and shapely flesh he groaned,
the sound of it vibrating in my chest. My nipples perked up so hard
they hurt.

I wanted him. So badly.

And yet, I was scared.

I'm still a
virgin, I thought. Is this how I want to lose it? To spite Amy?

Mr. Taylor slid his mouth from mine
and kissed a hot, wet line down my throat to my
shoulder.

He grabbed the hem of my shirt.
Started pulling it up.

I put my hands on his chest and
pushed. He let go.

"Wait," I said, "I don't know. I don't
know if I want this..."

My body knew. My body wanted it.
Wanted him. I glanced down and saw the bulge of his cock straining
against his jeans. Fresh wetness suffused me. My panties were
already soaked.

"What's wrong?" Mr. Taylor said. I
could see the way he barely kept himself restrained.

I hugged myself tight. The action
pushed my tits up, and I saw the way he looked at me. I didn't
stop.

"It's just... I'm still a... a virgin.
I don't know..."

He took a step towards me. My heart
jolted in alarm.

"You don't play with a man like that.
You don't tempt a man like that," he said.

"I know. I'm sorry," I
said.

He stepped forward again. I stepped
back. We repeated until I backed myself against the closed
door.

He kept advancing.

He grabbed me by the hips. He kissed
me again. Hard. Heat rushed through my whole body, left my
quivering and short of breath. My pussy ached and quivered with
need.

He grabbed one of my hands. I squealed
a little. The sound seemed to turn him on even more.

He shoved my hand between our bodies,
put it on the straining bulge of his shaft.

He was so fucking hard already. And
warm. So warm I could feel it through the denim.

"Tell me you don't want it, then. I
don't think you can," he said, "You want it bad. You need it, don't
you? Tell me you want it."

I swallowed hard again. I looked up
into his eyes. I barely whispered. "I do. I want you."

"I knew it," he said.

He grabbed me hard and walked me back
into the room. He kicked his work stool away. Then he swept all
those motor parts off his bench.

He kissed me hard again, grabbing my
shoulders. His body pushed against mine. The lip of the bench
pressed against my butt.

I shook all over. Trembled. Little,
crackling waves of heat and electricity throbbed their way from my
toes to my scalp.

This time when he grabbed my shirt I
didn't stop him. He pulled it off. Expertly, he reached behind me
and unclasped my bra.

He yanked that off, too. I gasped when
I felt the cool air against my small, firm breasts.

He slipped his lips down over one
erect nipple and sucked.

"God!" I said, throwing my head back.
I would have fallen backwards but he caught my around the small of
my back and held me close.

Then he slipped one hand between my
thighs. The crotch of my shorts was already damp from my
wetness.

When he felt that he groaned
again.

A similar sound escaped my lips when
he rubbed his fingers against my throbbing sex.

He undid the button on my shorts. Then
the zipper. Then he pushed his fingers down into the waistband of
my panties.

He pushed them down. The cotton of my
panties stuck to my moist pussy and he watched hungrily while the
material peeled away from my bare flesh.

He pulled my balled up panties and
shorts off first one ankle and then the next and then tossed them
into the corner.

I was completely naked.

I liked to keep myself completely
hairless down there. Bald and smooth. My wetness glistened between
my lips.

He moved back a little to take me
in.

"Will you be gentle?" I said. I
trembled while he watched me.

"No," he replied.

He grabbed me again. Lifted me up onto
the wooden top of his bench so that my ass hung over the
edge.

He grabbed my behind the knees, lifted
my legs up. He pushed them back, exposing the bald, wet flesh of my
mound.

Hungrily, he went down onto his knees.
He kissed the insides of my thighs. The skin there was soft and
delicate and I burst out in goosebumps at the hot touch of his
lips.

Then he savaged my little pussy with
his mouth. His tongue lapped hard against me. Found the hard little
nub of my clit quickly.

"Ben!" I said, my whole body trembling
uncontrollably when he made me cum with his mouth.

He pulled back, his lips all red and
his cheeks all wet. "Call me daddy," he said.

I thought back to the journal. About
how hot Amy and my dad found it when she called him
daddy.

"Are you going to fuck me now...
daddy?" I said.

I don't think he could have stopped
himself even if he wanted to.

He flicked the button on his Levis
open. He shoved the zipper down. He pushed his jeans and boxers
down enough so that he could pull his cock and balls
out.

His shaft was long and thick and
veined. The head purple and taut and shiny.

And he was so big.

My pussy panged hungrily when I saw
the entirety of his package.

"I don't think it's going to fit,
daddy," I said.

"It will, baby."

He grabbed his cock in one hand. "Keep
your legs back for daddy."

I did. My pussy was engorged with
blood. The lips puffy and wet with desire. I could feel my wetness
on my thighs. Leaking down my ass.

I'd never been so wet in my whole
life. But was it enough to let him slide that monster inside of
me?

He parted my lips with the taut purple
head of his shaft. I gasped and trembled while he rubbed himself up
and down my sloppy gash. Gasped when I saw my juices wetting
him.

Then he slid the bottom of his shaft
along my slit, leaving him all slick and shiny with my
wetness.

And it was so fucking sexy when he
spat into his palm and rubbed it all over his cock.

"It will hurt at first. But then it
will feel good. I promise," he said.

"Okay, daddy," I said.

He slid the tip of his cock down my
slit again. Found the source of my wetness with it.

He pushed. My tightness kept him out
at first, resisted. I sucked in a breath at the feeling.

He held onto the bottom of his shaft
and thrust forward again. Harder this time.

"Fuck!" I said before I bit down on my
lip.

I could feel myself stretching around
him. Feel my body yielding to the rock hardness of his
cock.

I could blink. I couldn't stop
watching.

Ben groaned again, his lips pulled
back from his teeth in effort. He pushed even harder.

My tightness gave way. He slipped in.
I sucked in another breath.

It hurt. The pain was sharp. And
delicious, and good.

And there was something incredible
beneath that pain.

It didn't take him long to reach my
hymen. That taut layer of flesh parted around him. Tore around
him.

"Fuck!" I said again.

He shoved himself most of the way into
me, inch by inch. Then he backed out a ways.

Grabbing me by the back of the neck,
he pulled my face forward. We kissed while he slid himself back
inside. All the way this time.

He did it again and again, each thrust
getting a little easier than the last as my pussy coated his shaft
in my juices.

As he stretched me out around
him.

"It feels so good, daddy," I said when
we stopped kissing.

"It does. You're so fucking
tight."

"Am I too tight?" I said.

"No, it's just right."

He grabbed the back of my knees again
and pushed my legs back until my thighs pressed against his
workbench.

It gave me a great view of his thick
cock snaking in and out of me. I could see the way my tightness
gripped him even though I'd soaked him pretty good.

Then my orgasm slammed into
me.

My breath came in quick, sharp gasps.
I grabbed the edge of the table with both hands and
squeezed.

My pussy pulsed and tightened around
his cock again and again. I got so fucking tight.

It hurt a little. But it also felt so
good.

Especially since he didn't stop
pounding me the whole time.

Our bodies slapped together again and
again.

"I'm cumming, daddy! You're making me
cum so hard! It feels so good! Don't stop!"

He didn't.

My body went slack when my orgasm
released me. Sweat started out all over me, leaving me
glistening.

"I need to see that tight ass again,"
Ben said.

Without pulling out, he turned me over
on the bench.

He clapped a hand down onto my ass
appreciatively. It stung. I liked it. He squeezed me, felt me,
cupped me.

I felt his cock stiffen even more
inside of me. Go even more rigid. He was an ass man, I
guess.

I pushed my hips back against his,
both of us gasping as every inch of him slid deep inside of me,
even deeper than before.

He lost control, then.

He grabbed me by the hips. He pounded
me hard. Fucked me savagely while my ass bounced off him again and
again.

I couldn't hold back either. I
screamed.

"Daddy! Don't stop!"

He didn't.

"God, baby. I'm gonna cum. You're
gonna make me cum."

His grip on my hips tightened. He
pulled me back hard, buried himself balls deep into me.

Then I felt the warmth of
it.

I realized what was happening. My body
took over again. My pussy clamped down around him good and tight,
relaxing and tightening. Milking him. Pulling every last drop of
cum out of his balls.

I gasped and groaned, my fingers
scrabbling at the top of the bench while I came all over him. While
he came deep inside of me.

My pussy clenched down again. Pulled
his load up into my guts. I could feel the warmth of
him.

He pulled himself mostly out of me.
Then he made a ring out of his thumb and forefinger. He milked the
last few drops out of his cock and into me.

Before pulling out all the way, he
grabbed some clean shop cloths and handed them to me.

My pussy ached and throbbed without
him inside of me. Pulsed. I could feel the heat of his cum. Some of
it leaked out onto the cloth. But the rest was deep inside me, I
knew.

"Get dressed and get out before Amy
gets back," Ben said.

"Okay, daddy," I said over my
shoulder.

He slapped my ass again. His cock,
still mostly hard, twitched when he did. There was a little bit of
red on his shaft from when he tore my virginity away.

I gathered up my clothes and put them
on.

I started to go, but then he grabbed
me and kissed me hard again, squeezing my ass the whole
time.

"Get out," he said when he let
go.

 


***

 


I went back upstairs first. Found what
I wanted.

I left Amy's diary out on her bed. I
also left a sticky note on the cover. I wrote three words on
it:

 


"Now we're even."

 


Then I left her house. My pussy was so
sore. I could barely walk straight. I liked it, though. It was a
good, satisfied feeling.

Amy's dad had made a woman out of
me.

I wondered if he had gotten a
vasectomy. Or if his hot load of cum, still in me, had knocked me
up already.

I sort of hoped it had.

That would be so fucking
hot.
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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.
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