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Description

Steve is known for his quick temper. But Monica helps him discover a much more constructive outlet for his mood than just “shaking” his fist.

**This book contains scenes of consensual bondage and fisting. If these themes do not appeal to you, please do not read this book.


********

“You know I’m going to destroy this tender little body of yours. You’ll never want another.”

“I’ll never want another anyway, Daddy. You’re the only one I want.”

He pulled in a deep breath and groaned softly as his hand traveled down my belly and paused at my pussy.

I hissed as he parted my lips and teased my entrance with one finger. After lifting his fist off the bed, he gripped my throat softly and brushed his fingers over my clit, watching my face for a reaction.

“Oh, Daddy,” I purred, spreading my legs and writhing on the bed.

********


I woke up to a swollen pussy this morning, and I almost had a hands-free orgasm because of it. I was thinking about Steve. Really, he was all I could think about these days. I was madly in love with him, and I was determined to make him aware of my feelings.

Let me tell you about this man I adored.

Steve was my mom’s good friend, but he had a bad temper. At work, behind the wheel, wherever he went, he got pissed.

Recently, it had gotten so bad that he almost ran someone off the road when they cut him off. So, as a result, he decided to voluntarily but temporarily turn over his keys to my mom so he could attend anger management classes and be cured of his outbursts.

But I had another cure for him.

He was nearing forty, and I was a fresh, innocent 19-year old who had been crushing on him for several years. Well, I decided that since Steve was single, he might be having temper flare-ups from not getting laid.

What better cure for a fast temper than offering my sweet, “never been touched” pussy?

Steve was also a successful businessman, and he was able to work from home. But since he wasn’t driving for the next thirty days, he relied on cabs and other transportation services to take him to the store or wherever.

Well, today I decided I would stop over and see if I could save him a few bucks on the cab and take him where he needed to go. I knew that at some point during the day, he would lose his cool over something. And I’d be there to intercept the damage, so to speak.

I dressed as sexy and revealing as I could without going over the top, then sent him a text to let him know I was on the way.

When I got there, he answered the door while on the phone, his voice heated and his face a dark shade of angry red. His snug tshirt, faded jeans, and bare feet made him look much more relaxed than he was because Steve was obviously irritated as hell, barking at the other person that he gave explicit instructions to increase the budget on some account and that he would not tolerate the ineptitude of this person any longer.

He stepped aside mid-yelling and waved me in, then proceeded to ream this person out for another five minutes.

While I felt sorry for the recipient, I was also getting extremely turned on. Like, the more he yelled, and the harsher his tone, the more my pussy grew wet and throbbed uncontrollably.

Uh-oh. I think Steve was on the verge of losing his temper. My timing could not have been more perfect.

“Do you really expect me to believe that your attitude right now is not indicative of total and complete insubordination?”

Fuck. There go my nipples, getting hard as pebbles. I sat on his couch, crossing my legs to contain the heat. He looked my way, the phone pressed to his ear as he dragged his gaze over my bare legs, then to my chest. I felt my nipples prick even harder under the material, hoping he could see.

“I don’t have time for this. Fix the problem and then email a copy of the changes by five this afternoon.”

He hung up and tossed the phone aside, clenching his fists tightly.

“Steve? Everything all right?”

He bore his gaze into me, and I could practically see the steam coming from his ears. “I can’t find anyone worth their salt these days. Do you know what a challenge it’s been just to get one of my employees to follow simple directions?”

I swung my leg back and forth, catching his eye. “I have no idea the challenges you face by running a business. Must be frustrating as hell.”

He slowly nodded his head, then ran his hands through his dark, curly strands, pacing the floor. “It is beyond frustrating, Monica.”

I watched his movements, sensing the tension and anger rolling off him in waves, feeling my pussy ache, and my nipples tingle.

“Sounds like you need a little help. Maybe an emergency anger management class.” I laughed softly, hoping he wouldn’t take me seriously and tell me to actually take him to a meeting.

He just blew out a hard breath. “Fuck. I need something. That’s for damn sure.”

“You definitely need an outlet,” I said, feeling those butterflies swarm in my stomach as I got nearer to executing my plan.

“You’re god damn right I do. I need something to punch.” He looked my way and clasped his hands over a fist. “I wish I still had my punching bag from my boxing days…”

My pussy tightened, and I bit my lip before standing up and hooking my thumbs inside the waist of my shorts. “Maybe I can help?”

Steve dragged his gaze over my body again, and his jaw tightened. “Not sure how. I know you came over here to run me on some errands, but I should probably hit the gym. I’m not really in the mood for anything short of … getting rough. Whatever it takes to keep me from putting a fist through a wall.”

“I know,” I said, peeling my shorts down my long tan legs. “That’s where I come in.”

Steve’s eyes grew large as he stared at my bare little pussy. I tugged my shirt off and threw it aside, leaving me completely naked except for my plain white sneakers. My small boobs weren’t my favorite attraction, but my extra-large nipples made up for that.

“Jesus fuck…” he muttered.

“I have somewhere special you can put that fist. I’ll be your good little girl and cum hard while you do it, too.”

He licked his lips as I kicked one leg up on the sofa and softly brushed my fingers over my labia. My buds tingled and tightened as he gripped the crotch of his jeans, rubbing what appeared to be an erection forming underneath the zipper.

“You know I’ve been eyeing that ass for a while.”

“Mm-hmm. And I’ve been eyeing you as well. You know how hot your temper makes me?” I slipped a finger inside my folds, nearly cumming from the slight contact with my clit. “Every time you get mad, I just want you to take all those frustrations out on me.”

“Well, fuck.” He licked his lips and stared at my pussy while I teased my clit, forcing my nipples to remain hard and tight. “Can’t say I haven’t thought of it either. You’re gonna be Daddy’s good little girl while I fist your pussy?”

Heat shot through my core. God, how many times had I role-played that fantasy in my head, thinking of Steve in taboo ways? “Yes, Daddy. I’ll be your good little girl while you do whatever you want.”

He growled softly. “Good. Then get your little ass in my room and lie down on the bed.”

I smiled and pranced across the floor, watching Steve out of the corner of my eye. His hand slapped my ass good and hard as I passed him, making me jump.

I’d been in his bedroom once, just this summer when I was house sitting for him. I never told him, but I’d taken a nap in his bed, and it did not go unnoticed that he had restraints dangling on both the footboard and headboard.

He was kinky and rough, and just what I wanted.

I laid down on his soft, warm bed, going crazy as I smelled his manly scent everywhere. What I wouldn’t give to be able to sleep here every night. I wanted to belong to Steve, to be his property. I wanted to call him Daddy all the time.

When he walked in the bedroom, he approached me slowly, letting his eyes lick me all over. I could practically feel his stare on my bare, virgin flesh.

He leaned over me, resting a fist on the mattress. He used his other hand to caress my body, starting with my breasts. He cupped them softly, studying them with lust in his dark, angry eyes.

His fingers pinched my nipples, so hard I whimpered and bit my lip. When I looked down, I could see they had turned the same angry shade of red as his face had been when I showed up here.

“You know I’m going to destroy this tender little body of yours. You’ll never want another.”

“I’ll never want another anyway, Daddy. You’re the only one I want.”

He pulled in a deep breath and groaned softly as his hand traveled down my belly and paused at my pussy.

I hissed as he parted my lips and teased my entrance with one finger. After lifting his fist off the bed, he gripped my throat softly and brushed his fingers over my clit, watching my face for a reaction.

“Oh, Daddy,” I purred, spreading my legs and writhing on the bed.

“Fuck. You’re so wet. My fist is going to glide right in that tight little hole of yours.”

“Mmmm,” I groaned, thrusting my hips up in an attempt to grind my pussy on his hand.

“You saved yourself for me, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.” I nodded, loving the way his fingers felt around my throat.

“Good girl. I’m going to tie you up so you can squirm all you like.”

My blood was like molten lava as it coursed through my veins, knowing Steve was going to have his way with me. I hadn’t masturbated in weeks, wanting to save all my orgasms for him from now on.

This was going to be … explosive.

Good thing I had been heavily involved in gymnastics my whole life and was extremely limber. He bound my right ankle to my right wrist and vice-versa, then pulled all four of my limbs up high in the air before securing them to the headboard. I was wide open for him, my body and mind happy and my core aching for him to use me as he wanted, to fill me up.

“Take a few deep breaths while Daddy gets you nice and relaxed,” he said, his voice gruff.

I did as he asked as he sat in front of me, still fully clothed. He ran his hands down the inside of my thighs, lightly teasing my pussy lips.

I trembled as he inserted a finger, then two, making me squirm and slowly roll my hips in a circle.

“Oh Daddy. That … that feels so good.”

“Fuck, baby. You look so good to me. You really love making me happy, don’t you?”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Mm, those tits are so pretty. I think they need to be spanked. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby? For Daddy to spank your tits?” Steve groped one of my breasts and pinched the nipple as he pushed several fingers deep inside of my cunt. He then slapped the side of my breast hard enough to make it sting.

I moaned and thrust my hips upward. “Yes, please. Please spank my tits, Daddy.”

That’s when he started finger-fucking me slowly while massaging my nipples between his fingers, and I had never felt anything so erotic in all my life.

“Nnnn,” I moaned, feeling my core tighten as the floodgates started to loosen.

“Don’t you cum yet,” he gritted out, pulling his fingers out and slapping my breast again. “Not until Daddy’s big bad fist is in there.”

“Yes, sir,” I huffed. “I—I won’t.”

Fuck, I didn’t want him to stop fingering me, but it was good that he did because I was on the verge of exploding.

He proceeded to insert his fingers once again, moving them in and out while rotating his hand back and forth. I took deep breaths, loving the way his hand felt taking over me while focusing on not cumming.

His other hand remained on my upper half, toying with my tingling, hard buds and drifting down to my belly. I could hear his groans, feel him stretching my walls further and further with each passing minute.

My pussy was so juicy, fluids dripping down the crack of my ass, when I felt a tremendous pressure against my walls.

“Good girl, baby. Daddy’s almost there.”

I moaned and purred, undulating my pelvis as the pressure intensified and morphed into a burn.

“Oh Daddy…” I groaned, lifting my head off the pillow and looking down.

All I could see was his forearm, and when he leaned down and brushed his tongue over the swell of my clit, I nearly came as the burn dissipated and he entered me all the way.

I let out a long exhale and watched as he pumped his arm back and forth. It was almost surreal, to know that his whole fist was inside of my pussy. And fuck did it feel good.

My fingers found the rope that was keeping my arms and legs suspended in the air, and I gripped it tightly as Steve rotated his fist.

“Fuck, you look so sexy, baby. Give me that orgasm now.”

With a soft brush, his fingers passed over my clit as his knuckles worked my G-spot. God, I felt so full, and so fulfilled.

My nipples tightened and I bucked my hips as I gave him what he wanted, cumming hard around his fist. My walls contracted forcefully, gripping him tightly as he growled how good my cunt felt.

My ass and thighs quaked as I cried out uncontrollably, my body fully possessed by the man I had wanted to possess me for so long. Heat rippled throughout my core, feeling pleasure take hold of every cell in my body.

“Mmm, this is my pussy now. And Daddy’s dick is so hard, baby. Whatever should we do about that?”

I struggled to catch my breath as my heart pounded, a big smile on my face. “Whatever you want to do, Daddy. My body is yours, all of my holes for your pleasure.”

“That’s what Daddy likes to hear.” He growled again, and I loved this new energy between us. I really wanted to make this last, to stay tied up like this forever so he could use me whenever he wanted. But I knew that was silly.

If only there were some kind of compromise.

It felt as though a part of him were leaving as he pulled his fist out of me. Fluids leaked out, and he smeared his hand up and down my thighs, leaving a sticky trail of my own desire, evidence of what he had done to me.

I never wanted to bathe that leg again.

Steve untied the ropes and slowly lowered my arms and legs as the blood quickly rushed back to them.

He laid on top of me, and his lips sealed my mouth before he kissed me much more tenderly than I would have expected. I think I helped melt all the anger away.

Our tongues danced as we kissed, and his cock was hard as steel under his jeans, poking at my bare pussy.

I kicked my legs up and hooked them behind his waist, rubbing my wet and swollen folds against his erection as my nails dug into his backside through the denim. His groans into the back of my throat made me weak.

“You’ve made me harder than any woman ever has, baby.”

He pushed up on his arms as I lay there grinning like a fool, and he grinned back as he got undressed. His body was perfection—rippled abs, hairy chest, hairy legs, and a cock that was making me throb.

Gripping my ankles and tugging me down the bed, Steve pulled me to a sitting position and pulled my hair into a makeshift ponytail with his hands.

“I want you on your knees, hands behind your back.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Down I went as he kept a tight grip on my hair. His cock bounced freely in front of my face, and it was the first time that the sight of a cock had ever turned me on. I’d never seen one in person, only in pictures, but Steve’s was perfect.

The bulbous head was dark red, and I found my mouth watering as a clear drop of fluid appeared at the bottom of his slit.

“Open your mouth.”

I parted my lips and in he went, entering my mouth fast as he moaned above me. I used my tongue to pleasure him, whipping it around the head and along the underside as he pumped his hips back and forth.

Tightening his grip on my hair, I felt him gaining more control over me. My nipples hardened as his cock throbbed and twitched, growing longer inside of my mouth.

“Fuuuuuck,” he growled, increasing the pace with which he was fucking my mouth.

I became more and more aroused as he did, heat pulsing through my veins as he deep-throated me. A strong gag made me nearly fold in on myself, but Steve kept at it, telling me what a good girl I was being for Daddy.

“Your sweet mouth feels so good, my angel. Daddy’s gonna give you a little taste of what you do to him.”

“Aaaaahhhh,” he sounded above me, finally getting the release I knew he needed.

I moaned as his hot cum pulsed out, swirling my tongue over his crown, then all the way down to his balls when he went all the way in. His length seemed to twitch hard several times as he shot out several more jets of seed.

I hungrily gulped it all down, thinking that this was one way I could keep a part of him with me forever.

He guided my head back and forth as he emptied his balls, then pulled me off of him when there was nothing left.

“You did a good job keeping me from losing my temper,” he said, helping me up off the floor.

I nearly melted into a puddle as he kissed me on the cheeks. I could still taste him in the back of my throat, and I ran my hands up his chest, feeling his strong muscles.

“I’m here for you always, Daddy.”

He growled and lifted me off the floor before lying me back down on the bed. “How would you like it to be a full-time position?”

His hands softly caressed my throat, and I knew that I would ache to always feel something there.

“If that’s what you want. You do lose your temper a lot,” I giggled.

His lips turned up in a smile, and he planted a few kisses on my chest. “I’ll put a collar on your neck and treat you like my property.”

Excitement rushed through me. “Promise?”

He chuckled before kissing me, and I knew I was home.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Milked and Plugged:

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

********
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