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    Fae patted down her miniskirt as she made it up to the bar, as a nearly single girl, she finally mustered up the courage to let loose and have some fun.  
 
    Her friends managed to get her out of the house, ever since her relationship with Greg ended, Fae had been miserable, spending all her time watching TV and reading. Tonight was the night to finally go wild. 
 
    Despite all the trouble they went through to get Fae out to a bar, her friends all ditched her moments after arriving. They were on the dance floor with strangers, already wasted, while Fae sat awkwardly in the corner nursing her soda. Fae hated alcohol, which made the bar a poor choice for her first outing. Boys had come up to her and asked to dance, or to buy her a drink, but Fae hadn’t been single for 5 years. Though she was 21-years-old, it felt like she was learning how to walk again being single.  
 
    She politely shook her head at every advance the boys made, clearly they were tricked by the short skirt and crop top that she wore, but the outfit were her friends' idea, and Fae was beginning to regret letting them choose what she wore. 
 
    Her lukewarm soda was empty, and Fae decided to get one more before calling it an early night, and slither back under her sheets.  
 
    The crowd of men parted like the Red Sea as she walked up to the busy bar, each one of them eyeing her up and down like a piece of candy. Fae’s skirt barely covered her ass and her perky nipples pressed out against the thin fabric of her top, with her midriff teasing every onlooker.  
 
    “Umm. Hi.” She said, trying to get the attention of the busy bartender. One boy stumbled beside her, wrapping his sweaty arms around her petite waist. “Hey, beautiful.” He stammered, hanging onto her for support.  
 
    Fae grimaced. “Uh, hi.”  
 
    “W-wanna get out of here?” He said, flashing a crooked smile while his thumb ran up and down the bare skin of her back.  
 
    Fae did want to leave, but sure as fuck not with him. “... No, thanks.” She said quietly, shaking his hand off. The man was about to say something else, but Fae quickly turned her head, blocking him out. The sea of people trying to get a drink pushed the stuttering drunk to the side. 
 
    Fae rolled her eyes, if this is what single people have to do to find a partner, then she wasn’t interested.  
 
    “What can I get for you, love?” A familiar voice drew Fae’s attention. 
 
    Standing across the bar, with a smile as bright as the sun, was Harrison Cross. 
 
    “Oh! M-Mr. Cross! What are you doing here?” Fae stammered. The absolute last person she expected to see across the bar was her ex-boyfriends father!  
 
    The handsome and rugged man slide a beer into the waiting hands of a customer, before turning his attention back to Fae. The man looked even better than Fae remember, his gray beard and styled hair didn’t try to hide his age, but accentuated his mature beauty. Fae struggled to see how this stud was the father of her nerdy ex-boyfriend.  
 
    “My mate owns this bar, he is a bit short-staffed tonight and asked me to come in. I was a bartender back in my day, you know?”  
 
    Fae did not know, in her entire time dating Greg she only made light small talk with Mr. Cross. The man stood at a towering 6’6, and was built like a wall, which always intimidated the shy Fae, though he was never anything less than wonderfully kind to her. 
 
    “Well missy?” He said, leaning over the wooden bar, “What’ll you have?”  
 
    Fae’s mind went into a blank. She had just begun to get over Greg, now the universe sticks his father right here in front of her?! 
 
    “Uhhh… Soda. Please.” She stammered.  
 
    Mr. Cross laughed, “Ahh that's right, you don’t drink. Sure, a soda it is then.” 
 
    Being about three sodas in, Fae was beginning to feel the sugar coursing in her veins.  
 
    She pulled out some cash but immediately at the sight of it, Mr. Cross slammed his fist on the bar top, shaking every single drink on it. “You put your money back! It’s no good while I’m here!” He bellowed. Even with the pounding music and scored of people, his voice rose above all that. 
 
    Like a deer in headlights, Fae slowly put the money back in her purse.  
 
    “Sorry to shout, but you are not paying for a single drink, ya hear?” Mr. Cross said again, smiling his signature smile.  
 
    Fae nodded, still a bit shaken up.  
 
    Not only was the man good for free soda and snacks, but also for warding away uninvited drunks who used Fae’s slutty outfit as an excuse to touch and grope her. 
 
    Just standing there with the man made her feel a billion times better. He pulled up a stool and let Fae sit at the end of the bar, away from the perverted college boys.  
 
    Despite the kindness of Mr. Cross, Fae was beginning to worry about what he thought of her. Fae’s break-up with his son was messy to say the least. Rumors had spread, and surely the man would take his son’s word over hers. 
 
    As the night went along, things died down a bit, enough to let Mr. Cross catch a word with Fae. 
 
    “How are you holding up, sweetie?” He asked, a look of concern across his rugged face. 
 
    “Fine.” Fae smiled. “This whole, single life is a bit overwhelming.”  
 
    Mr. Cross nodded in understanding. “I’m sure. Sorry that Greg was such a dick to you.” 
 
    Fae was shocked. Her jaw dropped at Mr. Cross’ comment. “I… Uh…”  
 
     Mr. Cross laughed, “trust me, I know the whole story. I don’t know why on God’s green earth he thought it would be a good idea to cheat on someone as perfect as you.”  
 
    The comment alone made Fae’s heart flutter, the fact that Greg’s dad of all people knew he was in the wrong made her feel justified in leaving him. 
 
    The man put his hand on her bare shoulder, his touch was firm and rugged, and it felt rough against her dainty and flawless skin.  
 
    His smile was infectious, Fae’s lips curled into a grin. She took another drink, her eyes lingering on his.  
 
    “Thanks.” She finally said, suppressing her giddy schoolgirl smile.  
 
    Mr. Cross went back to work, supplying Fae with a constant stream of free drinks and bar snacks. 
 
    By the time the bar was on last call, Fae was more than a little tired, but having Mr Cross there helped with her confidence. Boys had chatted her up when Mr. Cross was busy, and Fae actually managed to flirt with them. She even shared a quick kiss with one.  
 
    The night had done its job getting Fae out of her comfort zone, it was a successful evening as far as she was concerned. Now, time for bed.  
 
    Fae hobbled off the bar stool, the room spinning around her. She tucked her flowing brown hair behind her ears and began towards the door.  
 
    “Heading off already?” Mr. Cross called out, polishing a glass. 
 
    “Yeah, time for bed.” She laughed.  
 
    “Let me give you a ride, the bar is almost closed anyway. You live quite a while away don’t you?”  
 
    She did live far, it was bound to be an expensive taxi ride, “It’s fine, I don’t want to burden you.” 
 
    “Nonsense!” Mr. Cross called out in his thunderous shout. “I insist!” 
 
    Fae knew better than to say no to him again, so she gratefully sat at the side with a glass of water while Mr. Cross cleaned up.  
 
    Afterwards he led her out to the warm summer night. With all the bars closed, the streets were filled with drunk hooligans, but Mr. Cross put his strong arm around her shoulder which was more than enough to dissuade any potential problems with drunken boys. 
 
    He opened the passenger side door of his truck and helped lift Fae up, in the process he must have gotten a glimpse of her pink panties, but Fae was too tired to care. 
 
    The entire drive was full of laughter and reminiscent, back to the days when Fae was dating Greg.  
 
    It felt like no time when they pulled up to her driveway. By now the drowsiness in full force, and Fae was ready to hop into her bed. 
 
    “Thank you so much, Mr. Cross.” She said, unbuckling her seatbelt. “It was wonderful seeing you again.” 
 
    “Please call me Harry.” He said softly. The man patted Fae on the leg, once again his rough touch on her bare skin sent a shiver up her back.  
 
    His hand rested on her leg, Fae could feel her heart beat pick up as she sat there. Something foreign to her took control, a feeling like nothing she had every experience. Even wearing so little, Fae felt hot and uncomfortable, like there was some crazy urge begging to be let loose. 
 
    Fae closed her eyes, leaned over the center unit, and kissed Mr. Cross.  
 
    Their lips touched, Fae could feel a surprised breath pass his lips into her mouth. For a moment, he sat there frozen. Though not for long, Mr. Cross’ mouth parted open, letting his tongue slip out and into her mouth. Fae did the same, their tongues tangled around one another in a dance. Fae’s soft moans mixed with his. 
 
    She pulled back, butterfly’s going crazy in her tossing stomach. “I’m… I’m sorry.” She muttered. Despite how magical that kiss felt, it was way out of line. Mr. Cross was more about thrice her age, not to mention her ex-boyfriend’s father! 
 
    “It’s okay. I… I liked it” Mr. Cross said, smiling.  
 
    Fae fell back into her seat, her cheeks blushing pink. “So did I.” She said. 
 
    Fae and Mr. Cross looked back at one another, Fae could see the internal struggle going on inside his head, much like what was going on with her. She didn’t have a single alcoholic drink, so she had no idea where this was coming from. 
 
    Before she knew what was going on, her lips were on him again. The two of them kissing wildly, moaning like animals as Fae crawled over the middle and onto his lap. Her short skirt hitched up to her waist as she straddled the man.  
 
    He was big enough to take up most of the seat, but she was so petite that it didn’t matter. Fae put her hands up against his face, as his rubbed up and down her back. Their once sweet and tender kissing turned wild, spit spilled out the corners of their mouths as their tongues lash against one another.  
 
    Fae pulled back, grinning from ear to ear. Her hips swayed back and forth on the man’s lap. Mr. Cross’ hands slipped down her back, towards her ass resting on his knees. His fingers dug into her soft kiss as Fae moaned, she could feel her pussy grow wet as the only thing between it and Mr. Cross’ growing bulge were her flimsy panties and his jeans pants.  
 
    The man leaned forward, kissing down Fae’s neck towards her cleavage. His lips were unlike his touch, soft and delicate. Each kiss was more tender than the last, sending a quiver up her back.  
 
    “F-f-fuck.” She moaned, still swaying her hips against his hard cock.  
 
    In one motion, Mr. Cross lifted his hands, and tore Fae’s shirt right down the middle.  
 
    She gasped as the fabric fell off her body, revealing her firm and perky little tits. Before Fae could process her top being ripped off, Mr. Cross took her excited nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it.  
 
    “Ohhh, fuck.” She moaned, leg quivering.  
 
    The inside of the truck began to steam up, as sweat clung to both of their bodies.  
 
    Fae was hornier than ever, her pink panties now wedged inside her wet pussy. She wasn’t a virgin, though she was anything but experienced at sex. How she was feeling now was nothing like how she felt with Greg.  
 
    Mr. Cross opened the door, letting a cool gust of wind blow into the car. Fae gasped at the sudden chill.  
 
    The mountain man carried her out of the car like she was weightless, her legs wrapped around his waist as she held onto him, her bare chest pressed against his face.  
 
    Mr. Cross tossed her onto the hood of his truck, the engine still purring. 
 
    Her skin bit against the metal hood. 
 
    Fae tossed her arms over her head, brown hair flowing as her legs kicked in the air.  
 
    She grabbed her tits as Mr. Cross began to kiss up her leg, inching ever closer to her waiting pussy. She could feel her wetness spill out onto the hood.  
 
    As he reached her inner thigh, Fae pulled up her skirt, letting the cool air hit her pussy and wet thighs.  
 
    The headlights of the jeep beamed against her garage door, the thought that they were out in the open made Fae even hornier, her parents were sleeping soundly inside. What would they think of their little angel being fucked like a slut, out in the open by a much older man? 
 
    She could barely contain it, as Mr. Cross pulled out the panty string from her slit, a moan past Fae’s lips. Which very quickly turned into a loud groan of pleasure as his tongue ran up her pussy towards the exposed clit.  
 
    “Oh fuck! Fuck fuck fuck.” Fae cried out, not caring to who might hear. 
 
    Mr. Cross’ tongue lashed away, digging inside her tight pussy. One leg was draped over his shoulder and around the back of his neck, with the other one flailing in the air. 
 
    Fae’s breathing was short and pant, her back arched before slamming back down on the hood of the truck like a drum. She couldn’t contain it, “Fuck! Fuck me, daddy!” She cried, her nails digging into her own soft breast.  
 
    Slowly, Mr. Cross lifted to his feet, towering over Fae. Her grool dripped off his chin into his beard. The man started to unbuckle his belt, as Fae wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in. 
 
    A gasp escaped Fae’s lungs as she stared down at Mr. Cross’ huge cock, pointing right at her. The giant thing was already dripping with pre-cum, and it twitched eagerly as the rugged man pressed up against her tight pussy.  
 
    “I-It’s so big…” Fae said in awe.  
 
    Mr. Cross smiled, “don’t worry little girl, it’ll fit right in.” 
 
    Fae wasn’t sure how that was possible, the cock was longer than her hand was, and she never managed to get more than a few fingers in when masturbating.  
 
    Her small little slit didn’t stop the man.  
 
    Mr. Cross pushed his entire body weight down on Fae, pinning her onto the hood. Her soft body mushed against the metal as she tried to spread her legs as far as they could go.  
 
    She was so wet, her pussy bloomed as the head of his cock passed her lips. Fae gasped, digging her nails into Mr. Cross’ back.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re tight.” He grimaced, pausing when the head of his cock was between her slit. Fae could barely take that, his shaft was so thick that her pussy stood no chance. But she was horny, and she wasn’t a quitter.  
 
    “Keep going.” She whispered in his ear, planting her feet on the edge of the hood.  
 
    Mr. Cross did just that, slowly his hip pushed against hers.  
 
    Fae swore under her breath, each inch deeper causing a yelp to escape.  
 
    It didn’t take much longer for Mr. Cross to have his entire cock buried inside her. Fae couldn’t move, the cock seemed to reach up to her belly, but it felt amazing. The pressure pushed against her quivering clit, and her pussy leaked grool all over them.  
 
    Mr. Cross began to fuck her, first he did it slow. His cock would slide out a bit, before slamming back in, causing Fae to shout. “Oh fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    “You like that, little angel?’ He asked, holding his throbbing cock in her slit. 
 
    “Y-yes, daddy.” Fae whimpered.  
 
    Before long his slow and sensual fucking turned savage. Mr. Cross began to drill her like a jackhammer, holding one leg up by her ankle.  
 
    Fae’s head turned to a blur, the pleasure was too much, her pussy squirted out the edges as the hard cock plunged in and out of her. 
 
    The Truck rocked beneath her as Fae’s petite body was pushed to the limits.  
 
    “I’m going to cum, fuck.” Mr. Cross muttered pulling his filthy cock out.  
 
    Fae gasped as her battered pussy managed to finally take a breather, leaking grool all over her thigh.  
 
    Mr. Cross leaned forward, one hand stroking his cock, and the other wrapped around Fae’s neck. She struggled to breath as his big hand wrapped around her like a toothpick. 
 
    Fae stuck out her tongue, eyes rolling back as the breath escape her lungs. 
 
    Her own fingers were furiously rubbing her clit, now excited unlike anything Fae had ever experienced. Her wetness coated her petite fingers as they plunged in and out of her pussy.  
 
    Mr. Cross’ cock had loosened her up quite a bit, her fingers slipped in and out effortlessly.  
 
    “Want my cum, baby?” He asked, still gripping her throat down against the metal hood. 
 
    Fae barely managed to nod her head, but the little motion was enough. Mr. Cross shot a thick, hot load all the way up her body. Starting at her belly button, the thick cream nearly hit her eye, mixing with her sweat.  
 
    Covered in his hot manhood was more than Fae could handle, she arched her back before slamming back down as she orgasmed. “F-f-f-fuck.” She stammered, gasping for air.  
 
    Mr. Cross let go of his grip, resting on one hand against the hood.  
 
    Fae gathered her thoughts as the oxygen circulated her tired body, staring up at the stars she couldn’t help but smile. That was the best fuck she had ever had.  
 
    She had only been with Greg, but Mr. Cross was something else entirely, she could hardly believe the two were related.  
 
    Finally, Fae rose from her back. The cum and sweat dripped down her body, ruining her little skirt. She didn’t mind, the orgasm was worth a million mini skirts.  
 
    Mr. Cross kissed her, a sensual and soft one. “Thank you, baby.” He whispered.  
 
    “I’ll buy her a new outfit, I promise.” 
 
    Fae laughed, “No need. I didn’t really like it that much anyway.” 
 
    They said their goodbyes, Mr. Cross got cleaned up and Fae ducked into her house. Thankfully it was the middle of the night, so she wouldn’t have to explain why she was naked and covered in filth to her conservative parents.  
 
    She ran to her room, cleaned up, and got into her pajamas. 
 
    As Fae slid under the blanket, Mr. Cross’ rough touch still lingered in her mind. She could taste his lips on hers, and his cock inside her slit.  
 
    The rush of her orgasm still filled her head, Fae spent the entire night thinking about their encounter, about things that she wished she had said or done. She was beginning to fear that she had fallen for the older man. If age wasn’t a problem, then her relationship with his son sure would be.  
 
    Fae didn’t care, she wanted him. Not only was he the best fuck she ever had, but he was kind and caring, a true gentleman.  
 
    Fae decided, that this wasn’t the last she was going to see of him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ______________________________________________________________________ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, Fae dodged all the calls and messages from her friends, she had other things on her mind. Other, much bigger things. 
 
    Fae had Mr. Cross’ number in her phone, from back when she was dating Greg. She scrolled through their short messages from the past, everything was professional and clean, she couldn’t believe that the man who used to drop her off to ballet on occasion had been her late night lover. 
 
    She sent him a quick message, 
 
      
 
    Hey Mr. Cross! Thanks for dropping me off last night. I had a LOT of fun. I was hoping I could see you again tonight :)  
 
      
 
    She sent the message and hopped in the shower, nervous about his reply. As the warm water fell down her body, Fae found her hand slipping back in her wet slit. Mr. Cross had used her like a little toy, but she could barely contain him, frozen like a doll when his manhood was inside her. Fae wanted to please him, and she couldn’t do that until her pussy could handle his monster cock. 
 
    Water dripping onto the tile floor, Fae wrapped her body with a towel, immediately rushing for her phone on the sink counter.  
 
    She had a message. 
 
     
 
    Hi Fae. I had a lot of fun too. Was just thinking about you, may I pick you up for a little date tonight? I have something interesting I wanted to propose to you.  
 
    Also, please call me Harry. 
 
      
 
    Fae bounced on her toes like a giddy child, to garner the attention of a man like Mr. Cross -er, Harry was something she could never have even dreamed of. She wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip.               
 
    She angled her phone up a bit, unwrapped her towel from her chest, and took a slutty picture, with the towel dropping off her body. Her wet tit and gorgeous body glistened with water as she sent him the picture.  
 
      
 
    Great! Can’t wait ;) 
 
      
 
    Fae dashed to her room, her mind buzzing.  
 
    She couldn’t decide on what she wanted to wear. Something cute and innocent, or something a bit more mature. 
 
    She must have tried on every single outfit she had. Harry had messaged her again saying that he was going to pick Fae up from her house at 7. It was already 3, and she was standing butt naked in the middle of her room.               
 
    Fae finally decided on a sun dress, something a bit childish, but it was pretty and fit the summer vibe.  
 
    Her hair was loosely flowing down her back like a river and Fae decided on a white thong with a pretty bow on the waistband. The yellow sundress was strapless and snug up nicely against her chest, while hugging her hips and stomach in a very flattering way. 
 
    Fae laid in her bed, wearing her full outfit as the clock ticked by. She was so nervous that she wanted to sit back and just wait until 7. Throwing on some TV, Fae cuddled up to her teddy bears.  
 
    Her heart was beating fast, she couldn’t remember the last time she was this nervous. The images of her laying naked on the hood of his truck, or them moaning into the summer sky ran loops in Fae’s head. Her pussy yearned for his cock. But wearing her pretty outfit, she didn’t dare touch herself, no matter how horny she was. Though she may have to change underwear at this rate. 
 
    7pm rolled around. Fae sat on the edge of her bed anxiously staring at her phone.  
 
    It buzzed, the screen lit up, and her heart did the same. 
 
      
 
    Leaving now. Will be there in 10. 
 
      
 
    Fae sent back her acknowledgement and grabbed her purse. She double-checked her make-up, a natural look, nothing too overbearing. 
 
    Staring out her window, she saw the man’s black truck pull up to her driveway. Fae had to contain herself from bolting out of the house, trying to seem casual and nonchalant. 
 
    She locked the door behind her. 
 
    “Hey! Thanks for getting me.” Fae said, closing the truck door. 
 
    Harry looked even better today, if that were possible. The man looked like he just off a shift as a lumberjack. His beard looked even fuller and his tight white shirt accentuated every muscle. She wanted to tear his plaid over shirt off and ride him right then and there. 
 
    “My pleasure, sweetie. Let’s go for a drive, eh?” 
 
    Fae was willing to do anything at all that the man wanted. The two of them picked up their conversation for last night like nothing at all. The sun was setting, sending the sky into a beautiful shade of orange.  
 
    As they drove down the highway, Harry put one hand on her thigh. The frill of the sundress only went down mid-thigh when standing, so his bare skin touched hers. 
 
    She could feel the butterflies already.  
 
    “I have a bit of a proposition for you.” The man said, staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Hmm?” Fae replied, still focused on his rugged hand lay against her thigh. 
 
    “I have a few friends. Old college buddies, that are wrapping up a game of poker right now.” 
 
    “Okay?” Fae said, tilting her head. She wasn’t super interested in what Harry’s pals were up to. 
 
    The man seemed to struggle to get the rest of his words out. His mouth was clamped shut, and his eyes would jolt from the road to Fae. 
 
    She was beginning to worry, was he about to blow her off to hang out with his friends? Did he already spill the beans about her to them, and do they disapprove? 
 
    “I may have drunkenly said something stupid to them after I dropped you off last night…” 
 
    Fae cocked her head, “like what?’ 
 
    “Well…” He took a deep breath. “I went to my buddies house after I dropped you off. Had a couple drinks, and next thing I know I’m telling them about I hooked up with a hot 21-year-old brunette…”               
 
    Fae rolled her eyes. She didn’t expect that from Harry, but it was just dumb guy talk. 
 
    “That’s not it.” He continued, visibly sweating. “I also said that you were the type of girl to put out easily, and that a couple hundred bucks would get your clothes off…” 
 
    “What!?” Fae shouted, “You think I’m a slut?” 
 
    “No, no! I was drunk, please understand.” 
 
    Fae crossed her arms over her chest, “Okay. Are you telling me that?” 
 
    “Well. They are willing to pay, if you are interested…” 
 
    Fae’s jaw dropped. “I absolutely am not interested. Take me home if that’s what you picked me up to do. I’m not a stripper!” 
 
    “Of course not! I just… Ya know, they are willing to pay good money. All you’ll have to do is take that pretty dress off and bam, you get $1000, and I get to keep being a man of my word.” 
 
    Fae was shocked. This was not the man she expected Harry to be. “No. I may be going to college, but I don’t need money that bad.” 
 
    “... How about $2000?” Harry said, face cold as stone. “Listen. You go in there, get those little horn dogs riled up, and we’ll leave for dinner. You’ll be a few grand richer, and I’ll be the life of the party.” 
 
    Fae was silent. She was not the type of girl to do that… Though she could use the money. The clothes she was wearing to the bar last night basically showed off all her goods anyway, and she didn’t get paid.  
 
    “All I’ll have to do is get naked?” She said quietly. 
 
    Harry’s face lit up, “Yes! That’s it. No pressure. You can back out any time. Hell, I’ll give ya $250 just for showing up.”  
 
    Now that was an offer that Fae could get behind. “Fine. I’ll go. But no promises. And I want my $250!” 
 
    Harry laughed, “Of course, kiddo.” 
 
    The ride over made her even more nervous than when she was sitting around at home. Fae kept going back and forth about whether to go through with it. While it was true that she was not that type of girl, she was newly single, and wanted to express herself more. What better way to make up for 5 years of shitty sex than to do something like this? This was the fun, dirty story that all her friends had, she could finally have one herself. 
 
    The time to back out seemed to pass as Harry pulled up to a dingy house in a bad neighborhood. Fae was starting to get suspicious, “Your friends live here?” She said, surveying the poor state of the single story house. 
 
    “Not all of them are as lucky as you or me. Though, this will surely lift everyone’s spirits. Go in there, have a soda, take your dress off, strut around, and we can leave right away.” 
 
    Fae nodded.  
 
    Before she could open the door, Harry pulled her in for a kiss. “I’ll make sure none of them touch ya. You’re mine.” 
 
    That put the lingering sense of doubt out of her head. Fae nodded with a smile, and followed the man into the house.  
 
    Inside was even worse than the outside, if that were possible. The smell of cigars filled the air, and the smoke filled her lungs. Fae coughed as Harry led her by the hands to the next room over.  
 
    The sound of about 5 or 6 men shouting and yelling caused the hairs on her neck to stand. Fae wanted to tuck tail and run, but it was too late.  
 
    They turned the corner, gathered around a poker table, Harry’s six friends all turned to look at them. They were all about his age, mid 50s, but none of them were nearly as good-looking. Most were balding or fat, and they all wore the same white shirt, with various stains and rips.  
 
    “My friends, this is Fae.” Harry said, presenting her like a trophy. “She’s going to be tonight's entertainment.” 
 
    She stepped forward, the men eyed her like candy, she could feel their eyes glare past the fabric of her sundress.  
 
    One of the men stood. He was short, basically her height.  
 
    He extinguished his cigar, took a swig of his liquor, and walked not more than a foot in front of her.  
 
    “You were right, H. She is a babe.” He said, the pungent state of his breath made Fae want to gag.  
 
    “I told ya. Wait until you all see what’s underneath that pretty little dress.” Harry said, placing his hand on her shoulder. 
 
    The mystery man pulled out a dirty envelope, nearly bursting with cash.  
 
    Fae’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “Ha ha, the little girl likes what she sees?” The man said, placing the envelope in Fae’s hands. “It’s yours, just take that little dress off and give us nice gentlemen a peek.” 
 
    She was frozen, Fae couldn’t count all the cash inside, but the bills were all $100. She stuffed the envelope in her purse and put it to the side. Now it was her turn to pay up. 
 
    While these men definitely weren’t her type, a strange sense of excitement fill her. Finally, she could be the little slut she knew that she was. What a story this would be.               
 
    Fae stepped forward, all the men pulled up their creaky chairs and circled around her, watching eagerly. Harry stood back, arms crossed with a satisfied smile on his face. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Fae began. She wasn’t a stripper, and didn’t know how to be sexy, so she figured that taking the dress off was good enough.  
 
    Her trembling fingers reached back, undoing the hidden hook at the nape of her neck. The dress laxed, draping a bit.  
 
    She grabbed her tits, holding the fabric of her dress in between her fingers. 
 
    The men laughed, “Take it off already, slut.” One jeered.  
 
    Fae blushed, apparently she really wasn’t good at being sexy.  
 
    With a single tug, the dress fell down to her feet. Fae stood there, body trembling, in just her white panties. She turned slowly, letting everyone get a good look. 
 
    By the look on their faces, they must have liked what they saw. That’s what years of ballet got you, apparently. A stunning body. 
 
    She arched her back, sticking her ass teasingly at the short one, who fell back into his chair with a grin that spanned across his face. “What a beauty indeed…”  
 
    Fae’s fear was vanquished, and in its place was blooming confidence. She twirled again, giggling as her hands ran up and down her naked body.  
 
    The crowd cheered. Fae felt magical.  
 
    Harry walked forward into the circle, grabbing Fae by the hips and pulling her up for a kiss. “That’s my girl.” His hand patted her ass. 
 
    His fingers played with the waist band of her panties, his eyes staring deep in hers. 
 
    Fae nodded her head, giving Harry the all clear. His hands slipped down her leg, along with her panties.  
 
    The fabric was around her knees now, letting the men get a good look at her bare ass and pussy.  
 
    They were silent, besides their heavy breathing. Fae could see the bulges in their pants as they all leaned forward.  
 
    She pushed Harry away, letting the panties drop around her ankles. She spread her legs enough to part the lips of her slit, now wetter than ever before. 
 
    Her hand reached down as she began to play with herself. Fae had no idea what had gotten a hold of her, but everyone looking made her unbelievably horny, she couldn’t contain it. 
 
    “Enough of this,” The short man said, jumping to his feet. His hand messaging his cock overtop his shorts. “I gotta get a feel.” 
 
    Harry jumped in the way before the man could touch Fae, “Only looking, friend.” He said coldly. 
 
    “If you let me fuck her, all your gambling debt to me will be forgiven. Let us all get a go, and I’m sure these boys will forgive your debts to them as well.” 
 
    The men all nodded in agreement. 
 
    “We’ll be sure to toss her a pretty penny as well. How’s say, $5000?” 
 
    Fae would have done it for free. Her pussy yearned to be filled, to be fucked by these dirty old men. 
 
    She glanced at Harry who had a hesitant look across his face. She smiled and nodded her head, she wanted the money, she wanted to help Harry with his debt, and most of all, she wanted to be fucked like a little slut.  
 
    Harry nodded in agreement, stepping aside.  
 
    The short man leapt onto Fae like an animal. His tough and dirty hands touched every inch of her. Fae squirmed as his fingers pinched and rubbed against her delicate skin.  
 
    Despite his poor appearance, the man knew what to do once his got to her pussy. His fingers teased the outside, before sneaking in. His fat thumb rubbed gingerly around her exposed clit, causing Fae to moan “Ohhh.” 
 
    “You like that, little slut?”  
 
    “Yes, sir.” She said, eyelids fluttering.  
 
    All the other men didn’t want to wait their turns. One at a time they all stood and began to run their hands up and down her body.  
 
    One of the bigger men grabbed her under the arms and placed her on the dirty and stained poker table, tossing all the chips and cards to the floor.  
 
    Fae sprawled out on the table, letting each man have their way with her. She snicked as one licked her feet, and the others attacked her tits and hips.  
 
    The short one started to lick her pussy, he was even more talented with his tongue than with his fingers.  
 
    Waves of pleasure burst through her head as his tongue lashed up and down.  
 
    As Fae opened her eyes, she saw the head of a cock staring right at her. It was small and had a mess of pubes around the balls, but she was so horny that Fae wanted it all the same. 
 
    She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, letting the cock slide into her mouth. It tasted awful and didn't even reach the back of her throat, but Fae sucked on it all the same. Her tongue lashed up and down the shaft and her sensual moans caused it to twitch in her mouth. The hands up and down her body got rougher, slapping her tits and gripping her ass. Even the man playing with her foot had taken the entire thing in his mouth. 
 
    Fae could feel the wetness drip out as the shorter man licked away. She couldn’t lay still, each lash of his tongue cause her back to arch and a moan to escape her lungs, only to be trapped in her mouth by the cock she was sucking. 
 
    More cocks were out now, Fae reached for one stroking it while another rubbed against her tit. This was more cocks than she had ever seen, and she loved it.  
 
    Suddenly, the pleasure she was feeling down below was replaced by something else. Fae glanced down to see the short man had replaced his tongue with his cock. The thing was surprisingly big and thick, and he slid it in Fae’s soaked pussy without any resistance. 
 
    Fae moaned, taking it all.  
 
    The cock inside her mouth was throbbing, she could feel it push back against her tongue. Before long, the man pulled it out, “I’m going to cum.” He muttered, stroking his spit covered cock up against Fae’s face.  
 
    “Cum on my face, baby.” Fae said, smiling innocently.  
 
    He did just that. A burst of thick and creamy cum lathered her from mouth to forehead. Fae gasped as the hot strands of cum coated her. 
 
    She let go of the cock she was stoking and cleared the cum off her eyes, letting the rest sit on her face. She loved the feeling of it against her delicate skin. 
 
    Before she knew it, another man had finished as well. Without any warning, more cum shot on her belly, up to her tits. This cum was thinner and more runny, and the smell was rancid. Thankfully it didn’t make it up to her mouth. The watery cum mixed with her sweat as it ran down her skin. 
 
    Fae was coated in all sorts of filth, and she loved it.  
 
    Another cock took the empty spot in her mouth. Fae made eye contact with the relatively handsome, taller man as she began to slowly suck his cock, cum dripping off her face.  
 
    The shorter man pulled his cock out of her, Fae was worried that he was about to cum as well, instead he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her up on the table, turning Fae around. The cock slipped out of her mouth as she was manhandled.  
 
    Now she was on all fours, like a dog. Fae pushed the hair out of her face, looking back and wiggling her ass to the short man, who put on leg on the table and shoved his cock inside her wet pussy. Fae moaned as he continued to fuck her, and before long the taller man filled her mouth with his cock once again. 
 
    She swayed her body, taking both cocks at once. The image of her being spit-roasted like an animal, covered in cum was too much to handle. Her entire body shook as the pleasure was mounting. 
 
    The last remaining man moved off her toes, circling around to Fae’s body. She had no holes or hands to satisfy him, but he didn’t need it.  
 
    The third man kissed her entire filthy body up and down, before pointing his cock up to her and sprayed Fae’s back with his thick cum. It lathered her body, but Fae could barely notice with the two cocks buried inside her.  
 
    Apparently, she was very talented with her mouth, as the man she was sucking pulled his hard cock out of her warm, wet mouth.  
 
    His hand held her chin up as Fae opened wide for his cum. A thick blast coated up her dripping tongue to the back of her throat.  
 
    She flashed him a wink as she gleefully swallowed his salty goodness.  
 
    Just one man left, the short ringleader that was sensually pressing his cock in and out of her pussy. 
 
    His pudgy little fingers gripped her skin as she bounced her ass up against his hips. Not that long ago, his little cock would have been enough to be trouble for her, but after taking Harry’s massive cock, this felt like nothing. 
 
    She leaned back, pressing her sopping wet face against the table, her ass arched as the man thrust in and out. The rest of the men were back in their seats, watching the action. One had even snuck out his phone to take a picture. Fae didn’t mind, in fact, she flashed a cheeky smile with her tongue sticking out. She was a slut now, and a proud one at that. 
 
    As the short man’s thrusts began to wear down, Fae knew he was about to finish. His cock twitched inside her like a volcano about to blow. 
 
    “Cum in me, daddy.” She whimpered. “Please, make me yours.” 
 
    That was all it took. The man groaned as he held himself inside Fae.  
 
    “O-ohhh.” She moaned, as the thick cum filled her insides. She collapsed on the table, her body worn and exhausted. The smile lingered on her face as she glanced back, cum and grool running down her leg.  
 
    “What a wonderful little slut.” The little man said, stumbling back into his chair. His cock covered in all manners of filth.  
 
    Fae giggled, “Why thank you.” 
 
    “You’re free to come back anytime your short of some money. Maybe next time we up the ante.” 
 
    All the men began to clean up, slowly putting their clothes back on. Fae watched them while she stayed on the table, playing with the cum in her pussy. 
 
    As they left, the short man whispered something in Harry’s ear, prompting a big smile from the man. 
 
    When it was just the two of them, Harry planted a kiss on her lips, uncaring to the cum coating them. “My god. You were incredible.”  
 
    Fae smiled, sitting back up on the table. “I still have a bit of energy left for you, daddy.” 
 
    Harry’s smile turned devious. His hand groped her filthy body, before Fae slapped it away. 
 
    “But first, you have to treat me to a real date.” 
 
    The man laughed. “I’ll spoil you rotten, let's go.” 
 
    Fae cleaned up the best she could, tossing her sundress back on. The taste of cum and the smell of the house still lingered, but Fae was starting to enjoy it. She left the cum and grool lathered to the insides of her thighs. The feeling of it made her entire body quiver. 
 
    With her purse full to the brim, as well as her heart. Fae left arm in arm with her new lover, excited about her next visit to this magical house.  
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    Mikayla woke up shivering, her thin blanket crumpled up on the floor next to her.  
 
    She struggled to her feet, stretching up to the sky. Her back cracked and her joints ached as she had spent the night curled up in a sofa chair. The motel room was still dark, and the soft breathing of her mother and her mother's new boyfriend, Fabian, just a few feet away broke the silent ambience.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla tiptoed to the bathroom, barely awake. Sleeping curled up in a sofa chair was one thing, but having to hear her mother and Fabian giggle and whisper like school kids all night was beyond frustrating.  
 
    She bit her tongue, however. It had been so long since Mikayla had seen her mother this happy, and she had plenty of reason to be. Fabian was a catch, even if he was much younger. 
 
    The man was a business owner and a tycoon by all sense of the word, though he stuck by his Latin heritage and treated Mikayla’s mother like a queen. 
 
      
 
    At first, Mikayla was suspicious of the man. What was a handsome, rich, young man doing with her mother? Though it didn’t take long for the suspicion to die down, he treated her so well, even in the short time that they had been together.  
 
      
 
    Closing the door behind her, Mikayla flicked on the bathroom lights. 
 
    She groaned and squinted as her eyes adjusted to the brightness. She tried to do her business as quietly as she could, though it was a cramped motel room. The toilet flush was like a bomb going off, and Mikayla clenched her teeth, afraid she woke up the room. 
 
    Mikayla finished up what she went in to do, and washed up. Getting a look at herself in the mirror, she looked horrible.  
 
    Her eyes had dark bags underneath them, and her wavy brunette hair was jumbled like a bird's nest on her head. The strap of her tank top was sliding off her shoulder and her booty shorts were stained with last night's wine that she had spilled. 
 
      
 
    There were only a few hours until it was time to hit the road again. Fabian was insistent on getting to the ski hill right as it opened.  
 
    Since it was their first weekend away together, Mikayla’s mother had no complaints, even if it meant waking up at the crack of dawn.  
 
    Mikayla didn’t even like skiing, she only came because her mother begged. ‘This will be a great chance for you and Fabian to bond. Oh, please Mik! For me?’ Her mother’s words echoed. 
 
      
 
    She scoffed at her mother’s insistence. The entire drive up she had been ignored in the backseat while the two lovebirds chatted and laughed in the front. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla couldn't help but feel a bit of sadness. This was her last winter break before college. Mikayla was 21-years-old, and was going to leave across the country to attend her dream school. She wanted to spend as much alone time with her mother as she could. Though she would have to make due with Fabian tagging along. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, Mikayla opened the bathroom door, she needed all the sleep she could get. 
 
    “Eek!” She yelped, nearly jumping out of her booty shorts.  
 
    Fabian recoiled, “Oh! Mik! I’m so sorry.” The man laughed.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla’s skin turned red. She immediately pulled up the strap of her tank top stumbled back into the bathroom. “No, no. I’m the one who should be sorry. Did I wake you?” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all, I just wanted to wash up.” The man smiled, stepping into the cramped bathroom.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla blushed. Fabian wasn’t wearing a shirt, and his muscles were tantalizing. She did what she could to avoid eye contact, though his six-pack was teasing her.  
 
      
 
    “Sure. I’ll get out of your way.” Mik said, squeezing past.  
 
    Fabian stepped to the side, their bodies rubbed up as Mikayla left the bathroom. The manly scent of his musk wafted into her nose, causing a shiver to shoot up her spine.  
 
    As she scurried past, Fabian put his hand on the small of her back, his touch overtop the thin fabric of her tank top sent her heart into overdrive.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla leapt back into the sofa couch, laying the thin blanket overtop of her as she curled up.  
 
    Fabian was closer to her age than her mothers, and the man was hot, no question about it. Though Mikayla had never wanted him like that, she saw how happy he made her mother and that pushed all potential feelings of attraction out the window. Though, she was only human… 
 
    She shook the dirty thoughts out of her head, and pulled the blanket up to her chin. Her heart was still racing, she could still smell the soft scent of his body when she closed her eyes.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla eyes fluttered open, staring at the closed bathroom door wishing she had left it open behind her. So what if Fabian was her mother’s boyfriend, Mikayla could still look, couldn’t she? In fact, she often did steal the occasional glance at Fabian. The man was built like a Greek God, how could she not? She almost got caught a few times, barely managing to advert her eyes at the last second to avoid him catching her in the act. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long for Fabian to finish up. The door slowly creaked open and light spilled out into the dark room. Mikayla pulled up the blanket, peeking out to not seem obvious. 
 
    The man walked out into the spilled light, he flicked it off behind him, but Mikayla still quivered at the sight. The shadows draped his figure, and through his sweatpants she could see the outline of his cock. 
 
    Mikayla bit her lips, unsure about what was coming over her. She had been with a few boys in her time, sure. Though high school boys couldn’t hold a candle to this man. She chalked it up as a silly crush, but still stared at him as he walked back to bed. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla must have been more obvious than she intended. Fabian glanced over her way, their eyes meeting. A smile crossed his lips as she laid there frozen, like a deer in headlights.  
 
      
 
    The man glanced at her mother, sleeping soundly, then his eyes fell back to Mikayla. The devious smile still across his face.  
 
    Mikayla laid there, her heart beating in her throat and despite the thin blanket, she felt as though she were in a furnace.  
 
      
 
    Fabian started walking over to her, in the dimly lit room she could still make out the abs on his stomach, and the outline of his cock.  
 
    As he knelt down beside her chair, the familiar whiff of his scent made her eyes flutter, and her pussy yearn. 
 
    “Hey, Mik.” The man said in a hushed voice. 
 
      
 
    “H-hi.” Mikayla stuttered, trying to keep her eyes locked on his, and not on his muscles. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to thank you for coming with us this weekend. It really means a lot that you are giving me a chance to connect with you.”  
 
    Mikayla could feel the heat in her cheeks, praying that the dark room would hide how flustered she was. “O-of course. I’m happy to be here.” 
 
      
 
    Fabian gave a relived sigh, “Here’s hoping that we both have a lot of fun this weekend.” 
 
    He placed his hand over her thigh. Despite the blanket, she could feel his touch on her bare skin. Her breath stuttered as Mikayla tried to pull her leg away, but curled up in a sofa chair, there was nowhere to run. 
 
    Fabian’s hand stayed on her leg, “You know… You and I are around the same age, we probably have a lot on common.” 
 
      
 
    Mikayla scoffed, “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She was an 21-year-old nobody who was about to go away to college, unsure of what she wanted to do in life. While Fabian was almost 30, owned more than one business as well as managed real estate as a side hustle. They weren’t even in the same ballpark. 
 
      
 
    “Oh? Why do you think that? We are both attractive young adults who like to flaunt their bodies.” 
 
    Mikayla scrunched her face at the comment. She wouldn’t describe herself like that at all, though Fabian had caught her in the halls or kitchen in just her underwear more than once. She was always used to it just being her and her mother, and often forgot that Fabian was lurking around the house as well. 
 
      
 
    Fabian smiled at her silence, his hand inching up her leg towards her ass.  
 
    Mikayla held her breath, feeling his fingers rub up against her tight ass made her body shake. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He asked, inching a bit closer. “Don’t tell me you don’t like what you see?” 
 
      
 
    Mikayla did like what she saw, Fabian wasn’t like any man she had ever met. His body looked as if it were sculpted from stone, and his alpha personality made her heart flutter. 
 
    Despite all that, he was with her mother. Mikayla wouldn’t dare break her mother's trust, or her heart. 
 
      
 
    She had to listen to her brain, and not her pussy. 
 
    She swatted the man’s hand away, “we can’t.” She whispered. “Y-you’re dating my mom!” 
 
      
 
    Fabian leaned back, scoffing. “So what? What she doesn’t find out won’t hurt her. You want me, don’t you?” 
 
    Mikayla said nothing, though he managed to stare right through her facade.  
 
    “You do want me.” The devious smile returned to Fabian’s lips, “I see the way you look at me. I see how you steal glances when you think I’m not looking. I want you as well.  
 
    A beautiful little brunette tease. How could I not?” 
 
      
 
    Being called beautiful by the alpha man made her pussy quiver, Mikayla could feel the wetness coat the inside of her booty shorts. Her body yearned for him, but she had to fight her urges.  
 
    “I-I don’t want you.” She lied, “Now go to bed.”  
 
      
 
    Fabian stared at her, his eyes narrowing as she could feel him pierce her soul. She was always the picture-perfect schoolgirl, she never had to lie like this before, and she knew she was bad at it. 
 
    Still, Fabian shook his head and sighed, rising to his feet. “If you say so…” He said, defeated. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla took a sigh of relief, trying with all her might not to stare at the bulge in his sweatpants. She had done it, she fought against her primal urges. 
 
    “Although…” Fabian said, towering over her. “With how much you have been staring, I can’t see how you can manage to resist this.”  
 
    The man grabbed his cock from over his sweatpants. Mikayla couldn’t help but watch the thing throb through the gray fabric. 
 
      
 
    Fabian grabbed the top of the sofa chair with his other hand, leaning overtop of Mikayla, placing his hard cock mere inches from her face.  
 
    “Take a good look at this, and tell me you don’t want it, and I’ll leave.” He sneered. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla could see nearly everything, his hand overtop his pants left nothing to the imagination. The outline was so clear that Mikayla’s mouth began to water.  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t contain it any longer, the soaking wet pussy between her legs had full control over her now. 
 
    Her hands tossed aside the blanket, revealing her sweaty and eager body. Mikayla immediately grabbed the waistband of the sweatpants, yanking them down. 
 
      
 
    “O-ohhh.” She moaned, watching the hard cock spring out. It was even better than she imagined. The head was already wet and veins pushed out against the thick shaft. Fabian was well groomed, and his cock was massive. Mikayla had only seen one other cock in real life, and that 21-year-old boy’s cock was nothing like Fabian’s. 
 
      
 
    Fabian ran his free hand through her wavy brunette hair, leaning against the back of her sofa chair. “You like what you see?” 
 
      
 
    Mik bit her lip, nodding her head. “Y-yeah…”  
 
    Her mouth began to water, she was already this far, there was no turning back now. 
 
    Mikayla sat up in the sofa chair, the strap of her tank top slipping down her arm. 
 
      
 
    The cock was right up to her face, as Mikayla stared longingly at it, her hands gripping his thighs.  
 
    “Take it, baby.” Fabian whispered sensually.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla leaned forward, her hot breath causing the cock to twitch in anticipation.  
 
    She closed her eyes, and opened her mouth.  
 
    Fabian’s grip on her head lowered her down, slipping the cock inside her wet mouth. 
 
      
 
    The man groaned as Mikayla ran her tongue against the shaft, tasting the saltiness that had coated her mouth. She moaned, adjusting her head to allow the massive cock to slide all the way in and press against the back of her throat. 
 
    Her tongue lashed against the cock as she began to slowly suck, letting the spit dribble down the corners of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    Fabian pushed the back of her head, causing Mikayla to gag. Her fingers dug into his thighs as her entire mouth filled with spit. 
 
    “Good girl, take it all.” He said. 
 
    Mikayla did just that. The spit dripped down her chin onto her chest like rain, but she didn’t quit. The cock twitched eagerly in her wet, warm mouth. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Fabian let go of the back of her scalp, letting Mikayla toss her head back. 
 
    She gasped, spitting out all the excess saliva. Her top was filthy, but she didn’t care one bit. She stroked the wet cock as she gathered her breath.  
 
    Once again she leaned forward, taking the cock in her mouth. She bobbed her head, wrapping her tongue around the head, as her saliva covered hands held onto the base of the cock. 
 
    Fabian reached down, slipping his hand underneath the spit covered tank top. His fingers groped her tits, digging into her delicate skin. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla’s pussy was soaked, the grool seeped out of the front of her shorts as she fell back into the sofa couch. “F-fuck” She moaned, her saliva coated hand reaching down into her shorts. Her wet fingers plunged in and out of her unsatisfied pussy, she couldn’t quell her horniness, only Fabian’s cock could do that. 
 
      
 
    The man grabbed her shorts, pulling them off her trembling body and onto the floor.  
 
    Mikayla spread her knees, planting her bare feet on the cushion. She pulled up her tank top as well, letting her sweaty body breath, and letting the alpha man grab a look at her perfect figure. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla was proud of her body, being a talented gymnast gave her quite the curves.  
 
    Fabian seemed to appreciate her figure as well, one hand was stroking his hard cock, and the other was exploring her trembling body.  
 
    She moaned at his touch, “Fuck me daddy, please.” She whimpered, her legs shaking. 
 
    Her dainty fingers couldn’t get the job done, she needed a cock to quell her pussy. 
 
      
 
    Fabian’s hand reached down, rubbing her inner thigh.  
 
    Mikayla couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled her hand out of her pussy and grabbed his cock, stroking it tenderly. “Put it inside me, daddy.” 
 
      
 
    The man smirked, he grabbed Mikayla by the thighs and pulled her forward.  
 
    Mikayla yelped as she slid down the chair. She wrapped her legs around his hips as her butt dangled off the edge. 
 
    “Does the little girl want daddy’s big cock?” He asked, teasing her blooming pussy with the head of his cock. 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes daddy.” Mikayla whimpered, grabbing her own tits. “P-please.” 
 
    Fabian peeled apart her puffy lips, the grool coating his cock. Slowly, the man pushing his throbbing cock inside her tight, teen slit. 
 
    “Ohhhh.” Mikayla moaned, trying to keep as quiet as possible. The cock sliding inside her pussy was inching a scratch that she couldn’t reach. The wave of euphoria rushed into her head as she melted into the sweaty sofa coach. 
 
      
 
    Fabian pressed down, until his entire cock was buried insider her. His hands ravaged her body as he thrust in and out. The sound of her wet pussy being fucked echoed in the room, but at this point neither of them cared. 
 
    “D-daddy.” She moaned, her ankles locked behind his back and her hands pressing up against his abs.  
 
      
 
    “Take it, slut.” Fabian sneered, shoving his cock back inside her, and pushing Mikayla deeper into the cushion.  
 
    She could feel the walls of her pussy pressed against his cock, the thing twitched inside her tight slit. Each time he went all the way in, the breath was pushed from her lungs and her eyes rolled back.  
 
      
 
    His sweat dripped down on her like salty rain, and the wetness between her legs spilled onto the coach and the floor. The evidence of their fun was there, and that made it all that much dirtier.  
 
      
 
    The man’s cock brushed past her quivering clit each time he pulled it out, causing Mikayla to shudder with pleasure. The oozing grool was the only way that Mikayla could handle his huge cock. 
 
    She lost track of how many times she had come, the waves of bliss hitting her like tides against a stone cliff. “Oh… Oh!” She moaned, each time a bit louder. 
 
      
 
    Fabian sneered, clamping his hand overtop of her wet mouth. “Shut the fuck up, bitch.” 
 
    His eyes paralyzed her. All Mikayla could muster was a muffled apology and a slight nod of her head. 
 
      
 
    The man slipped his hand from her mouth down to her throat, gripping tight. It wasn’t tight enough to choke her, but enough for Mik to struggle for breath, even more than she already was. 
 
    Her jaw fell open each time his shoved his cock inside her battered slit, and a muffled moan inched out, but she kept quiet. Just like daddy wanted. 
 
      
 
    Her mind hazed, and her body shuddered as each breath was harder than the last, Mikayla’s head was full of euphoria and not enough oxygen, she shimmied in her chair as the man pushed down keeping her in place.  
 
    “I said, take it. Bitch.” He growled.  
 
    Mik wasn’t sure how much more she could. Though just as she thought that she was at her breaking point, Fabian held his throbbing cock inside her tired pussy. 
 
    “F-fuck.” He groaned. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Mik felt the thick, hot cum fill her insides. The cum filled her entire slit, oozing out like a waterfall as the man pulled out. He let go of her throat, and stumbled backwards, allowing Mikayla to catch her breath.  
 
    Her tight slit was gaping and spilling his seed all over the couch, coating her thighs and ass as well. 
 
      
 
    The man walked over to the nightstand beside the bed, grabbing a box of tissues. He tossed it onto to Mik and crawled back into bed, not saying another word. 
 
    As her mind fell back to earth, Mik stared down in horror to the sight. Cum, grool, sweat, and spit coated her entire body, not to mention the chair. She couldn’t risk waking up her mother by hopping into the shower, so she used the napkins to do the best she could, hiding the evidence underneath the couch cushion. 
 
      
 
    As Mikayla threw the blanket back overtop of her, she could feel his cum coated inside the walls of her pussy. His fluids stained her top, and the scent of sin filled the air. 
 
      
 
    The worst part was… Mikayla loved it.  
 
      
 
    Her heart was beating like a drum, and she could still feel her pussy dripping with grool as she snuggled into a ball in the coach. That was the best series of orgasms she had ever had. Maybe it was the handsome man, maybe it was his big cock- or maybe it was the dirtiness behind it all. Her hands reached back down beneath her shorts, as she carefully pushed her fingers inside her tired and battered pussy. 
 
      
 
    Her breath grew heavy as Mikayla played with his residual cum, her mind racing back to when he was inside her, when his body was pressed against hers. 
 
    She couldn’t help it, she had to have a taste. Pulling her hand back out, she licked her fingers clean, the saltiness from the cum and grool coated her tongue, but in her mind it tasted like candy. She sucked on her fingers as her tired pussy quivered back to life, more wetness spilling onto the fabric of her shorts. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla needed more. She had a short, yet amazing taste of the man, but due to her mother being mere feet away, they couldn’t have the fun that they wanted. 
 
    She needed to find time alone with him, where they could really go wild. The gears in her mind turned, as she stuck her hand back inside her slit for another taste. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mikayla made sure she was up before either her mother or Fabian. As the sunlight soaked the motel room, she took another look around to make sure no evidence of last night’s encounter was stained on the couch.  
 
    Immediately, she leapt into the shower. The hot water washed over her tired body. The water made her clean, clean of his touch, and the rest of the cum and grool still lathered between her thighs.  
 
      
 
    She washed herself well, sleeping covered in filth wasn’t pleasant, and she wanted to make sure there was nothing her mother could be suspicious of, though her dirty clothes would surely raise some eyebrows. As soon as she got out of the shower, Mikayla wrapped herself in a towel and shoved the filthy clothes laying on the bathroom floor into a plastic bag. She would stuff them in the deepest depths of her suitcase and take care of them when she got back home. 
 
      
 
    Carrying the bag of evidence back out into the motel room, Mikayla heard the soft laughter of her mother. She peered around the corner and saw her and Fabian snuggling and whispering underneath the sheets. She could tell that his hands were running all over her, and Mikayla couldn’t help but blush with jealousy.  
 
      
 
    “Oh! Good morning Mik.” Her mother said cheerfully. “How did you sleep? I hope that little sofa couch wasn’t too bad” 
 
    Mikayla shook the blood from her cheeks. “Morning! I slept fine, it wasn’t an issue.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my apologies dear, next time I will make sure that we get a room with two beds.” Fabian said, smirking at her. 
 
    Mikayla couldn’t fight back the heat once again traveling to her cheeks. “I-it’s fine.” She muttered before running to her things. Unzipping the suitcase, she tossed the evidence down beneath the rest of the clothes and underwear.  
 
      
 
    She sat idly by and scrolled on her phone as her mother and Fabian got up and ready. Still wrapped in her towel, she waited patiently for her mother to get out of the shower so that Mikayla could put on her outfit for the day. The man had been outside the room for a while, tending to a business call. 
 
    Fabian stepped back inside from his call. He didn’t look happy. 
 
      
 
    “Fucking ridiculous.” The man sneered as he tossed his phone across the bed. Mikayla glanced up, but said nothing.  
 
    He stood in the middle of the room seething. The heat emanating from his body made her skin crawl.  
 
      
 
    Finally, he turned to her, sitting quietly on the sofa. His eye jolted from the closed bathroom door to Mikayla. “Take it off.” He said, coldly.  
 
    She furrowed her eyebrows. “What?”  
 
    “Your towel, let me get a better look.” 
 
    Mikayla blushed. Her mother was awake, and was due to get out of the shower any minute now.  
 
    Fabian stormed over, his shadow cast over Mikayla. “I said, take it off.”  
 
    “B-but, mom is-” 
 
    “I don’t give a shit. I said take it off.” He growled, wrapping his hands around her neck. 
 
    Mikayla gasped, but she couldn’t help the power he held over her. Her pussy grew wet as her entire body quivered. “Y-yes. Daddy.” 
 
    With one motion, she shrugged the towel off her freshly cleaned body. The towel fell to the seat as she sat there completely naked. 
 
    Fabian kept his hand on her neck, stifling her heavy breath, as his other hand reached down and caressed her body. From her small, yet firm tits, to her juicy thighs. 
 
      
 
    A part of Mikayla loved it, being used by an older man, though at the same time her eyes were fixated on the bathroom door. The shower was still running, but the risk was too high, what would her mother think of all this? 
 
    Her pussy didn’t seem to care. The familiar wetness once again lathered her thighs as Mikayla spread her legs, draping one off the armrest of the chair. 
 
    Fabian smirked at her glistening slit, “So tight. I love teen pussy.” 
 
      
 
    “This one is all yours.” She said, once again losing the battle over her pussy. Her fingers pulled at her puffy lips, giving him a better look at her slit. Fabian let go of her throat, his hand trailed down her quivering body towards the fruit between her legs.  
 
    His fingers teased her lips, causing Mikayla to whimper. Her clit was fully out of it’s hood at this point, ready to be played with.  
 
      
 
    Though to her displeasure, Fabian pulled his hand away. He walked towards his suitcase, leaving Mikayla to pleasure herself. She couldn’t wait any longer. Her hand slipped down and rubbed furiously against her clit. “D-daddy. Come back.” She moaned, squeezing one finger inside her pussy. 
 
    Fabian snickered as he rummaged through his suitcase, tossing some of his clothes to the side. “I have a gift for my little baby.” 
 
    He came back with a pair of black silk panties. He knelt down, rubbing the panties against her slit, getting them nice and wet with her grool. “Now put these on.” 
 
      
 
    Mikayla leapt to her feet, trying on her new gift. As she pulled them up her legs, she noticed a black plastic oval sown into the crotch, like a stone. 
 
    The stone pushed into her pussy as she wore the panties. Her wet lips hugged the stone as it pressed against her clit.  
 
    Though the silk panties contrasted her pale skin beautifully, and accentuated the curves of her ass and legs, the stone like thing was uncomfortable to say the least. She walked over to the standing mirror to get a better look 
 
      
 
    “They look beautiful on you.” Fabian said, walking up behind her. He wrapped his hands around her waist, his fingers playing with her tits and his hard cock pushed against her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you daddy.” Mikayla said with a smile. 
 
    “There’s more.”  
 
    Once again Fabian went to his suitcase, digging around in one of the side pockets.  
 
    Mikayla spun around, inspecting herself in the mirror. Her wavy hair draped down tickling her nipples and the stone seemed to dig itself deeper inside her pussy each time she turned.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, a jolt shot up her back. Mikayla yelped as she fell to her knees.  
 
    Her entire body shook as her pussy erupted with sensation.  
 
    The little stone sewn into the panties was vibrating like nothing she had ever experienced before. She reached down, her hand covered the front of her crotch. Though the vibrating was overwhelming, her trembling fingers couldn’t pull the stone out from inside her tight slit. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck. Sorry.” Fabian said, laughing. 
 
      
 
    In an instant, the stone stopped. Mikayla gasped for breath as her grool dripped out of the silk panties. “H-holy shit.”  
 
    She looked up, Fabian held what looked like a little remote controller in his hand. He pointed it right at her crotch and laughed. “I guess I should work my way up to level 10 slowly. How’s this?” 
 
    He pressed a button and the vibrator started to hum lightly. Nowhere near as powerful as before. The vibrating rock was right up against her clit, and the gentle humming sent her head into a daze. “Oh! Oh, yeah. That feels a lot b-better.” She said, biting her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Vibrating panties are a great gift. I was going to give them to your mother, but I think I like them a lot better on you.” 
 
    A twinge of guilt washed over Mikayla as Fabian turned off the vibrator, shoving the controller in his pocket. She stumbled to her feet, wiping away the grool.  
 
    She didn’t even realize the shower had been turned off. The rattling of the bathroom door handle sent Mikayla into a frenzy. She jumped back into the sofa couch, desperately trying to tie the towel back around her body. 
 
      
 
    Her mother walked out. She had gotten changed in a pair of jean shorts and a cute button-up plaid top.  
 
    “Mik?” She asked. 
 
    Mikayla just managed to shove her tit back inside the towel, tying it around her waist. “Yes, mom?” She replied innocently.  
 
      
 
    “Do you know where my make-up bag is? I can’t seem to find it in the bathroom.”  
 
    Mikayla breathed a silent sigh of relief. Her mother didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary. “Yeah, it's right there on the night stand.” She pointed.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get it sweetie.” Fabian said, grabbing the bag and handing it to her mother, while wrapping one arm around her waist. 
 
    The two whispered and snickered as Mikayla awkwardly scrolled through her phone. She couldn’t help but glance up. The two of them were softly kissing. 
 
      
 
    A wave of competing emotions hit her like a truck. Shame, guilt, jealousy.  
 
    Fabian was her mother’s new man. She wanted nothing but for her mother to be happy, but Mikayla couldn’t help the feelings that had grown for the alpha male. 
 
    She would have to put her foot down, Mikayla never had any shortage of men clamoring for her attention, why did she have to go and pick the one that her mother had fallen for? Things between her and Fabian would have to be cut off. There was no other choice. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As the three of them got ready to leave for the ski hill, Mikayla had all but forgotten about her special pair of panties. The puffy lips of her pussy snuggled around the vibrator and with the layers of snow pants and puffer jacket overtop, she hardly even noticed. Fabian had insisted that they make the rest of the trip in their full skiing outfits, so that they wouldn’t have to waste time dressing when they got to the hill. 
 
    She sat innocuously in the backseat, watching the sprawling mountains and snowy hills paint the scenery. From her little town in the middle of the country, this was a brand-new view for Mikayla. 
 
      
 
    Their van pulled up to a busy rest stop in the middle of nowhere. Mikayla’s mom apologized for the millionth time.  
 
    “I’ll only be a few minutes! So sorry, I should have gone to the bathroom before we left.” 
 
    She hurried out, though judging by the lines to even enter the rest stop, a few minutes was a very conservative estimation. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla stared out the window to a family who much like hers, were making one final stop before spending the day on the slopes. She had been a bit reluctant herself, but seeing the beautiful mountains reignited the excitement in her heart. 
 
    A familiar jolt came out of nowhere. “Ah!” She yelped. Mikayla hunched over in the back seat, squeezing her knees together. 
 
    The vibrator in her panties buzzed like a saw, and with her thick snow pants there was no way to relieve the stimulus. Her clit was beaten like a punching bag, and no matter how hard she squeezed her legs, the vibrating didn’t stop. 
 
      
 
    “Just want to make sure that you stay nice and wet.” Fabian said with a smile, he held the remote out as he stared at her through the rearview mirror. 
 
      
 
    “S-stop.” Mikayla whimpered, trying to alleviate the pressure. She stuck her hand down beneath her pants and pulled the vibrator from her pussy, it was still attached to the panties, so Mikayla could only hold it out an inch away. It vibrated in her hand teasingly. Though the damage was done. Her slit was wet and her mind was rushing with euphoria.  
 
      
 
    “What? Don’t you like daddy’s toy?” He asked. “Now be a good girl and put it back inside your little slit.” 
 
    It took every little ounce of her will power to keep from shoving the vibrator inside her wet pussy. “No.” 
 
    Fabian turned around, one eyebrow raised. 
 
    “We can’t do this any longer. I love my mom, I can’t do this to her.” She said somberly. 
 
      
 
    Fabian scoffed, turning off the vibrator.  
 
    Mikayla could finally let go of her panties, letting it fall back down against her wet pussy. Her lips immediately curled around the stone, begging it to turn back on. 
 
      
 
    “You know.” he began, “From the moment she brought me back to that little shack you two call a home, I was already one foot out of that relationship. I’m not one to be tied down. But then I saw you. You came out of your room in your little booty shorts and crop top and I knew that you were the person I really wanted. I would have been long gone already if it weren’t for you.” 
 
    Mikayla frowned. “Excuse me? You expect me to be okay with you dumping my mom and wanting to date me instead?” 
 
      
 
    “Date you? Fuck no. I want that precious thing between your legs. Someone your age, your naivety, I don’t want to date someone like that. Your mother has a wonderful head on her shoulders, and you have a beautiful body attached to yours. As far as I’m concerned you two make the perfect pair.” 
 
    Mikayla rolled her eyes. “Well in that case, turn this car around and break things off right now.” 
 
    “And break your poor mother’s heart? She loves me, you know. And frankly your tight body is the only thing keeping me here.” 
 
    Mikayla sat silently.  
 
    Fabian turned back on the vibrator, causing Mikayla to arch her back and yelp.  
 
    As she reached down beneath the waistband of her snow pants, Fabian snapped. “Leave that fucking thing in there.”  
 
      
 
    Mikayla did as she was told, shocked by the assertive tone. The pleasure she was feeling made it hard to think clearly, but she couldn’t give in. Not like this. 
 
    “You’re doing your mom a favor. I fuck you, and she gets to keep me beside her bed at night. Not to mention all my money and gifts. I don’t think she’d mind one bit, you know.” He laughed, cranking up the vibrator another level. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhh. F-fuck.” Mikayla moaned, squeezing her knees together once again. She could feel the grool seep out and ruin the inside of her snow pants. Her legs were jittering and her body was growing hot and sweaty.  
 
    “O-okay fine.” She finally said. 
 
      
 
    Fabian paused, lowering the level of the vibrator. 
 
    “You win. Use me how you want.” She said, defeated. She had dirty, primal needs, and Fabian satisfied all of them. No matter what the moral thing to do was, she knew she couldn’t turn him away. “I’ll be your little slut, but on one condition.” 
 
    Now it was Fabian who was the quiet one, leaning over to hear her better.  
 
    “Stay with my mom. Give her whatever she wants, all the love, and all the money she ever requires. Do that and I’ll be yours.” 
 
      
 
    A devious smile curled on his lips. “Now, that’s a good girl… Deal. Your mother will want for nothing, and in return, you do whatever I say.” 
 
    Mikayla blushed, she knew that this was a deal for her mother and Fabian, but she couldn’t help but be excited about their little agreement. “Okay. Deal.” 
 
      
 
    Fabian cranked up the vibrator, near the highest level. “Ohhh!” She yelled out, sliding down to the floor. “D-daddy.” 
 
      
 
    “Show me your tits, slut.” He sneered. 
 
    Her hands were shaking as the vibrator sent jolts of pleasure through her body, but Mikayla managed to pull up the thick snow jacket enough to flash her tits. Not even caring who might see through the window. 
 
      
 
    Fabian stared at her hard nipples, and sweaty body like a hungry dog. “Fuck it. Get out.” 
 
    “W-what?’ 
 
    “Out of the car. NOW.” He yelled. Throwing open the driver's side door.  
 
      
 
    As the man rounded the car. Mikayla pulled down her top, but the vibrator was making it so that she couldn’t stand to her feet. She sat on the ground, her entire body shaking as the vibrator dug deeper into her blooming pussy. 
 
    Fabian opened the side door, grabbing Mikayla by the ankle and dragging her out of the car.  
 
    Mikayla huffed as Fabian fireman-carried her away, kicking the door closed behind them. 
 
      
 
    She kicked her feet in the air, snuggling her face into his chest as he took her away. Mikayla had no idea where they were going, or what he was planning, but at this point she didn’t care. Her snow pants were soaked at the crotch with her grool, and her head was in a blur.  
 
      
 
    The sounds of laughter and chatter caused her to look around. The rest stop was packed. Most people didn’t notice her being carried away to the wooded area just a few feet away, but some people turned their heads. 
 
    Her soft cheeks were flushed red, and one glance at the state of the pants would surely draw some attention. 
 
      
 
    Fabian carried her into the forested area behind the rest stop, though still close enough that the crowds were visible.  
 
    He placed her down against a tree, and pulled out the vibrator’s controller.  
 
    Mikayla gasped for air as he turned it off. She was a sweaty, hot mess. Her entire body was sore and tired, her pussy most of all. 
 
    “Fuck. That was too much…” She said, gathering her breath and grounding her head.  
 
      
 
    Fabian lowered to one knee, “Take your pants off. Let’s see the damage.”  
 
    Mikayla glanced over her shoulder. Someone from the crowd could easily see the two of them there, not to mention anyone who decided to relive themselves in the forest instead of waiting in line for the bathroom. 
 
    Perhaps the thrill of it was part of why she was still so horny. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla began to slide her snow pants off. Her wet butt hit the cold ground, sending a shiver up her back. With the pants bundled around her ankles, Mikayla spread her knees. 
 
    It was filthy. The whitish grool soaked her legs down to her knees, and her once tight slit was blossomed like a rose. 
 
    The black silk panties and vibrator were down with her pants, absolutely soaked with her wetness.  
 
      
 
    Fabian used the palm of his hand to gently rub her tired slit.  
 
    Mikayla huffed, leaning her head back against the wood and closing her eyes. The gentle touch and warmth of the man was a well needed change from the vigor of the vibrator.  
 
    He slipped a finger inside her pussy, then another. Mikayla pursed her lips, but the pressure was nothing compared to what she had just endured.  
 
    “Not so tight anymore.” Fabian said, sliding his fingers in and out.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla whimpered, flashing her puppy dog eyes. “Sorry daddy. Your present did a number on my tight pussy.” 
 
    Fabian smiled, sliding yet another finger in. “Don’t worry. This will still do.”  
 
    He pulled his hand out, gripping her waist with his grool covered hand, he flipped Mikayla around. 
 
    The girl yelped, nearly falling flat on her face. She broke her fall with her hands and her knees planted in the ground. She was on all fours, facing out towards the crowd of people. 
 
    Mikayla tried to shimmy behind the tree, to obscure herself, but Fabian was having none of that. 
 
    “What’s wrong slut, you shy?” He said, slapping her ass. 
 
    She yelped, quickly shutting her mouth closed as to not garner any attention. “I-I just don’t want anyone to see us…” She said quietly.  
 
    Fabian scoffed, pulling her pants and underwear off her ankles into the snowy dirt. “I don’t give a fuck who sees. You’re my little slut, you should be honored to be seen with me.” 
 
      
 
    Mikayla wanted to refute, but as the man positioned himself behind her, and began to rub his bulge against her ass, those thoughts vanished. 
 
    Her body was still hot, she reached up and unzipped her coat, letting her sweaty tits breath. The cool air hit her moist body and pussy, sending chills up her back.  
 
    Fabian tugged at her coat, “Let's get this thing off.” 
 
      
 
    She grimaced, being completely naked in view of a crowd of people was something out of her wildest dreams. Perhaps that was why she was so eager to do it.  
 
    Mikayla rose to her knees, arching her back, so Fabian could pull the jacket off. He tossed it to the side with her pants and filthy panties, and Mikayla went back down on all fours like a dog. 
 
    She perked up her ass and laid her face down into the cold ground. “You’re right daddy. I don’t care who sees us.”  
 
      
 
    At this point, her tired and horny pussy was doing all the talking. The vibrator did a wonderful job getting her started, but Mikayla needed a hard cock to truly satisfy her desires. With her and Fabian coming to an understanding in the car, there was no longer any seed of doubt or guilt. She could finally let herself be the little slut she was born to be. 
 
      
 
    The familiar head of his cock pressed against Mikayla’s soaked slit. She looked back over her shoulder to see the man’s pants down to the middle of his thighs, letting his rock hard cock loose. “Shit…” She stammered. In the light of day, it looked so much bigger and juicer than before. She wiggled her ass, letting the cock slap against her thighs. “Put it in, daddy.” 
 
      
 
    The man grimaced, one hand dug into her hips, and the other grabbed her hair by the roots. He pulled her head, Mikayla jolted upwards, her tits bouncing. 
 
    “Beg. Slut.” He snarled. 
 
    “P-please daddy. Fuck my teen slit with your cock. Please!” She whimpered. 
 
    The sounds of the crowd all drowned out. It was only the two of them there, as far as she was concerned. 
 
    “Good.” Fabian said, spitting into her gaping mouth.  
 
    Mikayla gleefully swallowed it down, growing even wetter at the man’s taste, if that were possible. 
 
      
 
    As he slid his hard cock down inside her teen pussy, Mikayla’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. “O-ohhhh…” She moaned softly. 
 
    She bit her trembling lip as the cock pushed all the way in. Despite the wetness, she was still tight.  
 
    Fabian held his cock inside her, sliding his hand from her hips to her tit.  
 
    He messaged her breast and pinched her nipple as his cock twitched inside. “You like that, slut? You like daddy’s cock?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes.” She could barely talk, “I-I love it. D-daddy.” 
 
    Fabian pushed her head back down into the dirt, Mikayla gasped.  
 
    He mounted her like a horse, sliding his cock out before pushing it back inside her spilling pussy. 
 
    His hips pushed her into the dirt as he fucked her like a jackhammer, grool spilling out everywhere. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, ah! Oh, fuck fuck fuck!” She cried out, not caring as to who might hear.  
 
    Her hands tried to stabilize her, but there was nothing to hold on to. Mikayla’s face rubbed against the dirt as she gaped from breath. Her feet kicked wildly, but Fabian held her down.  
 
    “Take it slut, you dirty little thing.” He said, his hand groping her tits. “I’ll use your tight, teen body how I like.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes daddy!” She cried out, her heading running wild. 
 
    Her clit was electric, her mouth gaped open as Mikayla could feel the orgasm coming. But before she could finish, Fabian once again grabbed her by the hips.  
 
    He spun her dainty little body around like a doll, slamming her back into the dirt.  
 
      
 
    Mikayla looked up at the man, both of them panting wildly. He still had his clothes on, but she could imagine the sculpted body underneath.  
 
    Fabian grabbed her ankles, lifting her legs up and over her head. She grabbed the underside of her own ass, as she bent her legs down beside her head. Mikayla was always a flexible girl, now was the perfect time to put that to use.  
 
    The sweet smell of her pussy fluttered into her nose, the aura of her grool was intoxicating.  
 
      
 
    Fabian shoved his filthy cock back inside, no foreplay needed. Mikayla groaned, messaging her own ass as the man continued to abuse her tight slit. 
 
    She moaned loudly, the only thoughts going through her head were that of ecstasy and pleasure. Nothing else mattered. 
 
      
 
    She let go of her thighs, lowering her legs and wrapping them around his waist, pulling the man even deeper inside her. “Cum in me, daddy. I want your thick load.” She begged. “Oh please! Make me yours.” 
 
      
 
    That was all it took. 
 
    Fabian groaned, rubbing his body against hers. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla quivered as the thick, hot cum filled her slit.  
 
    Her legs collapsed onto the ground as the man rolled off her.  
 
    Mikayla caught her breath, a smile crossing her lips. As she laid out on the cold ground, she could feel his seed ooze out. Her hand reached down, playing with his cum as her tired slit pushed it out.  
 
      
 
    The girl rose onto her ass. She looked over at Fabian who was also panting.  
 
    “Well, that was something else.” She laughed, staring down at the state of her. 
 
    She was covered in sweat, grool, dirt, and cum. And she couldn’t have been happier. 
 
      
 
    “Stay here. I’ll go and get some towels or something.” Fabian said stumbling to his feet.  
 
    Mikayla grabbed his hand. “No, the snow pants will hide the filth. It’s okay.” 
 
      
 
    Fabian frowned. “You want to spend the whole day covered in filth?” 
 
    “Not the whole day, I’ll shower after we go skiing. I just enjoy the thought of being yours.”  
 
    The man laughed, “You really are a slut.” 
 
      
 
    She winked at him, before stumbling to her feet herself.  
 
    The panties were in a terrible state. Her white grool was hard and cold, and slipping them overtop her wet body was uncomfortable to say the least. Though the attached vibrator once again fell snug between her pussy lips, fitting like a glove. 
 
      
 
    Her snow pants did do a good job hiding the evidence of their fun, the wet spot was hardly noticeable with all the snow and dirt. 
 
    She tossed the jacket back on and the two of them walked back down towards the crowd. With each step Mikayla took, the wetness underneath sloshed around, causing her to blush. The cold air would make for a convenient excuse for her pink cheeks. 
 
      
 
    Some people in the crowd gave them a second look, though it might have been because they made an attractive couple. While Mikayla couldn’t be sure, it was unlikely that anyone had seen them rolling around in the forest. Though the thought that perhaps one or two people watched made her grin. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla’s mother was already in the car as the two approached. Fabian opened the door for her, as Mikayla climbed in the back. 
 
    “There you two are. I was wondering where you went.” 
 
    “Sorry mom, I was feeling a bit car sick and needed some air.” 
 
    Her mother turned around, smiling. “Well I hope you are feeling better.” 
 
    “I sure am. Fabian helped out.” 
 
      
 
    The man climbed into the driver’s seat and started the car. The rest of the ride was a lot better than the first bit. All three of them chatted, joked, and laughed like a real family. The arrangement between Mikayla and Fabian seemed to have torn down some unspoken barriers, and now the two of them got along like old pals. 
 
      
 
    Mikayla stared out the window, thinking of all the fun that she and Fabian could get into now. Thinking about her new life with her mother. 
 
    As if on que, the stone inside her pussy started buzzing. The vibrator turned on, and Mikayla stiffed a yelp. She squeezed her knees together to muffle any noise and blushed as she noticed Fabian grinning at her through the rearview mirror. He had one hand on the steering wheel, and the other in his jacket pocket. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes fell on her mother. The older woman had her eyes fixated on the scenery outside, not even a twinge of suspicion.  
 
    Mikayla pressed down on the crotch of her pants, pushing the vibrator even further down inside her used pussy.  
 
    She bit her lip, trying to control her breathing. It would be difficult keeping this all from her mother. But it would be worth it, for both of them. 
 
      
 
    Inconspicuously, Mikayla lifted her puffer jacket, a bit, enough to only tease her mid-drift. Her hand snuck down beneath the waist of her pants as her eyes locked on to Fabian’s. 
 
    The man smiled deviously, as did Mikayla. 
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    Claire scoffed, tossing her pencil to the side. She leaned back in her chair, letting her wavy blonde locks flow down the backrest. 
 
    “I’m never going to get this, chemistry and I don’t mix.” She shouted.  
 
    Mr Jay looked up from his desk, smirking. “Claire. You just need to apply yourself. You’re a smart girl, I’ve seen it, keep trying to get those questions, you have all the knowledge you need.” 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. She was 21-years-old and a college freshman, she should be out partying and having fun with her friends, not studying for a class she was destined to fail. Though failure wasn’t an option, unless she wanted to fail her freshman semester and have to do another semester of chemistry. 
 
    She stared out the window at the vibrant spring sky. School ended two hours ago and here she was, sitting in class by herself. Mr Jay was nice enough to let her stay and get extra help, though wasn’t nice enough to bump Claire a few percentage points in order to pass his class.  
 
    “Can’t I just do some extra credit assignment or something? I just need a few extra marks to pass…” She huffed, flaunting her signature puppy dog eyes. The watery blue eyes and soft, quivering lips usually got the job done. Usually.  
 
    Mr Jay sat stone faced, staring right at her. The man was old, like in his 50s old. Though he didn’t look it, he must have had his fair share of pretty girls try to get some extra grades out of him. “If you get at least a C- on the upcoming final, you pass. Should be easy if you study what I tell you to.”  
 
    Claire scoffed, her puppy dog eyes turning to daggers. She glanced back down at her notes, they were jumbled and barely legible, let alone comprehensible.  
 
    She pushed her chair back and stood up, stretching to the ceiling. Her tight top pulled up, teasing her mid-drift. She noticed Mr Jay steal a glance before returning to his work.  
 
    Well, I guess he is straight.  
 
    Claire thought, still wondering if she could flirt her way to a better grade instead.  
 
    Though the wedding ring on his finger may prove difficult. 
 
    Boys usually melted like puddy in her hands, letting Claire coast through most problems in life. Though, a less gullible, older man might be more of a challenge than Claire was up for. 
 
    “I’m going to use the bathroom.” She said, walking towards the door. 
 
    Mr Jay nodded his head, stealing yet another glance at her ass as she walked by. 
 
    Claire smirked, she knew there was a reason she dressed so provocatively. She loved the attention, sure, but she loved being able to manipulate those poor love-struck boys even more. 
 
    Her short skirt and tight top was the perfect outfit for that. 
 
    Claire finished up in the bathroom, and decided to fix herself up in the mirror before giving Mr Jay another shot. 
 
    Her golden hair flowed down like a river to her shoulder blades, and her white shirt pressed snugly against her body, accentuating her firm and perky tits. As usual, she didn’t wear a bra, letting her pink nipples tease against the fabric. 
 
    Her black skirt was nothing special, though Claire loved how when she bent over, it would ride up her thigh and tease her pink thong.  
 
    She left her coat in her locker, only getting it when a stuck-up teacher told her to wear something a bit more school appropriate, though she was an adult now, and didn’t really care for being told how to dress herself. 
 
    After a full semester of this, the teachers mostly let her go with a disapproving scoff. 
 
    Claire returned to the classroom, Mr Jay was still working away on his computer not even acknowledging her return. Though as she sat down across from him, she caught him glance her way more than a few times. 
 
    Grabbing her practice questions, Claire rose to her feet and walked up to Mr Jay. She rounded the desk and squatted down beside his lap. “This question is a bit confusing.” She said in a hushed toned.  
 
    The heat began to emanate off his body, she could see the beads of sweat on his forehead as his eyes tried to focus on the page, and not her tantalizing cleavage. 
 
    Claire smirked, he might be older and married, but Mr Jay was a boy after all. 
 
    “It’s just… This stuff is so confusing.” She huffed, flashing her signature doe eyes. They seemed to be doing the trick this time around. 
 
    “W-well. Let me see…” Mr Jay stumbled over his words. Causing Claire to smirk devilishly. I win again. She thought, watching the struggle in his eyes. 
 
    “Is there any way, any way at all that I can get some extra credit? Getting a C- on my final is going to be so hard.” She batted her eyelashes. 
 
    “Unfortunately, I can’t give you credit without giving the rest of the class any. It would be unfair” Mr Jay said, the blush disappearing from his cheeks. 
 
    Time to up the ante. 
 
    Claire took a deep breath, about to do something she never imagined. Though desperate times called for desperate measures.  
 
    Her hand slowly inched onto his lap. At first Mr Jay recoiled his leg, but Claire kept her delicate fingers around his thigh. She glanced up. Mr Jay was red as a beat, she could see his mind racing. 
 
    “It’s okay.” She whispered, the corners of her mouth curling into a smile. “We can work something out. It’ll be our little secret.” 
 
    Mr Jay relaxed his tense muscles, his eyes darting from Clair’s tits to the classroom door. 
 
    It was well past the end of the day, the school would be mostly empty, and they were hidden from the window into the hallway. 
 
    It was just the two of them. 
 
    Claire’s hand began to slide over his thigh, towards his crotch. She could see the bulge form underneath his black dress pants, pressing up between his legs.  
 
    A wetness was growing between her own legs. She loved using her beauty and feminine charm to get what she wants, so what if she gets a little horny herself? 
 
    She leaned back, turning Mr Jay’s chair until he was facing her, as the little schoolgirl was knelt down between his legs. 
 
    “Maybe if you can do me a favor, and keep it between us. I can do the same for you? 
 
    She whispered, leaning her face closer and closer to his bulging crotch. 
 
    The reluctance on his face was clear as day, but not even Mr Jay could resist the temptation of a beautiful blonde slut down between his knees. 
 
    “Perhaps we can.” He finally said, succumbing to his desires. 
 
    Claire smiled, “Good.” 
 
    Her hands ran up and down the man’s legs, she could feel his anxiety as his heel tapped against the cold floor. 
“It’s okay. Daddy.” She whispered, her hands undoing his belt buckle. “Lean back and relax. I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Mr Jay did as he was told, his fingers ran up Claire’s arm and through her hair as she began to tease his cock. 
 
    “I always knew you were a little slut,” Mr Jay scoffed, “Such a pretty little thing.” 
 
    “Thank you, daddy.” Claire ginned, shimmying his pants down to his knees. A wet spot already stained his white underpants where the head of his cock pushed up against.  
 
    “I’ve never had a teacher’s cock before.” She said, messaging it over his underwear. “I can’t wait to taste it.” 
 
    She reached down underneath the waistband and grabbed hold of his thick cock. Slowly, Claire pulled it out.  
 
    The thing throbbed in her grip. It was spotty and wrinkled, and a bundle of gross pubes covered the base and inched up the shaft. But Claire didn’t care, she just wanted the grades.  
 
    “Woah…” She said, genuinely surprised by the length of it. Mr. Jay’s cock wasn’t pretty, but it was big. 
 
    She leaned closer. Her hands stroking it up and down. The thing twitched as her hot breath landed on the tip. But before she could put the cock in her mouth, Mr Jay pushed her off.  
 
    “First, take your tits out.” He commanded.  
 
    Claire leaned back, resting her ass on the heels of her feet. “Yes, daddy. Of course sir.” She said, grabbing the bottom of her white shirt. 
 
    The air in the room was hot and heavy, and Claire was beginning to feel a bit stuffy, so she was more than okay taking her shirt off. 
 
    In a single motion, she pulled the fabric over her head, letting her firm tits bounce free. 
 
    Mr Jay eyed them like candy, licking his lips. “They look even better than I imagined.” 
 
    Claire snickered. “You imagine them often?” 
 
    “Of course. You are such a little tease in class, how can I not? What a beautiful pair of teen tits.” 
 
    He took one in his hand, groping her roughly. Claire bared the pain as Mr Jay pinched her pink nipple and dug his fingers into her delicate skin. 
 
    She wasn’t busty, by any means, but her tits were shapely and firm. Most boys were enamored by them, and because they were small enough, she could go by not wearing a bra. Which drew even more eyes. She loved the attention that her tits drew. 
 
    Mr Jay’s cock was hard as diamonds, pointing straight up at the sky, twitching as his hands touched her bare and sweaty body. 
 
    “Good. Now suck me.” He commanded, leaning back and spreading his knees. 
 
    Claire positioned herself between them, and grabbed his cock by the base, pushing back his gray pubes.  
 
    Slowly, she opened wide, draping her tongue out.  
 
    The cock slid in effortlessly.  
 
    Mr Jay moaned softly as Claire’s tongue ran up and down the shaft. The thing tasted of sweat and wasn’t pleasant at all, but Claire didn’t really care. She was a pro at this, to say the least.  
 
    It didn’t take long for the head of the cock to hit the back of her throat. Spit dripped out of her mouth onto her bare tit as she began to bob her head up and down. The cock was nice as wet, and the pubes tickled her nose as Claire continued to suck it. 
 
    Mr Jay put his hand on the back of her head, urging her down more. Claire gagged, the cock slipping down her throat as Mr Jay pushed harder. “Take it all, little slut.”              He said. 
 
    Her eyes began to water causing tears of black mascara to run down her cheeks. But Claire wasn’t a quitter. With her nose pressed against his stomach and her wet chin resting against his balls, Claire took it all. 
 
    Finally, the man let go of her head. Claire threw her head back coughing, spitting up the buildup on to her chest. “F-fuck…” She muttered, wiping her face clean of spit and tears.  
 
    The cock was a mess, spit dripped off it onto the floor, as his pubes were lathered in the filth. 
 
    But she wasn’t done yet. 
 
    Claire grabbed hold of the slippery cock, stroking it sensually as she kissed it up and down.  
 
    “God. You’re so big.” She muttered between kisses.  
 
    Mr Jay laughed, running his hands over her body, “nothing like the 21-year-old boys that you’re used to, eh?” 
 
    Claire once again took the entire cock inside her warm mouth, sucking it like a lollipop. She was beginning to like the taste of it on her tongue, though it might have been her wet pussy talking. The idea of her sucking her teacher’s cock was almost too much to bare. 
 
    Her pussy quivered each time the cock slipped in and out of her mouth. A soft moan escaped her lips each time the cock hit the back of her throat. Her own wetness was beginning to run down her thigh. The thin strand of her thong wasn’t enough to keep it back. 
 
    Mr Jay groaned, raising to his feet. His big hands clamped either side of Claire’s head as the man planted his feet into the ground. “Now take this, slut.” He muttered. 
 
    He began to thrust his hips, holding Claire’s head in place. 
 
    All she could do was open her mouth and stick out her tongue, letting her spit drip down all over her sweaty body. 
 
    Mr Jay’s slow thrusts picked up speed. His cock plunged in and out of her open mouth like a jackhammer. All she could do was take it.  
 
    Claire grabbed onto his hairy thigh as Mr Jay used her mouth like a fuck toy.  
 
    She could barely breathe as the cock filled her mouth. The man grabbed her hair, gripping it in his fists. Claire’s face was pressed against his stomach. Her nails dug into his leg as he kept her pressed against his body.               
 
    She could feel the cock throb, about to burst. Squeezing her tear filled eyes shut, Claire braced for what would come next. 
 
    Mr Jay groaned, and with one final twitch of his cock, a hot, thick blast of salty cum filled her mouth. 
 
    He let go of her hair, letting Claire jolt her head away in disgust. The build-up of spit and cum in her mouth was overbearing, a bit of the filthy concoction spilled out the corners onto her skirt and tits. The rest of it coated her tongue, spilling down into her throat.  
 
    She closed her eyes and swallowed it all, gagging as it slide down into her stomach. 
 
    The salty taste lingered on her tongue, but it was far from her first time experiencing that taste. She grinned and stuck out her tongue for Mr Jay, who collapsed exhausted in his chair. His hand petted her head like a dog, “You really are a good girl, my goodness…”  
 
    Claire snickered. “Thank you, daddy.” 
 
    She wiped up her face the best she could. “But now it’s time for you to hold up your end of the deal.” 
 
    Mr Jay huffed. “Fine.” 
 
    Claire winked and stumbled up to her feet. The filth dripping off her bare body onto her skirt. She didn’t mind, in fact Claire preferred to walk home covered in it. A reminder of yet another victory.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As usual, Claire cleaned up with an extra long shower after her fun with Mr Jay. Wrapping herself with a towel, Claire kicked up her feet on the couch and planned to watch some TV for the rest of the evening.  
 
    Mr Jay would surly keep up his end of the deal, lest Claire goes and spills their little ordeal to the principal. While it would be her word against his, it wouldn’t be worth the hassle for Mr Jay to not just give her a passing grade.  
 
    With all her worries out the window, Claire was more than ready to have a nice evening of rest and relaxation, especially since her parents were gone on a business trip for the next week. 
 
    Her hair was still damp, and the towel was still wrapped around her body before Claire’s phone started to buzz.  
 
    It was her best friend, Tiffany. 
 
    “Hello?” Claire asked, half her attention focused on the reality show playing on the TV. 
 
    “Claire! You free tonight?” Tiffany asked in her bubbly, high-pitched voice. 
 
    Claire contemplated lying, she was feeling a bit tired and wanted to stay in, but Tiffany knew her well enough to sniff out a lie. “Yup. I have nothing going on.”  
 
    “Cool, well Alex from the football team just found out he is getting a full ride scholarship next year for college.” 
 
    “... Okay? Good for him, I guess?” Claire replied. She and the Alex weren’t really on great terms since she broke up with him at the beginning of the year. 
 
    “He’s throwing a party to celebrate! Please please please come!” Tiffany begged. 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. The last thing she wanted to do was go to her ex’s party. “I don’t know Tiff, I think it might be a bit weird. I barely ever talk with him.” 
 
    “Who cares? Everyone is invited, it’ll be packed, you’ll barely see him.”  
 
    If everyone was invited, why was this the first Claire was hearing about it, she wondered. 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe. I’m a bit tired.” 
 
    “Quit being such a grandma! Have some fun for once. I’ll be at your place in an hour, we can walk over together!”  
 
    Before Claire to come up with another excuse, Tiffany hung up the phone.  
 
    Claire signed, throwing her head back on the cushion.  
 
    Who knows, maybe it will be fun?  
 
    She had cause to celebrate as well, even though she couldn’t brag about sucking Mr Jay off.  
 
    She was so worried about Chemistry, that she barely got to hang out and have fun.  
 
    Mustering up all her energy, Claire groaned and got up off the couch, tossing the towel around her body into the hamper as she walked naked to her room.  
 
    She only had an hour, and if she was going to show up to her ex-boyfriend’s party, she was going to show up in style. 
 
    Claire smirked as she inspected her closet, Alex had always put her down, he was an asshole who cheated and degraded Claire, not it was her turn to steal the show.  
 
    She put on a slutty black g-string, so thin that the fabric of it snug deep inside the lips of her pussy and buried itself inside her ass. Her miniskirt was barely even that. The frill of the skirt only went down to mid-thigh, and is she were to bend over her entire ass would be visible to the lucky people behind her.  
 
    Her top was a sleeveless,  sheer, black lace corset, almost entirely see through from her chest down to her belly. Just the way Claire liked it. 
 
     The black of her outfit contrasted perfectly against her pale skin, and blonde hair, which she elected to let flow down her back. 
 
    Claire tossed on some black stockings to complete the outfit.  
 
    She inspected herself in the mirror, any movement whatsoever would sway up her skirt and flash everybody, and it didn’t take a close look at all to see her nipples or bare body  beneath the sheer of the corset.  
 
    Even this might have been a bit much for Claire, she had a slutty reputation, but this seemed excessive. Still, her provocatively was she was celebrating, so might as well flaunt it. 
 
    Tiffany came right on time, as usual. 
 
    Claire ran down the stairs to open the door. “Tiff! You look adorable!” She commented. 
 
    Tiff was a beautiful and shy Korean girl, who all the boys fawned over. Not like they did for Claire, they actually loved Tiffany’s bubbly and kind personality, and didn’t just want her for her body.  
 
    The girl’s jaw dropped as she entered, “Oh my! Claire, you look stunning. So much for feeling tired!”  
 
    Claire blushed, Tiffany was a sweetheart and a thoroughly wholesome girl. It was a wonder how they were such good friends.  
 
    Tiff wore fitted blue jeans and a white t-shirt that cropped off at the stomach. Her tits were quite a bit bigger than Claire’s, so the girl had a bra on underneath. A loose cardigan draped over top finished the outfit. 
 
    “I wish I could wear something like this…” Tiffany said, inspecting the sheer of Claire’s corset. “I could NEVER pull it off.” 
 
    Claire tilted her head, “You absolutely could.” She huffed. Her friend was beautiful, but had trouble expressing herself. Living in a strict household would do that to a girl, though Tiffany had always expressed interest in dressing a bit naughtier.  
 
    Claire grinned. “Let's find something else for you to put on. Something a bit more risqué” She grabbed Tiff by the hand and pulled her upstairs before she could back out.  
 
    “Um, Claire! I don’t think this is a good idea. My parents wouldn’t like me coming home dressed in something dirty.” She whimpered as Claire parsed through her closet. 
 
    “Nonsense, you can stay here tonight.”  
 
    “B-but-”  
 
    Before she could finish, Claire tossed her a tube top. “Put that on, tell me what you think.” Claire insisted. 
 
    Tiffany was as red as the sun. “T-this? This is pretty much nothing!” 
 
    She wasn’t wrong, the tube top was nothing more than a piece of white fabric, intended to cover the bust.  
 
    “It’s sexy, and it’ll look good with your body.” 
 
    Tiffany resisted but Claire insisted even harder.  
 
    Tiffany was blushing like a tomato as her trembling hands slipped off her cardigan, and then her top. Her fingers fiddled with the strap of her bra, as she looked at Claire nervously.  
 
    Claire smiled, nodding and urging Tiffany to try.  
 
    She did. Unclipping her bra, it fell to the floor.  
 
    As Tiffany tried to straighten out the tube top, Claire got a look at her best friend's body. The girl was angelic, her slim and toned stomach was something every girl was envious of, and her tits even more so. 
 
    They weren’t as big as Claire remembered, but they were firm and shapely, and her dark nipples matched her hair perfectly. 
 
    Tiffany finally slid into the tube top, the thin white fabric pressed her tits back against her body.  
 
    “W-well?” She asked nervously.  
 
    Claire’s jaw dropped. The fabric of the tube top allowed her dark nipples to peer through, and with the rest of her body exposed, each curve could be fully appreciated. 
 
    “Woah…” Claire muttered. 
 
    Her friend laughed, “Please, you are the most beautiful girl I know, you don’t get to speak.” 
 
    Claire might have had a similar body, but Tiffany’s personality blew hers out of the water. Tiff also attracted a lot better breed of man. The nice, respectful kind, while Claire only got losers.  
 
    Though there was nobody to blame but herself, she always went for jocks and players, never giving the shy kid a chance like Tiffany always did. Claire hated to admit it, but they attracted the type of guy that they deserved. Perhaps a few more months at college would change her for the better. 
 
    Tiffany agreed to wearing the tube top, but stood her ground against wearing a short skirt. Claire didn’t press that, the tube top and jeans were a good look. 
 
    “Hurry, we are gonna be late!” Tiffany grabbed Claire by the arm and dragged her out to the spring evening.  
 
    The wind was gentle, and the air was cool. The feeling of it against her bare skin was wonderful.  
 
    The two old friends chatted the entire way, talking about how much fun they were going to have in college this year. They had decided on being roommates ever since high school, despite the fact that Claire was going into acting while Tiffany was studying to be an engineer.  
 
    It didn’t take long until they reached Alex’s house, or more accurately, his mansion.  
 
    The kid was loaded and lived on the top of a privately gated hill.  
 
    Kids spilled all over the hill and down the road to his estate, Tiffany had said the whole school was invited, but it looked like the whole town had shown up. Kids that she had never even seen before stumbled around the streets drunk as the two girls slipped by.  
 
    Inside was even worse. 
 
    Drunk kids spilled into the foyer and cramped the doorway, the two girls squeezed their way in, barely able to think straight with the yelling and obnoxiously loud music. 
 
    Tiffany squeezed Claire’s hand as they scurried through the crowd to somewhere a bit more relaxed. 
 
    The backyard seemed to be that place. Alex’s backyard was the biggest she’d ever seen, with the summer nearly in full flight the pool was open and scantily clad students were enjoying the cool water. 
 
    Despite the dark, strung up lights illuminated the vast yard. 
 
    “Claire?” A voice called out as the two girls circled around the pool. 
 
    “Oh… Hey. Alex.” Claire forced a grin, though diving into the water and drowning seemed like a preferred alternative to talking to the kid, especially since he was wasted. 
 
    Alex stumbled over, wearing his swim trunks and with an empty bottle of soda. The boy didn’t drink, he preferred to say sober and focus on football, which evidently paid off. Claire also didn’t drink, she hated the taste and figured she didn’t need the extra calories.
“I’ll-uh, go get us some drinks, soda for you right?.” Tiffany said, before hurrying back inside, abandoning Claire to deal with Alex alone.  
 
    “You look smoking, holy shit.” Alex said, staring at Claire like a vulture. The shaggy headed kid didn’t look too bad himself, to Claire’s chagrin. He still had his six-pack and his dimples pushed back when he smiled.  
 
    “Thanks. You as well. I figured that I’d just stop by, hope that’s okay.” She said, suddenly very self-conscious about the outfit she chose to wear. 
 
    “Yeah, of course! Happy you brought your bombshell friend along, she’s a babe.” Alex said with his signature grin.  
 
    Claire bit her tongue, she didn’t want to cause a scene. He looked the same, and apparently he was still the same asshole.  
 
    “Anyway, I should go find her.” Claire said, ducking away before Alex could interject. As she walked back inside, she could feel Alex’s glare. She knew that the kid was eyeing her like fresh meat. He fingers grabbed the frill of her dress and held it down, so that it doesn’t flutter up and give him a peek of her ass. 
 
    Once she was inside, the crowd and noise didn’t seem so bad. Even as the bodies bumped into her, it was better than having to be polite to Alex. 
 
    Claire saw the table of filled with alcohol across the living room, which had turned into a makeshift dance floor. All the furniture was pushed to the side, and the middle was a sweaty mosh spit of dancing kids. 
 
    Putting her head down, Claire began to make her way through the crowd. She felt like a little sail boat being tossed by the waves. Handsy waves.  
 
    The boys dancing were getting a bit too friendly, wrapping their sweaty arms around her waist or gabbing her hips. She struggled to push them all off her, but managed to elbow one in the gut hard enough to buy some space for her to sneak through. 
 
    Finally, getting a bit of a breather, Claire looked around for her friend. The party was so full that Tiffany was nowhere to be found. 
 
    With a defeated sigh, Claire grabbed a soda and guzzled it down. 
 
    “Hey, Claire?” A voice rose over the booming music. 
 
    Claire turned her head to see Elijah. The shy kid from her English class sauntered over, holding onto her soda with two hands. Claire tiled her head, grinning. This was not Elijah’s scene at all, the sweet kid was also more of the Dungeons and Dragons type than the party type. “Hey! What are you doing here Elijah? 
 
    “Oh you know, figured I should go to at least one party before I graduated.” The kid laughed, even with his darker skin the blush seeped into his cheeks. 
 
    Claire laughed. “Good for you! I’m happy to see you here, you look great.” 
 
    Though she was happy to see him, he didn’t dress to impress. The boy wore a normal pair of blue jeans and a polo shirt that looked like his mom picked out.  
 
    “Thanks. You look nice, er- I mean you look beautiful.” He stumbled, his eyes frantically trying to avoid her see-though top. 
 
    Claire smiled, touching his arm. “Thanks. I’m really happy to see you here.” 
 
    Elijah was always a nervous kid, but was hilarious once you got to know him. Claire had always wanted to be better friends, but whenever she tried to talk to him, he would act like a scared squirrel.  
 
    Claire urged him onto the dance floor. At first Elijah resisted, but as Claire urged him on, the boy eventually loosened up. 
 
    More drunk classmates joined them, and Claire was having more fun than she ever could imagine.  
 
    “Hey!” She shouted in Elijah’s ear as the song died down, “Want to go take a dip outside?” She asked. The heat of the poorly ventilated living room was starting to get to her head. 
 
    Elijah nodded, letting Claire take him by the hand and lead him outside.  
 
    The cool spring breeze was magical. Claire lifted her head and inhaled it until her lungs were about to burst. She hadn’t realized how tired she had gotten, but was feeling it now. The pool looked tantalizing, teasing her in with its vibrant blue shimmer. 
 
    “Fuck.” She whispered. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”  
 
    Elijah laughed, “yeah, neither did I.”  
 
    The backyard was a bit less crowded now. As the evening turned into night, the mass crowd of people thinned out a bit, though the party was still far from over. 
 
    “I really want to get in that pool. Maybe I can run home, it’s only a few blocks-” Before Claire could finish, her jaw dropped. 
 
    Right there in front of her very eyes, was Tiffany.  
 
    The girl had her arms wrapped around a boy, and her tongue was buried in his mouth. Normally this would mean nothing, but that boy was Alex. 
 
    Claire couldn’t believe it, all the thoughts evaporated out of her head like steam as she watched the two of them go at it. Tiffany had her leg up and wrapped around his waist, while his hands were down in her pants, groping her ass. Her tube top was pulled up as well, letting Tiffany’s nipple peer out underneath.  
 
    Claire wanted to vomit.  
 
    Her entire body began to shiver, she could stop it. Her mind racing in a billion directions, though she couldn’t seem to focus on a single thought. 
 
    “C-Claire?” Elijah said, touching her shoulder softly. “You okay?”  
 
    She wasn’t, the more she watched the two of them go at it, the more emotion she felt. Before long the thousands of emotions bubbled down to a single one. 
 
    Anger. 
 
    She stormed inside, leaving Elijah bewildered. 
 
    The crowds and music inside were a blur, all Claire could see was red. Her heart felt like it had been mauled by a wild dog, and she couldn’t help the tears falling out of her eyes.  
 
    She stormed through the house, dashing into the bathroom right as a drunk girl stumbled out. Claire needed a place to herself, somewhere to think and compose.  
 
    By the time she faced herself in the mirror, the tears were already streaking down her cheeks. Her eyes were red, and she couldn’t keep her bottom lip from trembling.  
 
    Tiffany was her best friend, and she of all people knew how Alex treated Claire in their relationship.  
 
    She fell to her knees, her stockings sliding on the floor. Claire turned over onto her butt, planting it on the cold tile, and her back against the cabinet. She just sat there. 
 
    A knock on the door grabbed her attention, she wiped the tears from her cheeks and cleared her throat. “Occupied.” She called out, but it came out more of a croak. 
 
    “Claire? Are you okay in there?” Elijah’s friendly voice shouted back. His presence was soothing, like a warm blanket.  
 
    “Yeah… Yeah, I’m fine.” She lied. “I’ll just be a moment.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” He asked, “May I come in.” 
 
    Claire thought about coming up with some sort of excuse, but truthfully, she could use a real friend.  
 
    Reluctantly, she opened the door. “Hey…” She said, trying her hardest to force a smile. Her lips curled a bit, but that was all. 
 
    Elijah frowned, slipping into the slightly opened door before closing it behind him. 
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    Claire didn’t want to say. She still was having trouble believing her own eyes.  
 
    “I… I just…” Her head couldn’t put her feelings into words. She felt like screaming but didn’t her mouth was paralyzed. 
 
    She looked up at Elijah, the sweet kid was leaning in close, a genuine look of concern across his face. 
 
    Claire might not have been able to put her feelings into words, but she could put them into action.  
 
    Her hand reached up, wrapping around to the back of Elijah’s neck. And she pulled him in. 
 
    The two kissed, their lips locked as they softly moaned into each other’s mouths.  
 
    Claire’s broken heart began to flutter, as the pain of the betrayal melted from her head. 
 
    They pulled back. Elijah’s were wide, and his head seemed to still be processing it all, Claire smiled at his bewildered expression. 
 
    “C-C-Claire? I don’t under-” Before he could finish, Claire went in for another kiss, pushing his tongue even deeper into his mouth. 
 
    When she pulled away, strands of spit connected them like bridges. “Shut up and fuck me.” She said, pulling his body close. Her hands grabbed the bottom of his shirt, and standing on her tippy-toes she managed to yank it over his head.  
 
    The boy had a pretty unremarkable body, but for once, she didn’t care. Her lips began to kiss him from the lips down to his stomach, as she slipped to her knees. 
 
    Elijah’s body trembled as Claire slid her hands down his torso, towards the belt of his jeans. 
 
    She quickly undid his jeans, pulling them down to his ankles. His boxers were about to tear, she could see the cock begging to be let loose. Claire’s mouth watered, as did her pussy.  
 
    She kissed it from overtop the fabric of his boxers, her pretty blue eyes staring right up at him.  
 
    Elijah was still shaking, but she could see the eagerness in his eyes, and from the twitching of his cock, the eagerness in that as well. 
 
    The sounds of the party outside died down as her mind focused, it was just the two of them now.  
 
    Claire had always gone for the bad boys, and it always led to heartbreak, maybe now was the time to switch to something a little different.  
 
    She pulled the elastic of his boxers and reached in, grabbing a hold of his throbbing cock. Claire’s mouth dropped as she pulled it out. A thick, dark, throbbing cock stared right at her, dripping with pre-cum. 
 
    “Holy…” She whispered. Elijah’s cock was huge. “I can’t believe you’ve been hiding this the entire time I’ve known you.”  
 
    Elijah laughed, “trust me, I’ve always wanted you to find out.” 
 
    Claire grinned, biting her lips. She adjusted herself on the floor. Her hand ran up and down the thick, veiny shaft of Elijah’s cock, spilling more pre-cum down her wrist. 
 
    Claire gleefully licked it up, the saltiness coated her tongue.  
 
    A cock this big was something she had never experienced, Claire didn’t even know where to start. 
 
    She opened her mouth, wrapping her lips around the head. Elijah moaned, his cock twitching as her warm breath teased him. Her tongue lashed against the head, as her hand continued to stroke.  
 
    Claire could feel herself get hot and heavy, even the slutty corset was beginning to feel restrictive and overpowering. She could feel the bathroom grow damp as their breathing picked up and their bodies sweating.  
 
    Slowly, Claire pushed forward, taking more of the cock into her wet mouth. She squeezed her eyes shut as the thick shaft slid past her lips and tongue.  
 
    Elijah threw his head back, grabbing Claire by her hair and groaning. As the head of his cock hit the back of her throat, there was still more cock to go. 
 
    Her petite, wet mouth wasn’t big enough to take all of him. Even as Claire adjusted her stance, grabbing his thighs, she couldn’t take it all.  
 
    Claire threw her head back, gagging. Spit trailed down her chin onto her chest as she struggled to breath in the heavy room.  
 
    “Fuck. You’re too big.” She muttered, spitting up the excess saliva onto the floor.  
 
    Elijah snickered. “It’s okay, even that felt amazing. Thank you baby.” He let go of her hair, knelt down and kissed her. Their tongues embracing.  
 
    By now, Claire’s pussy was sopping wet. She had always had a tight slit, no matter how many guys she fucked, and right now it was begging to be filled.  
 
    Claire grabbed Elijah’s hands with her own, intertwining their fingers. She stood and pulled him up with her. The boy stood a full head taller than her, she could feel his heart beat fast as she leaned into his body. “Can you help take this off?” She said, tugging at her corset. 
 
    Elijah nodded like a giddy schoolboy, Claire laughed and spun on her heels, grabbing her hair and pushing it to the side. Elijah fiddled with the back zipper and hooks, clearly unsure of what he was doing.  
 
    Eventually he got it, and pulled the zipper down. The fabric dropped like a feather onto the floor.  
 
    Claire spun again, blushing as Elijah gawked at her naked, trembling body. “Wow… Y-you’re beautiful.”  
 
    The comment made her swoon. She wiggled her hips, grabbing her skirt and teasing it down her legs until it met her corset on the floor.  
 
    Stepping back, she let Elijah get a better look, spinning so that he could take it all in. Her pencil thin thong was engulfed in her pussy, now so wet that her grool was running down her thigh.  
 
    “Now fuck me.” She said again, in an innocent voice.  
 
    Elijah didn’t need to be asked again, the boy leapt forward, embracing her body. They kissed wildly, hands running up and down one another’s bare bodies. His cock rubbed against her inner thigh, causing Claire’s pussy to quiver. She moaned, panting wildly. She couldn’t control herself, at this point her pussy was doing all the thinking.  
 
    Claire inched back onto the sink counter, hopping onto it. Her ass planted on the tile as she shimmied back, placing her back against the bathroom mirror. She lifted her legs and wrapped her toes around the edge of the counter.  
 
    Her stockings were dark with sweat by now, and her entire body trembled. Claire spread her knees, letting the heavy air hit her wet pussy and thong.  
 
    Elijah got the message, leaning in he grabbed her waist and pulled her in, Claire’s head slid down the mirror as she wrapped her legs around his waist. Elijah’s cock laid on her pelvis, staring up with her as pre-cum dripped onto her belly.  
 
    She could feel her wetness spill out over the counter as the boy ran his hands all over her.  
 
    Before long, his fingers reached down and fished the thong string from her slit. Claire’s breathing was deep and eager as she watched Elijah grab his cock and point the head towards her pussy, now blooming like a flower.  
 
    His cock was so big that she wasn’t sure she could take it all, but she was so horny that she didn’t care. She just wanted as much of it inside her as possible.  
 
    Elijah teased her slit, rubbing the head of his cock up and down on her lips. Claire whimpered.  
 
    “P-please. F-f-fuck me.” She moaned, using her legs to pull him closer. 
 
    Elijah smirked. “Beg” 
 
    “P-please, daddy. Fuck me. I want your cock inside my pussy.” She moaned. “Fuck! Please!” 
 
    Elijah did just that, slowly sliding his throbbing cock inside her tight slit.  
 
    Claire’s head slammed back against the mirror, “O-ohhh.” 
 
    She could feel the tight lips of her slit grip the cock as it slid inside her like a glove. The walls of her pussy squeezing against the thing as it pressed even deeper inside. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered as she could barely breathe, the cock pushing everything out of her lungs. 
 
    “F-fuck. You’re so tight.” Elijah said, gritting his teeth.  
 
    Claire’s soft moans turned into hurried pants as the cock buried its way inside her. His balls slapping against her ass.  
 
    The heavy and thick air barely made it to her lungs as everything in Claire’s head turned into a daze. All she knew was that Elijah was all the way inside her, and it felt amazing. 
 
    He began to thrust his hips, slowly at first, but he picked up the speed before long. Claire was so wet that each time he pulled his cock back, more wetness erupted onto her thighs. He slammed his cock back in, causing Claire to yelp “Oh! Oh, yes.”  
 
    The harder he fucked her, the louder Claire got. She couldn’t contain herself. 
 
    “Oh, oh, oh. D-daddy!” She screamed, the room spinning. 
 
    Suddenly, a gust of fresh air filled the hot and heavy bathroom. Claire breathed in, finally able to fill her lungs as her head adjusted.  
 
    “Holy shit.” A voice called out.  
 
    The bathroom door was open. In the doorway a crowd was quickly forming to see the events going on inside.  
 
    Claire and Elijah stared, frozen the at the building crowd. Some kids stared in shock, some laughed, and some hollered and began to take pictures. 
 
    Elijah grew beat red, overwhelmed at what was going on. Claire grabbed his head, putting her palms against his cheeks. “K-keep going.” 
 
    Elijah furrowed his eyebrows, but Claire insisted. “It’s just you and me here, baby. Let them watch. Who gives a fuck.” 
 
    She pulled him in and kissed him, the crowd reacted but neither of them cared. 
 
    He continued, fucking her as the students watched.  
 
    For some reason, it made her even wetter. Her reputation as a slut was well known, and rumors about her always spread like wildfire. Well, let them talk about this.  
 
    Elijah’s cock plunged in and out of her pussy, as Claire wrapped her arms around his neck, moaning. “Ohhhhh. Baby. Y-your cock is huge. The biggest I’ve ever had.” 
 
    His thrusting slammed her into the counter, using her like a fuck toy. All Claire could do was grit her teeth and bare it. 
 
    The jeers from the crowd calmed down, Claire glanced over to see the huddle of kids, mostly boys start to watch them with envy. They wanted her, and they were jealous that the nerdy Elijah was the one she chose.  
 
    Their cocks grew inside their pants, but none of them could compare to Elijah. She turned her focus on her lover, kissing him as his cock was buried inside her quivering pussy.  
 
    “I-I’m going to cum.” He whispered into her ear. 
 
    Claire kissed his cheek. “It’s okay baby. Cum inside me. I want to feel you.” 
 
    Their bodies embraced as Elijah gave one last thrust. The sweat gluing their bodies together like a paste. 
 
    Before long Claire could feel a hot liquid fill the crevasses’ of her pussy.  
 
    Claire closed her eyes, letting the thick, hot cum fill her.  
 
    Elijah’s rigid body relaxed as she stumbled back. His cock covered in all manners of filth.  
 
    Claire’s tight pussy was beaten like a drum. She glanced down to see her lips still quivering and each breath she took pushed more cum and grool off onto the counter top, coating her ass and dripping onto the floor.  
 
    Exhausted, Claire leaned back against the mirror, now covered in fog. She smiled as her fingers reached down to wipe away what she could. 
 
    She stumbled to her feet, her stockings now covered and filthy. Claire could barely walk, but she meandered to the bathroom door, the boys all huddled around and eyeing her like candy. Some of them were grabbing their cocks from on top their pants and some were even inching inside the bathroom ready for their turn. 
 
    Maybe in the past, Claire would have welcomed them in. But not today. 
 
    She slammed the door in their faces, turning the lock.  
 
    “I can’t believe we did that.” Elijah said, his cock still hard as a rock.  
 
    Claire walked forward, embracing the boy. His cock pressed against her belly as they hugged. “Ignore them. Who cares what they have to say. You’re mine now, and that’s all that matters.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ____________________________________________________________ 
 
      
 
    If you liked this, please check out my other works, especially this recent bundle that is filled with just as many dirty stories as this one: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09NQH6CJ8?notRedirectToSDP=1&ref_=dbs_mng_calw_6&storeType=ebooks 
 
      
 
      
 
    Also, please sign up for my mailing list, that way you can stay up to date on all my new stories (Plus for a limited time, when you sign up, you’ll gain access to a free story that was way too dirty for Amazon or Kindle): 
 
    https://mailchi.mp/edb5129c88c4/untitled-page 
 
      
 
    ____________________________________________________________ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Erin | The New Step-Daddy 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09PJLBKWN?notRedirectToSDP=1&ref_=dbs_mng_calw_0&storeType=ebooks 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Erin stumbled down the quiet neighborhood sidewalk, the crisp spring air sending her blonde hair and short skirt into a frenzy. 
 
    What was supposed to be a fun dinner with friends after her last final had turned into a wild evening of karaoke. The sun had set and Erin knew her mother was going to ask a billion questions about where she was and why she smells like cigarettes and sweat,.  
 
    This time, Erin was going to stand her ground. She was an adult, freshly 21-years-old, and if she wanted to have a smoke then she was well within her right. 
 
    Though it wasn’t her mother that Erin was nervous about running into, it was her mother’s new boyfriend, Clark. 
 
    Maybe it was because Clark was only ten years older than Erin was, or that despite his young age he had a presence and aura around him that grabbed everyone’s attention, but Erin didn’t like the man at all. She had always tried to be kind and cordial, but Clark barely even looked at her, and when he did, it was with a disapproving scowl that sent shivers up and down her back. 
 
    Erin paused as she reached her front door, with one last breath of confidence, she opened the door slowly. The sounds of bickering in the living room around the corner filled the otherwise serene atmosphere. The warm air hit her like a wave. Walking home in a slutty sheer skirt and a light cardigan was almost unbearable. 
 
    Slipping inside the house, Erin turned to slowly close the door behind her, if she could only slip upstairs into her room, maybe her mother and Clark wouldn’t even know she had arrived. 
 
    As Erin struggled to pull off her shoes, she bumped into a wooden coat rack, sending it slamming into the tile floor with a THUD. 
 
    Erin cursed under her breath as the chatter from the other room hushed, 
 
    “... Erin?” Her mother’s voice called out, “Is that you?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sorry.” Erin called back, hastily picking up the coat rack. A clean wool jacket slid across the tile, picking up every morsel of dirt as Erin helplessly tried to brush off. It was obviously Clark’s. The coat seemed more expensive than Erin’s car was worth. 
 
    As her mother rounded the corner, Erin threw the jacket back on the rack, the scent of Clark’s pine cologne danced into her nose as Erin forced a smile.  
 
    “Hi mom! Sorry I’m late.” Erin said, finally pulling off her shoe. 
 
    Her mother tilted her head and crossed her arms, a look of disapproval stretched across her face as Erin tried her best to appear sober.  
 
    “I’m actually pretty tired, think I’m going to bed.” Erin said, rushing past her mother. 
 
    “Erin, I think we should-”  
 
    Before her mother could finish, Erin bolted up the stairs. She slammed her bedroom door behind her and slid down to the floor, back against the wooden frame. 
 
    The thoughts blurred inside Erin’s racing mind, she hated being dishonest to her mother. They always had been close, especially when her father left them. But as Erin grew up and started spending more time with boys and friends, the relationship with her mother faltered.  
 
    Her mother worked herself to the bone in order to pay for a good life for them, and Erin was determined to repay her once she graduated from college. 
 
    Erin didn’t completely lie, however. She was tired. 
 
    Crawling off the floor, Erin unbuttoned her cardigan, revealing the tight tank-top underneath.  
 
    The cold outside had sent a rush of blood flowing through her pale skin, all she wanted to do was curl under her blanket and fall asleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Knock, knock. 
 
      
 
    Erin jolted her head to the door, “Y-yes?” 
 
    Her mother usually left her alone when Erin hid away in her room. 
 
    “May I come in?” A rough and somber voice called in, Clark’s voice. 
 
    Erin was standing in the middle of her room in a tank-top and short skirt, yet for whatever reason Clark turned her already fuzzy mind into mush. “S-s-sure.” 
 
    She immediately regretted letting the man in, realizing the compromising state that she was in. 
 
    Clark opening the door, peering in. He was even more well put together than usual.  
 
    His hair was freshly styled back, and his sculpted beard matched his chiseled face perfectly. 
 
    As he eyed Erin up and down, she could feel the hot blush fill her cheeks.  
 
    His eyes lingered on her exposed thigh, a smile cracking the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were getting undressed.” 
 
    “It’s fine.” Erin lied, sitting on the corner of her bed. She reached back and pulled her blanket across her lap. Though her cleavage and midriff were still exposed. 
 
    Clark entered, closing the door behind him. The air in the room was hot and heavy, Erin was beginning to miss the frigid cold outside. She could feel the sweat cling to her skin as Clark took a seat next to her.  
 
    The air was knocked out of her lungs, Erin was pretty much naked and tipsy, and NOW Clark decides to give her the time of day? 
 
    “You know…” Clark began, trying to look into Erin’s blue eyes and not her taunting cleavage. “Your mother worries about you. I know that you’re an adult, but a pretty young lady such as yourself shouldn’t be stumbling home late at night.” 
 
    His voice had an unfamiliar warmth to it, maybe the heat of the small bedroom was getting to him as well, but Erin was had never heard Clark talk to her with any modicum of emotion. 
 
    “I understand. I’ll plan ahead next time.” She said. Usually when her mother confronts her, it would be followed with yelling or accusations, so Clark’s rational and level-headed response was strange.  
 
    Erin liked being treated like an adult, and Clark brought up some good points.  
 
    “Good girl.” Clark smiled. His sly smile lifting his cheeks. He put his palm on Erin’s knee. Even with the blanket separating their skin, Erin could feel her heart beat like a war drum.  
 
    An unknown surge of confidence surged in her, Erin inched closer to the man. He wasn’t wearing a suit or business clothes like usual, but shorts and a tight-fitting T-shirt and that outlined his muscles perfectly.  
 
    “Why are you always so cold towards me?” She asked, like a shy kid.  
 
    “W-what?” Clark leaned back, now he was the one that was tripping over his tongue. 
 
    “I always try to be so nice to you, and talk with you, but you barely even acknowledge me. Now you come into my room and try to be my dad? You just turned 30.” Erin huffed, whacking his hand off her knee. 
 
    Clark recoiled. “Well, I -’er.” His mind raced. “It’s just that, I feel like it would be best for everyone if you and I keep our distance.”  
 
    Erin scrunched up her face. “What for? You and my mom are serious, aren’t you? I’m the most important thing in her life, if you want to be in it, you better make room for me as well.”  
 
    Clark fell silent, his hands curled to fists over top his lap as his tan, chiseled faced turned a hue of pink.  
 
    “I just… Should keep my distance.” 
 
    Erin scoffed. “Whatever.”  
 
    She shimmied back away from Clark, his pine scent drifted past her nose as she did. 
 
    “I should get ready for bed.” 
 
    Erin nodded towards the door, Clark sighed, standing to his feet. As he did, Erin couldn’t help but get a look herself of his body. If he was allowed to stare at her, so could she. 
 
    The fabric of his clothes hugged tight to his muscles, and Erin couldn’t help but bite her lips.  
 
    Clark looked down at her, causing Erin to quickly avert her eyes from his body. “Have a good evening.” 
 
    The man put his hand on Erin’s shoulder, giving her a friendly pat.  
 
    But his hand didn’t leave. Erin sat awkwardly as Clark’s fingers gently rubbed her bare skin.  
 
    His hand crept up, to the thin spaghetti-strap of her tank top.  
 
    Erin held her breath as the man played with the string, before teasingly pulling it down her arm.  
 
    Her mind raced. Clark was just talking about keeping his distance, and now this? 
 
      
 
    The worst part of it all, was that Erin liked it.  
 
      
 
    She could feel her heart race as the handsome man pulled her spaghetti strap down her arm. 
 
    Erin looked up at the man, whose face was solemn and the internal fight going inside his head was evident.  
 
    Erin wanted him to keep going, her heart was erupting in her chest and a wetness was beginning to build between her legs. Looking at her own face, the same internal struggle was probably evident in her eyes as well.  
 
    Her dirty side was winning. 
 
    As Clark began to guide the string down her arm, slowly teasing her firm tits about to fall out, he stopped.  
 
    “I… I’m sorry. I have to go.” The man panicked, turning to leave.  
 
    Erin grabbed hold of his wrist, letting the spaghetti strand fall naturally down her arm. Her tit popped out as the fabric dropped. Erin smiled, seeing his breath stutter at the sight of her perky, pink nipple. 
 
    “Stay. Please.” She said softly, biting her lip. Erin let go of his hand, pulling away the blanket covering her lap. Immediately Clark looked down at her exposed thighs, Erin pulled up her skirt to give him a better view of her panties, now wet with her grool. 
 
    The internal struggle was still plastered all over the poor man’s face. Erin laughed, he looked adorable, nothing like the cruel, hard Clark she was used to. 
 
    “It’s okay.” Erin whispered, taking his hand in hers once again. Her fingers wrapped between his as she pulled him back down onto the bed. “I want this.” 
 
    His eyes once again fell on her exposed tit.  
 
    Erin pushed her chest forward so her could have a better look, slipping her hand out of the fallen spaghetti strand. “You can touch it.” She said, playfully teasing the front of her wet panties.  
 
    Clark glanced over his shoulder towards the door, seemingly afraid of Erin’s mother barging in. But Erin didn’t care, at this point her pussy was doing all the thinking. 
 
    Clark must have shaken the fear from his mind. He grabbed the other spaghetti strand on her shoulder and yanked it down her arm, Erin feared he might have torn the fabric.  
 
    She yelped as her other tit bounced free.  
 
    “Hush.” Clark snarled, groping her tits ravenously.  
 
    “S-sorry, daddy.” Erin whimpered, recoiling at his touch. Despite his prestigious and well-kept stature, Clark had a rough and savage grip on her body.  
 
    His fingers dug into her soft, dainty skin as he pinched her pink nipples.  
 
    Erin bit her lip to suppress the yelp. 
 
    The sound of dishes and pans being put away outside the door made her head rush. Her mother was right downstairs, this was wrong. Which is why she was so wet. 
 
    Clark leaned in, planting a wet kiss on Erin’s necks. She rolled her head back, letting her blonde hair drape down. The smell of his cologne was strong, as was the heat emanating off his rugged body. 
 
    The man wrapped his rugged hands around her back, running up her shirt against her bare back. Erin gasped as Clark moved down, wrapping his tongue against her erect nipple. Unlike his hands, the man’s tongue was soft and delicate. It swirled around her pink nipple, sending her head into a spiral. 
 
    Erin wrapped her arms around his head, pulling him even closer into her chest, until her entire tit was in his mouth. Her boobs weren’t huge by any means, but they were firm and managed to fit Clark’s mouth just fine. 
 
    With one swift motion, Clark reached the underside of Erin’s tight ass, pulling her up onto his lap like a pillow. Erin’s jaw dropped at the bulge in his pants, now pressing up against her wet panties. Straddling his lap, the bulge pushed up against her quivering slit. Erin wanted nothing more than to pull it out and shove it inside her wet pussy, but Clark’s grip on her was too strong, and he wasn’t done with her tits yet. 
 
    The rugged man’s cock twitched as Erin began to slowly grind her hips, she could feel the wetness spill out of the thin panties all over his lap, but that just seemed to make his cock hungrier.  
 
    Her clit quivered as Erin held herself close to Clark, the man ran his hands up and down her back, feeling her soft skin. Erin couldn’t help it, she whimpered as the urge became too much to bare. “P-please. Fuck me.” 
 
    Clark smirked, placing a soft kiss on her chest, before reaching down towards his cock. 
 
    The man slipped his hands past the waistband, Erin rose off his lap onto her knees, allowing him to pull out his cock. 
 
    Her breath whimpered as he pulled it out.  
 
    The cock was hard as a rock, pointed right up at her. The head was already wet with pre-cum, and it throbbed as he held it in his hand.  
 
    A squirt spilled out of her already soiled panties, the wetness was running down her bed onto his lap.  
 
    Clark lifted Erin’s skirt, revealing the thin panty string already buried in her tight slit. 
 
    Her pussy was blooming like a spring flower, wet from rain. His hands on her subtle waist made her entire body shake.  
 
    Erin held onto his shoulders, shaking as the man guided her petite body down onto his cock.  
 
    Reaching down, Erin fished the wet string of her panties out of her pussy, holding them to the side. 
 
    “Ohhhh.” She moaned, throwing her head back. The thick, hard cock began to spread her tight lips, as Erin lowered herself once again on his lap.  
 
    With how wet she was, Erin barely felt any pain, only pure bliss. Her tight pussy was ready to take his entire pulsating cock.  
 
    Before long, Erin planted her ass on his lap, his cock buried inside her. She could feel it push against her clit, the cock throbbed and twitched inside her pussy, pushing the breath from her lungs.  
 
    With her mouth open, gasping for air, Erin could feel the euphoria fill her head. “F-f-fuck…” She finally managed to whimper. 
 
    “Fuck. You’re so tight.” Clark grimaced, digging his fingers into her slim waist. 
 
    Erin smiled at the comment. Boys her age were used to having a tight pussy, it felt good to be able to please an older man. “T-thank you. D-daddy.”  
 
    She wrapped her arms around him, burying her face into his shoulder.  
 
    Erin tried to grind her hips, but the cock was too big. Even with all her wetness, each time she moved, a jolt of pressure shot up her stomach.  
 
    But Clark was satisfied with just sitting there.  
 
    The man reached down, gripping Erin’s tight ass. He groped her body before thrusting his hips himself. Erin yelped as she bounced on his lap, his cock shoving even deeper inside her. 
 
    Clark didn’t stop, despite Erin on his lap, the man thrusted his hips up and down like she was weightless. Erin could only do so much as hold onto his body as she bounced up and down on his cock.  
 
    Before long, her whimpers of pressure turned to groans of pleasure. Each thrust shoved the cock deeper and deeper inside her, spilling most grool out onto both of their sweaty bodies.  
 
    “Oh oh oh oh.” Erin moaned, bouncing up and down on his lap. Her firm ass slapping his thighs. 
 
    Clark gripped her waist, spinning Erin around and throwing her off his lap and onto the bed.  
 
    Erin fell into her mess of blankets with her feet kicking the air. Her pussy was so abused that she couldn’t put her legs down. 
 
    Clark mounted himself onto of her like a lion. Erin wrapped her slim legs around his waist, urging the man to fuck her.  
 
    Her skirt was hitched up around her waist, and filthy with grool and sweat, as was her tank top.  
 
    But Erin didn’t care. All she cared about now was filling her pussy. 
 
    Clark did just that. The man lowered himself down inside her once again, this time Erin felt nothing but pleasure. Her pussy was spread and wet, allowing the man to fit himself deep inside her like a glove. 
 
    Erin threw her hands up over her head, her blonde hair spilling freely onto her bed like a wave of gold. She could feel the sweat on her body, and the heat of Clark as the man pushed himself down on top of her. Erin’s wet body pushed into her mattress and blankets snugly as Clark held himself inside her.  
 
    He thrust his hips, shoving Erin even further into the mess of sweat and wool.  
 
    “Fuck.” The man moaned, holding himself inside her. His cock twitching as Erin teasingly wiggled her hips.  
 
    She snickered. “Done already?” She teased. 
 
    Clark scoffed, kissing her on the lips, his tongue wrapping around hers.  
 
    Just like that, a rush of thick cum filled her pussy. Erin moaned into Clark’s mouth as her already snug pussy was oozing with cum.  
 
    Clark held himself inside her, letting his cock spill out the last of it’s seed before pulling out.  
 
    Erin peered down, as the filthy cock slid out, dripping with cum.  
 
    Like a geyser, Erin’s once tight slit spilled out with cum and grool, soaking her bed. 
 
    Each breath she took spilled more out as she reached down. 
 
    Erin smiled, playing with the cum that now coated her inner thigh and bed. 
 
    Her fingers slipped in and out of her pussy with ease as she finished herself off. Clark sitting by her running his hands up and down her sweat covered body as she did.  
 
    It didn’t take much, her clit was soaked and even the most gentle touch of her soft finger sent pulses of pleasure throughout Erin’s body.  
 
    She arched her back off the sweat mattress as her fingers plunged into her battered pussy. 
 
    “Oh oh oh! Oh, fuck…” She plopped herself back down onto the pile of filth. Her breath heavy as the warm and humid air filled her lungs.  
 
    Clark took her cum covered hand in his, leaning over and planting another kiss on Erin’s breast, then her lips.  
 
    “Good girl.” He said, pulling away.  
 
    Erin wanted to pull him back in, but the man stood and began to get dressed again. Erin watched him, her eyes lingering on all his muscles. 
 
    “Visit again soon, okay?” She said as he finished up.  
 
    The man smiled, “I will.”  
 
    He peered out into the dark hall, Erin’s heart began to beat faster as he opened the door.  
 
    Clark looked back at her, smiled, and slipped out, closing the door behind him, leaving her naked, wet, and filled with cum… And guilt. 
 
    Erin laid there as the heat and heavy air made her head dizzy. Downstairs, she could hear her mom and Clark chat like nothing had happened. She was wondering if it was all just a dream, Clark was laughing away so nonchalantly that it shocked her. But looking down to the spilling cum and grool between her thighs, she knew she was in no dream. 
 
    Erin pulled down her top, now basically see-through from all the sweat, and tossed on a pair of baggy shorts before rushing off to the shower. She made sure to bundle up her blankets and mattress cover as well to hide the evidence of her sluttiness.  
 
    Not even the scalding hot water could wash away Clark’s touch.  
 
    The water pounded down on her, all Erin could do was hug herself in the shower and clean herself as good as she could. Clark was like no one else she had ever had. He was a man, nothing like the boys she was used to.  
 
    Erin was mesmerized with him, and the worst part was that she knew she could resist him.  
 
    Erin loved her mother more than the world, it had only been the two of them for most of her 21 years of life, and her mother was her best friend.  
 
    Her sexuality was something that Erin was proud of, but not this time, this time she felt like a little slut. She would have to put a stop to this, no matter what. 
 
    Hopping out of the shower, Erin wrapped her self in her towel, letting her wet blonde hair dry in the air. 
 
    She opened the bathroom door, ready to run to her room. But standing outside her door was Clark.  
 
    The man smirked devilishly as he stared at Erin, the towel covered most of her body, from her chest down to mid-thigh, but she felt as though she was naked.  
 
    “Well, well. You look even better now.” the man said.  
 
    Erin blushed, though she tried to hide it. “I have to go to bed.” She whispered beneath her breath as she tried to scurry past.  
 
    Clark reached out, wrapping his arm around her waist. Despite the towel, she could feel his tough hands on her ass.  
 
    “How about a late night visit?” Clark smirked.  
 
    Erin stared into his cold, sexy eyes. His smiled was soft, but she could see the dirty intent behind it. “N-not tonight.” She huffed, rushing out of his arms before her pussy could change her mind.  
 
    The door slammed behind her as Erin put her back against it. Clark’s footsteps walked away, thankfully. Erin wasn’t sure she could say no to him again. 
 
    Trying to get the man out of her head, Erin played some music as she got changed into her pajamas for bed, slipping down into her new set of sheets.  
 
    No matter how hard she tried, Clark didn’t leave Erin’s head.  
 
    All she could imagine as she drifted to sleep was his rough touch, and the scent of his cologne filling her nostrils.  
 
    There was no fighting it, with a defeated sigh, Erin’s fingers slipped down past her pajama waistband, towards her pussy, already growing wet.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    _____________________________________________________________ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Erin woke up the next morning surprisingly sore, her legs and thighs ached as she held onto the railing and wobbled down the stairs. 
 
    “There she is!” Her mother called out, beating pancake mix in a bowl under her arm. 
 
    Erin wobbled into the kitchen with her hair in disarray and her eyes still adjusting to the light. “Morning mom.” She said quietly, stretching her vocal cords. “Need any help with breakfast?”  
 
    She walked over, giving her mom a hug as she watched the women get everything ready.  
 
    “No my dear,” Her mother began, “It’s your first day off school! College is around the corner, you should relax and enjoy your time off.” 
 
    Erin smiled, her mother was right. She would be off to college before long, all her problems back home would be left back home, including Clark. 
 
    Speaking of the man, “Where is Clark?” Erin asked her mother, trying to seem inconspicuous. 
 
    “Oh he went to the store, we need some cooking wine for dinner.”  
 
    Erin nodded, deciding to spend some time in her room reading.  
 
    She made her coffee and chatted a bit with her mother, before going upstairs. She barely made it a chapter in before the front door opened.  
 
    Clark’s voice rose to the ceiling, sending a shiver up Erin’s back. Maybe she should go to the library, or spend the day with her friends. Avoiding Clark for two months didn’t seem realistic, but the man had a grip on Erin like she had never experienced before.  
 
    All that time he gave her the cold shoulder, all those times he shrugged off her friendly demeanor, it was just because he wanted her. And now he had her. 
 
    A knock on the door grabbed her attention, Erin closed her book and pulled up the blanket, covering her body. “Yes?” She called out. 
 
    The last person she wanted to see, Clark, walked in casually, as if it were his own room. “Lunch is ready.” He said, smiling. “Your mother asked that I take you to the mall after, to buy you a present for finishing High school.” 
 
    Erin frowned. “I don’t need a present from you.” 
 
    “It’s from your mother, not me. She is just busy today and ask that I take you to the mall.” 
 
    Being a single mother for most of her life, Erin’s mother could never afford many presents, so when Erin did get a gift it was always that much more special. 
 
    “I don’t need a present.” She said, turning back to her book. 
 
    Unlike her and her mother, Clark was rich. The man had spoiled Erin’s mother ever since they started dating, but Erin had always felt a bit uneasy about it all. She feared that her mother would become reliant on Clark. 
 
    “Your mother saved up quite a while to buy you a present. She said you can get anything you want.” Clark said, not taking no for an answer. 
 
    Erin sighed, “Fine.”  
 
    She hated the idea of her mother spending frivolously on her, and she hated the idea of spending time alone with Clark even more so. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lunch was a dull affair. Erin kept to herself as her mother and Clark chatted, she barely even picked at her food. Her mother would ask what was wrong and Erin would come up with some sort of excuse before shifting the focus back on her mother or Clark. 
 
    She tried to stall as long as she could, but there was no escaping the trip with Clark.  
 
    Erin put on yoga pants and a nice wool sweater, draping her purse over one shoulder as it rested against her thigh.  
 
    Clark was already in his car, Erin climbed in the passenger seat. The car was a sleek black sports car, the interior was dark and romantic, and it smelled of pine and clean leather. The tinted windows made it hard to see, but glancing over, Erin could make out Clark’s devious smile.  
 
    Erin looked out the window the entire drive, giving short answers to his barrage of questions. Eventually, the man got the message and drove in silence as they approached the busy mall. He picked a spot close to the entrance as streams of people passed them to get their weekend shopping done.  
 
    Erin unbuckled her seatbelt and grabbed her purse, ready to duck in and out of the mall as quickly as possible, but before she could open the door Clark put his rough hand on her thigh. 
 
    “Erin wait up.” He said in a hushed voice, “I think we should chat.” 
 
    Erin’s heart picked up, her yoga pants were thin enough that she could feel his rugged touch on her skin. 
 
    “W-what is it?” She muttered, trying to ignore his hand on her thigh. 
 
    “It’s just…” Clark huffed, falling back into his seat, his eyes twinkling even in the dark interior of his sports car. “I haven’t stopped thinking about you. Since last night, your tight little body is all I can imagine.” 
 
    A shiver shot up Erin’s body, her heart fluttered and despite her trying a soft whimper past her lips. The air in the car began to heat up and sweat clung to her body, it was getting harder to breath and all Erin wanted to do was open the door and bolt. At least, a part of her did. Another part, a much dirtier side, wanted to climb over the center unit and fuck Clark’s brains out.  
 
    As the two sides of her fought in out in her mind, Clark began to run his hand further up Erin’s leg. Her heel tapped nervously against the floor as the older man gripped her tender thigh.  
 
    “I want you, Erin.” Clark whispered, leaning over the divider and kissing Erin. She leaned in as well, reciprocating.  
 
    That was all it took, the dirty side of Erin had taken over.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around the man as his hand slid even further up her leg, until his rugged fingers played with her waist band.  
 
    Erin could already feel her pussy grow wet, her tender lips gripped the thin string of her panties eager to be filled by Clark’s cock. 
 
    She leaned back, turning to face him. One hand was on the dashboard, the other wrapped around the headrest of his car, her back leaned against the door.  
 
    There were scores of people just outside, mere feet from the two of them, which made Erin even hornier. She had rarely ever indulged in anything in public, especially nothing as taboo as with her mother’s boyfriend.  
 
    Clark smiled as Erin lifted her leg over the divider, letting him slide his fingers down her pants with no resistance. It didn’t take long for his fingers to slide inside her waiting pussy, already begging to be filled. 
 
    “Ohhhh.” Erin moaned, uncaring to who could hear outside.  
 
    Clark laughed, “You like that, you little slut? You’re already so wet, couldn’t wait to be filled by me, could you?” 
 
    Erin shook her head, “N-no, daddy.” She moaned. 
 
    People laughing and chatting outside the doors made her heart beat even faster, if that was possible. Erin could see family’s passing by their car, but the tilt of the windows must have made it difficult to see inside. Difficult, but not impossible. All it would take was one stray glance to see the filth going on inside, to see Erin be the whore she always knew she was. 
 
    Her wetness slipped past his fingers, onto the black leggings she wore. Erin was never much of a messy slut, but something about Clark made her pussy soak like a waterfall. 
 
    She slowly thrusted her hips, up and down. She rode Clark’s fingers like a seasoned cowgirl, flashing a smiled and wink as she did.  
 
    The bulge in Clark’s pants was barely contained. Even in the dark she could see it press out. Her body grew hot and sweaty, Erin reached down and pulled up her wool sweater, letting her tits bounce free. She was lucky, Erin’s tits were nice and firm. Small but not tiny by any means, which meant she didn’t have to wear a bra very often.  
 
    The air hit her bare skin, sending yet another shiver up her quaking body. Erin couldn’t sit still, especially seeing the crowds outside. With her tits out, there was no hiding what was going on inside the hot and steamy car.  
 
    Clark reached over using his free hand to grope her chest, while one hand was buried in her tight slit, the other was savagely attacking her dainty and perfect boobs.  
 
    Erin could see his cock begging to be soothed, it pressed up against his pants so hard that she thought it might rip the fabric. “Fuck, you’re so hard.” Erin couldn’t help but scoff. “Let me help out.” 
 
    Using the driver's seat, Erin kicked off her shoes revealing her Hello Kitty ankle socks. She pulled her leg back and onto the man’s lap, using her toes to and sole of her feet to message his cock. 
 
    Clark let out a soft moan, thrusting his hips gently into her foot.  
 
    Erin smiled, matching his thrusts with her own. She could feel Clark’s hard cock twitch between her toes. 
 
    The wetness between her legs was getting uncomfortable, suffocated by her leggings. She held her sweater up with one hand, and used the other to pull down her pants, down to mid-thigh. Her bare and sweaty ass stuck to the leather like it was glued on, but the wetness of her now freed pussy trickled down getting the seat nice and filthy.  
 
    The air was heavy, each breath seemed to barely fill her lungs. Erin could feel her head grow dizzy, but that only made her hornier. The two of them breathed deeply, only sucking in each other’s scent, sweat, and fluids.  
 
    Underneath them, the car rocked gently. Erin glanced out the fogged up window, sure that the shaking car would garner some attention. 
 
    She was right. A couple passing by squinted in as they walked around Clark’s car. Erin blushed red, making eye contact with the boy. She couldn’t make out much from the fog, but the boy whispered something to his girlfriend causing her to point and laugh.  
 
    Erin loved it. The idea of being caught, of being exposed as the little slut she was, it was too much to bare.  
 
    The couple walked away, but Erin still felt as though she was being watched, she could feel a dozen eyes peering inside, staring at her.  
 
    She arched her back, pulling her sweat ass and back off the leather as if it were Velcro. “Ohhh!” She screamed, not caring about who could hear outside. “F-Fuck!” 
 
    Clark picked up his fingering, his knuckles plunging deep inside Erin as her wetness spilled down his arm. Her toes wrapped around the base of his cock, pre-cum oozing down onto her sock. 
 
    As Clark shoved his hand deeper into Erin’s wailing pussy, she grabbed his wrist, holding him down inside her. She could feel the tight walls of her slit grip onto his knuckles as her clit sent waves of pleasure all the way up and down her body. 
 
    She collapsed back down into the seat, her head knocking against the window. The small puddle of wetness and sweat coated her ass as Erin pulled down her top.  
 
    “Holy fuck.” She panted, her hair a mess and make-up trailing down her face. 
 
    Clark pulled his hand out of her, immediately wrapping it around his throbbing cock, lathering the shaft with grool. Erin smiled, rubbing her wet sock against his balls as Clark finished. All it took was a few firm strokes before he erupted all over.  
 
    His cum shot up like a volcano, getting on his shirt and up Erin’s leg. Both of them laughed as they wiped down as well as they could.  
 
    The car wasn’t well equip to clean up something like this. A few napkins were all they could use. Erin’s hair was still a mess, and her clothes were lathered in sweat, and worse. Still, she was hornier than ever. The idea of walking around covered in filth made her tired clit jolt back to life. Opening the door allowed a gust of fresh, chilled air to fill her lungs. It was magical, and almost felt better than her orgasm. Almost. 
 
    There was no fighting it, Erin was head over heels for Clark. The two of them walked the mall, evidence of their naughtiness still clung onto them. Erin’s yoga pants still had dried cum over the calf, and her wetness coated between her thighs.  
 
    She felt like a used up little slut walking the mall. 
 
    Whenever she felt the urge, she would flash her tits up at Clark who would smile devilishly when she did. They even got up to some more dirty fun in the changing rooms.  
 
    “Fuck. I love you.” Clark whispered in her ear as Erin rose to her feet. Her cheeks filled with his cum. 
 
    She stuck out her filthy tongue, before pulling it back in and swallowing all his goodness. “I know.” She winked.  
 
    Just outside, the store attendant could surely hear Clark’s moans, but Erin didn’t care. She gave him a salty kiss, playing with his still hard cock in her hands. “I want to keep fucking you. But on one condition…” 
 
    Clark pulled back, a puzzled look on his face as his hands slipped up under her sweater. “What is it, love?” 
 
    “You treat my mother right. Get her whatever she needs and pamper her like a queen.” Erin said, smile falling from her face. “Or else.” 
 
    Clark frowned, clearly unhappy about Erin’s sudden turn. Erin couldn’t help her feelings for Clark, but there was no way she was going to let her mother get hurt. Clark would help her mother get some financial help, in return Erin would pleasure him wherever he wanted. It was no bother for her, she loved fucking Clark almost as much as he did. Plus, it would only last until she was off to College, which Clark would happily pay for.  
 
    “Yes my love, of course. Your mother will want for nothing.” He said, fingers gripping her soft hips.  
 
    “Good.” Erin said, her peppy smile returning. “Now let’s buy me some lingerie.” 
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    Bailey peered into the bedroom, all three kids were sleeping soundly, cuddled in the same oversized bed. 
 
    Her heart melted, Bailey loved babysitting these adorable kids. They were plenty of fun, and best of all they went to bed early, which let Bailey kick up her feet and watch TV for the rest of the evening.  
 
      
 
    Tonight, Bailey elected to watch a movie in the home theater. To say that this family was loaded would be an understatement. The mansion she walked through was still a maze, despite babysitting for almost 6 months.  
 
      
 
    Where the hell am I? She thought to herself, peering into yet another broom closet. 
 
      
 
    Finally, she found the home theater, the snacks re-supplied by one of the families maids, Bailey grabbed herself some chips and put on one of her favorite Rom Coms.  
 
      
 
    She must have fallen asleep, as the loud laughing of the children’s mother echoed through the halls and tall ceilings.  
 
    Bailey hopped up to her feet, brushing off the crumbs from her white T-shirt before rushing back out to the main foyer to meet the parents. 
 
      
 
    The parents were dancing in front of the door, his hand around the waist of her cocktail dress, as he lowered her into a dip. Bailey smiled as she looked down at them from the top of the stairs.  
 
    “Oh, Bailey!” The father called out, Mr Vex,  
 
    “Hi! Sorry to interrupt.” She said, as the two of them shared a last kiss. 
 
    “I take it that Tango dancing went well?” 
 
    Mrs Vex laughed, “I haven’t danced like that… Well since our wedding night.”  
 
    Bailey sauntered down the stairs, her dirty blonde hair fluttering with each step.  
 
    “I hope the kids weren’t much trouble.” Mrs Vex asked as Bailey approached, the smell of wine was strong as ever on her breath. 
 
    “Not at all, they were lovely as always.”  
 
    “That’s wonderful to hear. Thanks so much for coming to help at the last minute, you are amazing.” Mrs Vex gave Bailey a hug, rather uncharacteristic for the stern businesswoman, but that’s what alcohol does to someone. 
 
      
 
    “It’s my pleasure, I’m always happy to help.” Bailey said with an innocent smile.  
 
    That she was, Mr and Mrs Vex paid her more hourly than any job a fresh 21-year-old could get. Plus the hours never interfered with her college classes. 
 
      
 
    “Right this way dear,” Mr Vex waved Bailey into the next room. 
 
    She followed him timidly, Mr Vex was always less pleasant than his wife. He was kind enough, but never dropped his firm demeanor. Bailey had never even seen the man smile. 
 
    “I believe that $500 should be good, no?” He asked, reaching into his wallet.  
 
    “$500?” Bailey was shocked. “It’s only $300. You were only gone for six hours.” She said glancing at the clock on the wall.  
 
    And I slept for half of that…  
 
    “Consider it a thank you, for taking the job so last minute. We can always count on you.”  
 
    Unlike his wife, he didn’t seem to have any alcohol in his system. Mr Vex never drank. Despite his kind words the man’s face was still solemn and stern.  
 
    Still, Bailey wasn’t going to turn down a free $200, that was like an entire textbook. 
 
    “Thank you so much! Really, I appreciate it.” She said bubbly, stuffing the money into the back pocket of her tight jeans. 
 
    Mr Vex gave a stern nod, before walking past. Bailey got a whiff of his manly cologne, mixed with the fruity wine of his breath, it made her blush. 
 
      
 
    Mrs Vex wrapped her arms around her husband’s neck as he walked back into the foyer. The woman planted a kiss on his lips, pushing her body up close to his. Bailey could see the love and lust in her eyes. 
 
    Bailey snuck past them, not to ruin their romantic moment. She grabbed her backpack in the living room, looking inside to make she hadn’t forgotten anything.  
 
    “Bailey, dear?” Mrs Vex called out from the other room. 
 
    Bailey slung her bag over her shoulder, hurrying back to the foyer. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?”  
 
    The two of them were still in each other’s arms, Mr Vex had his fingers dug into her hips and her body was pressed against his. 
 
      
 
    Mrs Vex glanced over at her, a devious smirk crossed her red lips. 
 
    “Thank you again, you are a doll.” The woman said, before breaking free from her husband's arms and walking up the stars. The entire way her eyes inspected Bailey up and down, as the grin stayed on her lips. 
 
    A shiver shot up Bailey’s back. Though she forced a smile back. 
 
      
 
    The door to the master bedroom opened and closed upstairs, leaving Bailey and Mr Vex alone. 
 
    Bailey walked forward towards the door, “I should be heading out. Thank you again, sir. The money is greatly appreciated” She said. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex took a step, and stretched out his hand, blocking Bailey’s path. 
 
    “Perhaps I could interest you in some more?” His face was cold and betrayed nothing. 
 
    Bailey tilted her head, her eyebrows furrowing. “...Well anytime you need me, I’ll be happy to watch the kids.” 
 
    “Not that. I had something else in mind.” 
 
    Mr Vex’s and pressed forward, against Bailey’s stomach. His fingers wrapped around her dainty waist and dug into her skin. 
 
    Bailey froze, sweat rolling down her face, her heart was pounding at a million beats a second. “L-like what?”  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex pulled her into his body, Bailey put her hands up against his chest as the older man placed his other hand underneath her chin, tilted her face up towards his. 
 
    “Like this.”  
 
      
 
    He kissed her.  
 
      
 
    At first, Bailey was frozen, her eyes wide open and her mouth shut.  
 
    But something inside her was begging to be let free, something dirty. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Bailey closed her eyes, and her lips parted, letting Mr Vex slip his tongue inside. 
 
    Bailey wrapped her arms around his body as they kissed, breathing softly into one another’s mouths. 
 
      
 
    Bailey didn’t know what had taken over her, but whatever it was, she liked it.  
 
    Mr Vex was more than double her age, but he was handsome and rich. He was a real man, unlike the boys that she usually messed around with.  
 
    The man pulled her up, one hand caressing underneath her ass.  
 
    Bailey wrapped her legs around his waist, as their soft kissing turned wild and wet.  
 
      
 
    Their tongues lashed against each other’s as their hands explored the other’s body. 
 
    Bailey could taste the wine on his tongue, and she could smell the oaky shampoo as her fingers ran up and down his hair. 
 
    Their kiss broke, Bailey’s eyes fluttered as did her heart. She didn’t want it to stop. Their mouths were inches away, breathing softly. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve always wanted to do that…” Mr Vex said, smirking.  
 
      
 
    Bailey finally saw the rugged man smile, and so did she. Though it felt so wrong. 
 
    He put her down, though their bodies stayed embraced in a hug.  
 
    His fingers ran through her dirty blonde hair as she put her face into his chest, feeling the soft beat of his heart. “Now… About that proposal.” 
 
      
 
    Her blue eyes looked up bewildered at him. “Y-yes?” 
 
      
 
    “I think you’re beautiful. A young, blonde babe like you… Magnificent.” 
 
    The complements made her blush. 
 
      
 
    “Things in my marriage have been slow, to say the least. This was the first date that Megan and I have been on in quite some time, and unfortunately things in the bedroom aren’t much better. I was hoping I could take some pictures of you… Something to get me in the mood, when I need it.” He grinned again. 
 
      
 
    This time Bailey didn’t smile back. 
 
    This man is married. I watch his kids. 
 
      
 
    The thoughts of his three children swirled in her head, the absolute last thing she could possibly do was break this family apart.  
 
    “I-I don’t think-” 
 
    “One thousand dollars. Just give me a few pictures to my liking.” He cut her off. 
 
      
 
    Her jaw dropped. One thousand dollars was more money than she had ever seen at one time, as a poor college student with loans it seemed surreal.  
 
    She had sent nudes to boys before, but never got paid for it. But she wasn’t that type of girl, she wouldn’t tear a family apart for money. 
 
      
 
    “Y-your wife. I don’t think I could do that.” She stepped back, breaking their embrace. Though a part of her already missed his cologne and the warmth of his body. 
 
    Mr Vex laughed. Loud enough that Bailey was afraid his wife would hear.  
 
    “My dear, this was her idea.” 
 
    Bailey frowned. “I don’t think she would do that…”  
 
    “You clearly don’t know the woman like I do.” He stepped forward again, wrapping his hand around her waist, his palm against the small of her back. “She likes to spice things up from time to time, and she has quite the eye for you.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” Bailey’s internal struggle must have been evident on her face. 
 
    “I assure you dear. Just a few pictures, I’ll throw in an extra $500 to make it worth your time. My wife is waiting upstairs, I best not delay much longer.” 
 
    Bailey signed, $1500 was too much to pass down, and if Mrs Vex requested it…  
 
      
 
    “Okay. Just a few pictures, and none of my face.”  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex nodded, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    He held her hand as the man led her to his private office. A huge room where Mr Vex would do most of his business dealings. “Right there on the couch, please.” 
 
    Bailey walked over, her knees nearly buckling over. Her head was racing as she took a seat, Mr Vex grabbed his camera.  
 
    “Now strip” He said, walking over to her.  
 
      
 
    Bailey did just that, her fingers trembled as she pulled her tight shirt over her head.  
 
    Mr Vex bit his lip eagerly as her eyes fell onto her tits. Bailey’s bra was black and complimented her fair skin. The bra held back her tits, bigger than most girl’s of her size, and they always garnered a fair bit of attention. Bailey had the perfect body, if she did say so herself. That’s what years of dancing and gymnastics did. 
 
    Mr Vex seemed to appreciate them as well, as his eyes lingered. 
 
      
 
    Bailey moved down to her pants. Her tight jeans showed off all of her curves and hugged snugly against her skin. She began to pull them down, Mr Vex helped out, yanking the cuff off her foot. Before long she was just in her panties. A matching black pair that only barely covered up her pussy, and the fabric was eaten up by her ass. 
 
    Bailey balled her clothing up and shoved them to the side.  
 
    Mr Vex tugged at her dirty white socks, pulling them off her feet and onto the floor.  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex eyed her tight, slender body like a tiger, and she was a piece of meat.  
 
    Bailey was proud of her body, years and years of gymnastics and cheerleading would do that to someone. Though this felt dirty, it felt wrong, so the fact that she was getting so turned on by it was perplexing.  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex fell to one knee, aiming the camera up to her. “Now, let me see that ass.”  
 
    Bailey did as she was told. She turned around, her hands on the back of the couch. She arched her back, pointing her ass up at the camera, wiggling it teasingly. Her panties were buried between the cheeks of her ass, and her bare toes wiggled tauntingly as the camera snapped.  
 
      
 
    Her heart was racing, and her pussy was growing wet. She could never imagine doing something like this, especially not to the father of the kids she babysits! 
 
    They were upstairs, along with the man’s wife, yet he was down here with her.  
 
    Bailey spun around, spreading her knees. She lifted her legs and grabbed her ankles over her head. The wetness of her pussy was leaking out of the thin fabric of her panties, and her puffy lips were teasing out the sides.  
 
    Mr Vex licked his lips, inching closer to her. He took another picture, Bailey’s heart was beating like a drum. 
 
      
 
    What a slut. I can’t believe I’m doing this.  
 
    But she didn’t want to stop.  
 
      
 
    Her fingers reached down, fishing the wet panty string out of her pussy, and pulling it to the side.  
 
    Her pussy was wet and blooming like a spring rose, she could feel Mr Vex’s breath on her wetness as he leaned in.  
 
    He snapped another picture, before placing the camera on the couch. He placed his head between her moist thighs. This was going too far. Pictures were one thing, but she couldn’t do anything more… 
 
      
 
    Bailey’s breath stuttered as his tongue lashed against her tight slit.  
 
    “O-ohhh.” She moaned. Mr Vex grabbed her hips and continued to run his tongue up and down her pussy. 
 
    “F-fuck!” Bailey cried, her voice echoing in the room.
She clamped her legs around his head, her heels locked behind him. She wanted him to go deeper, as her hand pushed the back of his head. 
 
      
 
    Bailey’s mind swirled. She could feel all manners of wetness running down her thighs onto her ass.  
 
    As he ate her out, Mr Vex’s hands explored her wet and trembling body. One hand slipped underneath her bra, and began to grope her tits.  
 
    His grip on her delicate tit was rough, and his fingers dug into her flawless skin.  
 
    Bailey bit her teeth to keep from yelping, but the mix of pleasure and pain was getting to be too much. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the man lifted his head, grool and spit running down his chin and dripping onto her sweaty body like rain.  
 
    “You taste so sweet, and your pussy is so tight.” He spat on her quivering clit, now peering out of its hood. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh!” Bailey moaned, arching her back. It was rare that a boy her age even knew what a clit was, let alone how to please her with it. 
 
    The man rose to his feet, as Bailey began to finger herself. She was horny beyond belief and couldn’t hold it in any longer. Her fingers plunged in and out of her wet slit, rubbing furiously against her clit as she watched the man fumbled for his belt.  
 
    Her breath was heavy and erratic, Bailey could see the bulge in his pants as her mouth watered.  
 
    Before he pulled his pants down, Mr Vex smirked, grabbing his camera. He pointed it right down at her. “Smile, baby.”  
 
      
 
    Bailey did just that, her tongue flopped out of her mouth as she opened wide.  
 
    Mr Vex snapped a picture, a truly slutty one of Bailey rubbing her own wet slit. 
 
    She didn’t care, she just wanted to be fucked. 
 
      
 
    The man tossed aside his suit jacket, and then began to unbutton his shirt.  
 
    Bailey watched eagerly as he did, she could see his chiseled body and toned abs underneath the tight top.  
 
    He tossed that to the side as well. Towering over her, he undid his pants, letting them drop to the floor along with his underwear. 
 
    Bailey’s jaw dropped, her eye fixated on the throbbing cock in his hand.  
 
    Mr Vex’s cock was huge. It was thick and veiny, and already wet at the tip.  
 
    Bailey licked her lips, imagining a thing that big insider her tight little slit.  
 
      
 
    He was stoking himself softly, one hand on the shaft of his cock, and the other running up and down Bailey’s leg. 
 
    “F-fuck me, daddy.” Bailey whimpered, pulling at her pussy lips. “I want you inside my 21-year-old pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex grimaced, bending over, his cock rubbed against her inner thigh, teasing her wet slit.  
 
    She could feel it throbbing, as the man lowered himself down on top of her.  
 
      
 
    “I… I can’t.” He said, cursing under his breath. “I was told to just get some pictures… This is going too far.” Mr Vex held himself against her on the couch, her legs around his waist and his cock pressed against her eager slit, but he didn’t put it in. 
 
    Bailey knew that this was crossing a line, but she didn’t care. At this point her pussy was doing all the thinking. “It’s okay, daddy. I won’t tell anybody.” She whispered in his ear. Her arms wrapped around his neck as she tried to pull him in. 
 
    “My wet, teen pussy wants you.” She kissed his cheek, and then his neck.  
 
      
 
    His heart was beating wildly, Bailey could feel it as their bodies were pressed together. At this point her bra had ridden up around her neck, and her exited pink nipples pressed against his firm pecks. 
 
    Mr Vex groaned, slightly thrusting his hips, his cock pushed against her thigh and the shaft of it ran up and down on her slit. The lips of her pussy clung onto his cock, begging it to slip inside and fuck her. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex rose off of her, their sweaty bodies pulling apart like Velcro. “I… I can’t.”  
 
      
 
    Bailey grimaced, looking down. His cock was dripping pre-cum on her belly, mere inches from her pussy. 
 
    She wanted nothing more than to grab it and shove it inside her.  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex grabbed her by the ankle, raising his foot up to his shoulder. Kissing up and down her calf.  
 
    Bailey moaned as his soft lips and tongue ran along her bare skin.  
 
      
 
    She reached down, grabbing the cock. It throbbed in her hand as Mr Vex watched eagerly.  
 
      
 
    Her dainty fingers ran up and down the shaft, she could feel how hard he was, how much he wanted to fuck her.  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex groaned, thrusting his hips as his cock fucked her hand. It twitched again, and Bailey knew he was about to come. Though before he could, the man stumbled back. Bailey watched the blood rush back to his head as he caught his breath.  
 
      
 
    “I… I can’t. Thank you for the pictures.” He shook the devious thoughts from his head. Bailey wasn’t done though. Her pussy was still wet and eager. 
 
    She stayed on the couch, rubbing her self furiously as her fingers slipped in and out.  
 
    The grool coated her hand as it leaked out onto the couch.  
 
    Mr Vex was still watching her, his cock still twitching and dripping as he imagined himself inside her. 
 
    Bailey winked at the man, her back arching. “D-daddy. F-fuck me.” She whimpered.  
 
    Mr Vex snapped another picture. Bailey was naked, sweaty and covered in grool. Imagining how much of a slut she looked like in these pictures pushed her over the edge. 
 
      
 
    “F-f-fuck!” She arched her back before slamming it back down into the couch, her pussy clung onto her knuckles as they buried inside. 
 
    She collapsed exhausted into the coach, a pool of sweat and grool coated the cushions as she smiled deviously at the man. “I hope you got some good ones.” 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex laughed. “I did. I think I got your face in a few of them. I’ll delete those.” 
 
    “Don’t. Keep them.” She winked, causing the man to blush. 
 
      
 
    They cleaned up the best they could, Bailey walked out of the room naked as she went to the bathroom. It was exhilarating, being naked and covered in filth as she walked the halls of his mansion. She couldn’t ever imagine doing something like this, but her head was still in such a blur.  
 
      
 
    She cleaned herself off the best she could, tossing on her clothes over her sweaty body. 
 
    Mr Vex waited for her near the door, with an envelope of cash in his hands. She had almost forgotten that she was getting paid for this. 
 
      
 
    “If you ever need any more pictures, please let me know.” Bailey stuck out her tongue, teasing him as she slipped the money into her bag. 
 
      
 
    “That I will. I know the missus and I will be enjoying these tonight.”  
 
    “Good.” She leaned in, standing on her tippy-toes, Bailey planted a soft kiss on his lips. “I hope you do.” 
 
      
 
    She left, the man stood in the doorway watching her leave. Bailey drove home with $2000, and a happy pussy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bailey jumped into her sheets. Her teddy bear pajamas were fresh out of the dryer and clung to her soft skin. 
 
    She pulled up the sheets, and began to drift off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Her mind was still racing, even hours after her encounter with Mr Vex. She couldn’t stop thinking about his hard cock, about his amazing body or his manly smell. The boys her age couldn’t lift a finger to millionaire. 
 
    The thought that he saw something in her made Bailey swoon, that such a rich, powerful man took interest in Bailey didn’t seem possible, even if it was only for her body. 
 
      
 
    She closed her eyes, imagining his rough hands all over her delicate body. Bailey could feel herself grow wet, squeezing her legs together to keep from ruining her freshly washed pajamas. 
 
    Mrs Vex and her kids popped into her head as well, she loved those kids like they were her siblings, and Mrs Vex was nothing but kind to her. But she didn’t care. She wanted Mr Vex, and there was nothing that anybody could do to stop her. 
 
    Besides, what’s a secret between adults? 
 
      
 
    The innocent side of her still lingered, as much as she wanted the man, she didn’t want to break apart his family, so this would be a secret she would take to the grave. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was weeks before Bailey got a call back from the Vex’s. It was a strange call, usually the family would give Bailey a few days notice from when they needed her, but it wasn’t until Friday after her classes that Mr Vex messaged her to come in for a few hours that evening. 
 
    Of course, Bailey accepted. She wanted to see the kids again and could use a bit of spending money. 
 
    The message was vague, just asking her to be at the home by 6pm. 
 
      
 
    Bailey arrived at their front door not a minute late. 
 
    She elected to wear her yoga pants and baby blue tank-top. The evening was warmer than most, and as usual, the kids would naturally keep her active, chasing them around the elegant mansion. 
 
    Bailey rang the doorbell, she could hear the ringing echo inside, bouncing against the high ceilings and polished marble.  
 
      
 
    No answer. 
 
      
 
    Bailey turned the door handle, the giant door creaked open as she peered inside. The foyer was empty, with not a sound to be heard in the entire manor. 
 
    She didn’t to walk in uninvited, but Bailey was growing a bit nervous. The family’s BMW was not in its usual spot outside, Mr and Mrs Vex wouldn’t have left the kids alone, would they? Bailey rushed up the stairs, opening the children’s room.  
 
      
 
    It was empty. 
 
      
 
    Bailey was perplexed, walking back down the spiral stairs. 
 
    “Bailey?” Mr Vex’s voice called out. 
 
    She sighed in relief. “I’m here, sir!” 
 
      
 
    She rushed down and around the corner.  
 
    Mr Vex was in his office, the same one they fooled around in the other night. He sat down in a tracksuit on the couch, the exact same spot where Bailey was spilling grool and sweat. 
 
    “Sir…?” She asked peering into the open door. 
 
    “Hello my dear, sorry I didn’t meet you at the door, I just need to finish sending this email.” 
 
    Bailey nodded, standing respectfully at the doorway. “... Are the kids playing in the yard?” She asked, eager to see them again. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex shook his head, “No, they are off with their mother for a few hours. Off to watch some play.” 
 
    Bailey tilted her head, letting her blonde hair dangle. “Aren’t… Aren’t I supposed to be watching them?” 
 
      
 
    “Not today.” A devious smirk crossed the man’s lips. “Today you will be servicing me.” 
 
    A hot blush rushed across her face “S-sir?” 
 
      
 
    The man stood tall. Bailey could already see the bulge in his track pants grow.  
 
    “The pictures you so kindly let me take, really spiced up the evening. Unfortunately, I could only think of you, even when fucking my wife.” 
 
      
 
    Bailey was speechless, her body quaking. The thought of this rich, handsome man thinking about little ol’ her when inside his wife was almost too much to bare.  
 
    Mr Vex walked forward, until he was right in front of her. 
 
    His finger lifted her face, Bailey could feel the air grow hot and heavy. “Her pussy was nothing compared to yours. Your tight, teen pussy.” 
 
    He licked his lips. “I can already taste it.”  
 
      
 
    His hand inched down from her chin, Bailey stood paralyzed as his touch slipped over her tank top. Her pink nipple pressed against the thin fabric of her top, as Mr Vex squeezed hard. 
 
    Bailey gasped, letting the man ravage her tit with his tough grip. 
 
      
 
    “Even your tits are much better. Firm and shapely. My goodness, to have a pretty little thing like you in my bed.” 
 
    Bailey bit her lip, the wetness dripping out of her tight pussy. “D-d-does she know I’m here?” 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex scoffed, “My wife? No. Like you said last time, this will just be between you and me.” 
 
      
 
    Bailey was unsure of the man’s sudden change of heart. It wasn’t that long ago that he refused to cheat on his wife, even when Bailey was naked and spreading her legs right in front of him. 
 
    “I can’t resist you anymore, my dear.” Mr Vex stepped forward, one hand caressing her cheek, the other wrapped around her waist. “You are perfect.” 
 
      
 
    He kissed her. The brief moment of hesitation vanished from Bailey’s mind as her tongue slipped past his.  
 
    She lifted her leg and wrapped it around his waist, pressing his bulge against her throbbing slit. 
 
      
 
    The wetness was spilling past her thong, ruining the front of her tight yoga pants.  
 
    His hand on her back slipped down, gripping her ass as their bodies pressed close. 
 
    Bailey couldn’t contain it, her breath stuttered, and her mind flushed as she was growing even more eager. 
 
      
 
    “D-daddy… F-Fuck me…” She moaned, breaking their kiss. 
 
    The man smirked, digging his fingers into her skin.  
 
    In a single motion, he lifted her up. Bailey wrapped both legs around his waist as he walked her out of the office, and up the stairs.  
 
    She ran her hands up and down her back, gently wiggling her hips, trying to satiate her pussy. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex kicked open their bedroom door. Bailey turned her pink flushed face to their enormous bed.  
 
    The rich man tossed her onto the sheets. The soft fabric made her body tingle as she squirmed backwards, her entire body trembling with anticipation. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Mr Vex began to pull his sweatshirt over his head. Once again Bailey was greeted to the man’s perfectly chiseled body, like a Greek God. 
 
    Her breath stuttered “holy fuck…”  
 
      
 
    “Now your turn, slut.” The man sneered, groping his hard cock over his pants. 
 
    Bailey obeyed, grabbing the bottom of her tight tank top and nearly ripping it as she pulled it over her head. 
 
    Her firm tits bounced as they fell free from the constricting fabric. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex couldn’t contain himself eyeing her erect, pink nipples like candy. 
 
    He crawled onto the bed. Bailey spread her legs, letting him climb on top of her hot, sweaty body.  
 
      
 
    His delicate tongue swirled over her excited nipples. Bailey body shook as the pleasure was building, “F-fuck…” She moaned, slipping her hand down and messaging the man’s covered cock. 
 
      
 
    Even over his pants she could feel it throbbing, begging to be let free.  
 
    Her petite little pussy would be no match for his monster cock, but she didn’t care. Bailey wanted him inside her. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex began to kiss his way down her body, from tits down to her belly. 
 
    Bailey moaned, falling back into the sheets. She threw her hands up over her head as her blonde hair sprawled across the white sheets. 
 
    The man ran his hands up and down her leg, pinching her waistband. Slowly, he began to pull them down, still planting soft, wet kisses on to her hips and toned stomach 
 
    . 
 
    Her yoga pants were pulled down to the middle of her thigh, exposing her thong and wet pussy. 
 
      
 
    The fabric of her thong was buried in the pussy lips of her slit, grool coated her inner thigh. 
 
    Mr Vex pulled down her underwear, strands of grool stretched out as the thong string was pulled out of her slit.  
 
      
 
    The man put his face down between her thighs, wrapping his hands around her legs. Bailey locked her heels around his head as she pushed him deeper. 
 
    His tongue ran up her quivering slit, digging deep as it brushed against her clit. 
 
    “Ohhhhh.” Bailey moaned, her breath stuttering.  
 
      
 
    Mr Vex continued to run his tongue up and down, each lick seemed to be deeper and wetter than the last. 
 
    Bailey’s entire body was quivering, she grabbed her own tits and bit her lips. “F-fuck me… Daddy.” She whimpered between moans. 
 
      
 
    The man lifted his head, grool dripping down his chin stubble.  
 
    “Beg. Slut.” 
 
    “P-please, daddy. I want your cock. Please.” She cried, her pussy spilling wetness with each breath. 
 
    The man rose to his knees on the bed, towering over her.  
 
      
 
    Bailey could see the outline of his rock hard cock in his pants. She couldn’t wait any longer, her pussy was aching to be stuffed. 
 
    She leaned forward, trying to grab his waistband and pull his cock free. But Mr Vex grabbed her by the wrist, forcing her back down onto the bed.  
 
      
 
    The man gritted his teeth, “you’ll be fucked, when I decide.”  
 
    He spat directly into her gasping mouth. The thick, wet spit sent her mind into overdrive as Bailey’s eyes rolled back. “Y-y-yes… D-daddy.” Was all she could muster. 
 
      
 
    He spat again, this time hitting her cheek. Bailey lashed out her tongue, pulling his spit into her mouth as it trailed down her face.  
 
    Mr Vex’s hand ravaged her. Gripping her throat before trialing down and pinching her nipple until she yelped.  
 
    His sexy body pinned her down, forcing Bailey down into the mess of blankets. She had no control. And she loved it. 
 
      
 
    Her clit was all the way out of the hood, she was so horny that it was painful. Though with her wrist pinned, and the other one at an odd angle, Bailey couldn’t reach down and finger herself to relieve the pressure.  
 
    She squirmed uncomfortably between his hot body and the sheets, Bailey could barely as the air grew moist and thick. 
 
      
 
    Her struggle made Mr Vex grin, “The little slut can’t contain herself, can she?” 
 
    Bailey shook her heavy vigorously, “N-no, sir.” 
 
    His hand reached down, pulling down his pants just enough for his hard cock to spring out like a doorstop. 
 
      
 
    Bailey couldn’t keep her eyes off it, even with Mr Vex’s other hand around her neck, stifling her breath.  
 
    She watched the cock tease the inside of her filthy wet thighs, her pussy lips pulsated, begging to be fucked. 
 
    The man’s grip tightened, “Now take it, little slut.”  
 
      
 
    Finally, the man began to slide his huge cock inside her tight slit. Bailey was so wet that even it went in without any resistance.  
 
    Bailey’s jaw dropped, her eyes rolling back as her mind raced. 
 
    Her already stifled breath became lodged in her throat as the pressure was becoming unbearable. 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex’s entire cock was snug inside her pussy, his balls slapping gently against her firm ass. 
 
    “Good slut.” He whispered in her ear, releasing his grip on her neck. 
 
      
 
    Bailey gasped, the air rushing out of the body as her rigid body collapsed onto the moist sheets. 
 
    The cock was buried so deep inside her, that Bailey could barely move. Each wiggle of her hips sent a surge of pressure through her stomach. All Bailey could do was lay there, and be the pretty little blonde fuck toy that Mr Vex needed. And she wanted nothing more. 
 
      
 
    With his palm planted on either side of Bailey head, the man slowly began to thrust his hips, pulling his hard cock out of her stretched pink slit before pounding it back in. 
 
    Each thrust pushed a moan from Bailey’s quivering lips, as she tried to spread her knees as far apart as possible. 
 
    The warmth off of his body made her quiver. Bailey lifted her hands, running them up and down his abs as he fucked her. 
 
      
 
    At this point, all the pain of his thick, throbbing cock was gone, and in its place was pleasure unlike anything Bailey ever experienced. Her mind was in euphoria, feeling the cock inside her tight pussy. 
 
    “D-daddy.” She moaned, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him down. “I love you.”  
 
      
 
    Their lips locked, as their tongues embraced. 
 
    Mr Vex stopped his thrusting, holding his cock deep inside her as Bailey’s legs wrapped around his waist.  
 
    Despite that, she could feel the cock twitch, about to burst.  
 
      
 
    She wanted to be filled with his hot cum, she wanted it all.  
 
    Breaking the kiss, she looked into his eyes, her lips trembling as she spoke. “C-cum in me, daddy. I want you to fill your little slut with cum.” 
 
      
 
    Mr Vex groaned, unable to contain it any longer. He pushed down, shoving his cock even deeper, if that were possible. With his hips pushing her into the bed, he came. 
 
      
 
    Bailey closed her eyes, a smile across her face as she could feel the thick, hot, liquid fill the spaces inside her stuffed pussy. 
 
    “F-fuck.” Mr Vex moaned, collapsing on top of her, their sweaty bodies once again stuck together like glue. “You are better than I could have ever imagined.” He said, huffing. 
 
      
 
    Bailey grinned, she was used to those types of comments from the boys her age. Hearing it from a gentleman like Mr Vex was something else entirely. 
 
    “Thank you, daddy.” She teased, kissing his cheek. 
 
      
 
    The man rolled off onto the bed beside her. Bailey gasped as the cock slid out, covered in filth. The relief was like a backpack full of bricks being lifted from her stomach, she could finally move. 
 
    The cum and grool spilled out of her battered slit like a waterfall, but Bailey didn’t mind one bit. The thought of his cum inside of her made her tired clit quiver back to life. 
 
      
 
    She draped one leg over his body, feeling his cock rub against her thigh. “I’m glad you finally came to your senses and decided to fuck me.” She said snuggling up to him. 
 
    His hand snuck between her and the bed, wrapping around Bailey’s shoulder. “All I could think about was you, and your perfect pussy. It was excruciating.” 
 
    “Well, anytime you want it. This pussy is yours.”  
 
    They kissed again, sensually and lovingly. Bailey’s heart fluttered as Mr Vex’s cock began to come back to life, growing hard against her leg. 
 
    She giggled, “ready for round 2? I think I am.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Good night kids, love you all!” Bailey said gleefully as she shut the door to their room. It was well past the children’s bedtime, and Bailey had graciously let them stay up a bit longer to finish a movie. But enough was enough, it was time for bed.  
 
    She huffed, tired from the evening of running after them, though the really exhausting part was just about to begin. 
 
      
 
    Bailey waited a bit in the bathroom to make sure the kids were asleep, before slipping into her second outfit. She exchanged the sweater and yoga pants for a miniskirt and lace bra. 
 
      
 
    The black bra left nothing to the imagination, it was see-through, so her excited pink nipples pressed out for all to enjoy. 
 
    Her miniskirt didn’t even reach under the curve of her ass, and each step flashed her entire ass and pussy. 
 
    Bailey quietly crossed the hall, careful not to wake the kids.  
 
      
 
    She knocked on the bedroom door slowly,  
 
    “Come in.” He called out. 
 
      
 
    Bailey slipped inside, making sure to lock the door behind her. “It’s about time,” Mr Vex said, already naked and laying down on the bed, arms behind his head. 
 
    Bailey giggled, crawling up onto the bed. She straddled his hips, letting the shaft of his cock press up against her pussy. 
 
    “I’m a babysitter first and foremost, and your fuck toy after that.” She said, slowly grinding her hips against his cock.  
 
      
 
    He grabbed her chest, fondling her tits. “Perhaps, for now. Now get on your knees. I want your wet mouth, first.”  
 
    Bailey wobbled off, falling onto her knees in an instant. She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue.  
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    _______________________________________________________________________ 
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    Rose waited patiently outside of Tyler Brown’s office for what felt like hours. She had no idea what she could say to the man, what excuses she could come up with for doing so poorly in his class.  
 
      
 
    It was Rose’s first year in university, as a fresh 21-year-old finally out of her strict Korean parent's grip, she had partied and let loose a bit too much. Now here she sat, with a B+. 
 
    Normally, a B+ would be a fine grade, but Rose knew it wasn’t enough for her parents. They would see that sending her off to college was a mistake, and force her back home. 
 
    Convincing Professor Brown to increase her grade to an A- was her only chance. Even then it would be difficult to convince her parents to let her stay. 
 
      
 
    The student who arrived before Rose left the professor’s office, a look of frustration on his face. The kid must not have gotten what he wanted out of Professor Brown.  
 
    Rose sat nervously, her heels tapping on the tile floor. 
 
      
 
    The outfit that Rose had worn to meet her professor wasn’t something she was too happy about, a short black skirt that contrasted with her pale skin, and a tight-fitting top that wrapped around her stomach and chest, leaving her arms and shoulders exposed. 
 
      
 
    Normally, Rose would want to wear something a bit more professional to talk with her professor, but her friends' birthday was today, and Rose promised that she would show up to the club early, so they could celebrate. Besides, it very well might be the last that she would be allowed to go out and party. 
 
    The air in the frigid building made her hair stand on end, her nipples poked out against the thin fabric of her top. Rose crossed her arms over top her chest to keep from sending the wrong message.  
 
      
 
    “Next!” Professor Brown called out from his office. 
 
    Rose took one last deep breath, stumbling to her feet and clutching her purse as she peered inside. 
 
    The professor was sitting at his long desk, riddled with papers and stationaries. He was staring intently at his computer, only glancing over to Rose when she cleared her throat.  
 
    “Ah, Rose. Good to see you, please come in.” He said in a friendly tone. 
 
      
 
    Rose smiled as she walked in to take her seat. She always liked Professor Brown. He was young and a first year instructor, but wasn’t stuck-up or too serious like the rest of the professors at the college.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown pushed away his keyboard, and lent back on his office chair. His curly brown hair fell in front of his face and the cute sweater vest he wore made Rose smile. 
 
    “Pleasure to see you again, how can I help you?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Rose took a deep breath, she had rehearsed what she was going to say over and over again, yet in the moment all of that seemed to evaporate from her head. 
 
      
 
    “I-uh… W-well…” She stammered, suddenly growing hot. Despite how loose and revealing her outfit was, she still felt restricted and sweat began to bead off her body. This was her only chance. She took a deep breath, trying to keep her entire body from shaking. 
 
    “I was hoping to talk to you about my grades.” She finally managed to blurt out. 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown, furrowed his eyebrows and tilted his head, letting his curly brown locks dangle down. “Sure. Though, I believe you did rather well in my class, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “I did alright. Though, I don’t think my parents are going to see it that way. I was hoping there were possibly some extra credit options? Something that could bump be up to an A-.” 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown scrunched up his face. “Unfortunately, the final exam was it. There are no other credit options available.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    Rose’s heart dropped into her stomach, the breath pounded out of her lungs. The tight top felt like it was going to squeeze her guts out and the thick, hot air in the room made it feel like she was in a furnace. Rose could barely hold back her tears. “B-but. There has to be something. Anything.” Her voice cracked. “M-my parents are going to take me out of college and force me to attend one back home. P-please sir.” She begged, trying her hardest not to cry and ruin her make-up.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown’s eyes twinkled with pity. “Rose… I’m sorry. There is nothing I can do.” 
 
    Rose slouched back in her chair, sniffling softly. She had no one to blame but herself, she had spent her first taste of freedom partying, making friends, and meeting boys, and not enough studying.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown rose from his chair, circled around the desk and knelt down right beside Rose. His chin nearly on her lap. 
 
    “Listen, Rose.” He said softly, his hand grabbing her wrist. “You are 21. You’re an adult, and it's time that you stick up for yourself.” 
 
    He looked solemnly at her, “You can’t be at the mercy of your parents, not anymore. You got a great grade, and are doing amazingly. You are a beautiful, smart girl, and you don’t deserve to be bullied around by your parents.” 
 
      
 
    Rose blushed, wiping the tears from her eyes with her free hand. 
 
    She had always had to keep her head down and do whatever her parents told her to do, thinking that once she turned 21 and went off to College then she’d be free, and it paid off. 
 
    She had tasted freedom, known what it was like to be an independent adult, and she wasn’t about to lose that now.  
 
      
 
    No matter what. 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown’s grip on her wrist stayed, she could feel the warmth of his skin and tenderness of his touch. All semester long she had noticed him glancing over at her, sneaking a peek when he thought she wasn’t looking. She had once worn an outfit similar to today’s into class, and he couldn’t keep from glancing at her and blushing. 
 
      
 
    Rose knew what she had to do. 
 
    She tugged her wrist, breaking his grip, before taking his hand into her own. “T-thank you.” She muttered, staring deep into his eyes. 
 
    Slowly, she led his hand down on to her thigh. Her skirt was so short that when she sat, the frill barely covered past her panties.  
 
      
 
    Now it was Professor Brown who was trembling. She could see the pink growing in his cheeks, and the sweat on his brow. 
 
    Rose smiled devilishly, it didn’t take long at College for her to realize the power she held over boys. Her innocent and giddy persona, mixed with her beautiful Korean features made every boy fall head over heels for her. Rose was happy to see that carry over to grown men as well. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps…” Rose leaned in, her face just inches from his. “Perhaps we might be able to reconsider that B+?” 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown’s fingers wrapped around her thigh, digging into her skin. It was clear that Professor Brown was fighting his urges, he was a professional after all. Though even someone like him couldn’t seem to resist Rose’s charm. His face grew red, his breath stuttered. 
 
      
 
    “R-Rose… I don’t think we should…” He said. Though his hand on her thigh said different. 
 
    Rose giggled. “Why not. Class is over, you aren't my professor anymore. Like you said, I’m an adult, and so are you. Why can’t we come to an adult agreement?” 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown was at his breaking point, his eyes glanced down at Rose’s hard nipples, pressing against her top. She never had the biggest tits, but they were shapely and the boys she had been with never complained. 
 
    Rose saw the moment, she leaned in, and kissed the older professor.  
 
      
 
    He was frozen. Professor Brown stammered, unsure of what to do. But before long his lips parted, allowing Rose to slip her tongue in.  
 
    Their tongues rubbed and danced, and Rose wrapped her arms around his neck, falling down to the floor beside him. 
 
    Professor Brown’s hand slipped up her thigh, caressing her ass as they made out on the floor.  
 
    The kiss broke, strands of saliva connected their mouths like bridges.  
 
    Rose smiled, breathing softly into his mouth. “So. I take it we have a deal?” She asked, running her hand up and down his body. Even over his sweater vest she could feel the heavy beat of his heart. 
 
      
 
    “I think we do. You made a wonderful argument.” 
 
    Rose giggled, “Why thank you. I have quite the way with words.” 
 
    They kissed again. Rose could feel herself grow wet as her body rubbed up against his. 
 
    She had gone a bit wild in her time at College, but this was something else entirely. She could never imagine doing something with a professor! 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown, grabbed her ass underneath her skirt, causing Rose to yelp. 
 
    He laughed, slowly rising to his feet. Rose stayed knelt on the hard floor, she could see the bulge growing in his pants, and she could barely contain herself. 
 
      
 
    “P-pull your cock out, daddy.” She whimpered, running her hands up and down his pant legs.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown ran his fingers through her hair. “I always knew you were a little slut, flirting with all the boys in class.” 
 
      
 
    “Jealous?” She teased, looking up at him with her puppy dog eyes. 
 
    The man laughed, “Maybe a little, though I mostly felt bad. That you were stuck with inexperienced boys and not a man like me.” 
 
    Rose bit her lips, her wetness running down past her panties. “Well, now’s your chance to show me what I’ve been missing.” Her hand reached up, messaging his hard cock overtop his pants.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown began to fumble with his belt, the sounds of people walking down the halls just outside made Rose quiver. If only they knew what was going on mere feet away.  
 
    As the Professor undid his belt, his pants fell to the floor. Now it was just a pair of white underwear keeping his throbbing cock back.  
 
    Rose’s fingers slipped underneath the elastic, and with a single motion she tugged the underwear down to his knees. 
 
      
 
    Her jaw dropped as the thick, hard cock pointed right at her face. The head was already wet with pre-cum, and as she wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, she could feel how eager he was. 
 
    Professor Brown has a man’s cock, alright. A well trimmed bush of pubes circled around the base of the cock and his balls, and the veins pushed out against her hand as she stroked it. 
 
      
 
    She wrapped one hand around his meaty thigh as and licked her lips, slowly stroking the cock. “F-fuck.” She muttered. “The boys my age don’t have anything like this…” 
 
    Professor Brown laughed, “No they don’t. That’s a man’s cock. You think you can handle it?” 
 
     
 
    “I don’t know, but I’m going to try.” 
 
    She leaned forward, her mouth open. As her hot breath landed on the head of the cock it twitched in excitement. Rose fondled his balls as her lips wrapped around the head of the thing.  
 
    Professor Brown moaned softly, gripping Rose’s hair and pushing her down his cock. 
 
    The cock slide past her tongue, as it lashed against the shaft. Before long the head of the cock hit the back of her throat. Rose squeezed her eyes closed as spit trailed out the sides of her mouth.               
 
      
 
    She could taste the salty pre-cum lather her mouth as she struggled to keep from gagging. The cock was so big that Rose’s stuttered breath was stuck in her throat.  
 
    Though there was still some cock left. She adjusted her self on the floor, tilted her head down so the cock angled down her throat. She pushed herself a bit farther, until her nose pressed against his pubes and the entire cock was in her wet mouth. 
 
      
 
    Rose gagged, but Professor Brown’s soft moans and throbbing balls made her determined to keep going. 
 
    Before long, Professor Brown let go of her hair, letting Rose throw her head back. 
 
    She gasped for air, spitting the build-up of salty spit all over her chest and lap.  
 
    “F-fuck.” She coughed. “Y-you’re way too big.”  
 
    She wiped the mascara tears that began to trail down her cheeks. Her pussy throbbed at the sight of the spit covered cock. “Maybe my tight, teen pussy might be able to handle it.” She winked. 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown smirked. “Let’s see. Bend over my desk, slut.”  
 
    Rose obeyed without question, she stumbled up to her feet, and bent over the desk, swiping the mass of papers onto the floor. 
 
    She wiggled her ass at the older professor. Her skirt was hitched up and revealed the underside of her tight ass. 
 
    Professor Brown positioned himself behind her, rubbing her filthy cock against her panties and slapping it against her ass cheek. 
 
      
 
    Rose could barely take it, her leg jittered as she laid her body down against the cold wooden desk. “F-fuck me.” She whimpered, feeling more grool run past her panties and down her leg. 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown pulled up the skirt around her waist, and fished the wet panty string from between her ass. He held it to the side, running his fingers against her asshole and down to her pussy. 
 
    “O-ohhh.” Rose moaned, her face against the desk, “D-daddy.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck. You’re even tighter than I imagined. What a perfect little slit you have.” He said, teasing her pussy with his fingers. 
 
    Before she knew it, Professor Brown began to press forward, gripping her waist. The head of his cock pushed against the lips of her pussy, which bloomed like a flower for his manhood. 
 
    Rose grit her teeth, her pussy was so tight that sex was always painful, let alone for a massive cock like Professor Brown’s. 
 
      
 
    Though as the cock began to slowly slide inside her, all Rose could feel was a wave of pleasure. She was so wet that she felt no pain, despite how tight she was. Her jaw fell open as the cock pushed deeper and deeper. “Ohhhh.” 
 
    Her entire body trembled, she could feel the walls of her slit gripe the twitching cock as it pushed its way in.  
 
      
 
    Professor Brown groaned, his fingers digging into her frail waist. Rose planted her feet against the floor, her quivering fingers clutched the edge of the desk. It didn’t take much until she felt Professor Brown’s hip push her ass into the desk. 
 
    Her little pussy did it, it managed to take the grown man’s entire cock. Rose smiled, her mind in a jumble as Professor Brown held himself inside her teen slit. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you did it. You like my cock inside your wet pussy?” The man asked, once again wrapping her hair around his fist. 
 
    “Y-yes daddy.” Rose said, the words struggled to come out as her breathing was short. 
 
      
 
    The man yanked her hair back, Rose gasped as her head jolted backwards. 
 
    Professor Brown leaned over her, “Good little slut.” 
 
    He spat on her face. The hot saliva hit the corner of her mouth, Rose gleefully licked it all up. “T-thank you, daddy.” 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown sneered, letting go of her hair he slammed her head back down onto the desk, holding her down by her neck. 
 
    His cock slid out of her stretched teen slit before pounding back in. Rose gasped, the desk rattling underneath her. He didn’t stop. Professor Brown kept fucking her, pulling his cock out a bit before slamming it back into her.  
 
    His hips slammed her ass and thighs into the hard edge of the desk, but with the pleasure she was feeling in her pussy, Rose barely noticed the bruises form. 
 
      
 
    Rose couldn’t keep quiet. Her innocent little slit was taken a beating like nothing she had ever experienced before.  
 
    “Oh, oh, oh!” She shouted, not caring to the people that could be walking right around the office. “Fuck me daddy! Fuck my little pussy!” 
 
      
 
    She could feel the wet shaft of his cock rubbing against her frail, quivering clit. Rose could barely take it anymore, her entire body was shaking as her back arched. “I-I’m going to cum.” 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown pulled out, grabbing Rose once again by the hair onto her feet.  
 
    “On your knees, slut.” He ordered. 
 
    Rose fell down like a bag of bricks, her head tilted back, and she stuck her tongue out. Professor Brown slowly stroked his hard, filthy wet cock, as her spit and grool dripped down onto her face. 
 
      
 
    Rose’s own hand was rubbing furiously against her clit, she was moments away from pure euphoria and couldn’t hold it back any longer. 
 
    The man pointed the head of his cock right at her open mouth, with one final stroke, it erupted with thick, hot cum. 
 
    The strands of cum coated Rose from her tongue all the way up to her hair. The salty treat mixed with her spit and tears and rolled off her face, getting her entire body and outfit messy. 
 
    At the same time, Rose reached her breaking point. Being covered in hot filth was too much, Rose arched her back as her pussy squirted all over her trembling hand and soaked the floor and her legs. “Ohhhh. F-fuck” She moaned. 
 
      
 
    Rose collapsed exhausted onto the floor, barely able to keep her body up. 
 
    Professor Brown did the same, stumbling backwards onto the chair, his cock spitting up the last little bit of cum. 
 
    The two of them were breathing as if they had run a marathon. Rose’s eyes met his and a grin crossed both of their faces.  
 
    “Well, my dear.” He began, staring at her filthy state. “I think you earned an extra grade or two. You’ll get your A.” 
 
      
 
    Despite being exhausted Rose jumped up onto her feet, strings of grool still falling from her beaten pussy. “Oh, thank you, thank you!” She said, jumping onto the man’s lap. 
 
    She straddled him on the chair, his tired cock pressing between her wet thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Now you should get out of here. I have to clean up.”  
 
    Rose looked over her shoulder, taking survey of the room. A puddle of her squirt and grool was on the tile, and papers littered the entire floor. 
 
    She grimaced, offering to help clean up.  
 
      
 
    “No, you should worry about cleaning yourself up. You ruined your pretty little outfit.” He said. 
 
    That she did. Rose’s top was stained with white cum and spit, and her dress was even worse, as the fabric was ruined with the river of grool that she had squirted up. 
 
      
 
    Rose thanked him again before ducking out into the bathroom. Another student saw her in her tethered state as she walked down the hall, but Rose didn’t care. She got the grade she wanted, and had the best orgasm of her life. She was over the moon. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Scrubbing furiously in the bathroom, Rose managed to get most of the visible stains out of her outfit. Good enough for a dimly lit club, at least. She was already running a bit late, and she rushed to meet her friend for her birthday.  
 
    The entire night, Rose was on top of the world. She danced all night, and the thought of her encounter with Professor Brown made her even hornier than usual.  
 
      
 
    Rose left the party early with some random boy. She woke up with her head in a daze.  
 
    The sun was still set and Rose fumbled around the dirty dorm room searching for her clothes on the ground. The boy she had gone home with was snoring, and so was his roommate. Rose didn’t even realize there was another boy in the room. She barely remembered the sex, though from what she could remember, it was short and boring. Nowhere near as good as with Professor Brown.  
 
      
 
    Rose didn’t know if she could go back to normal, lame sex with boys her age after that experience with a real man.  
 
    Eventually she found her clothes, threw them on, and left the dorm.  
 
      
 
    The walk home was embarrassing to say the least. Her top was torn right down the middle, and Rose had to hold the fabric together to keep herself covered.  
 
    Thankfully most people were asleep still, but she still blushed red when the odd early bird caught a glimpse of her walk of shame. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take too long to return to her own room, she tossed her clothes in the hamper and was ready to hop into a long and well deserved shower.  
 
    The hot water ran all over her body as Rose furiously to remove the filth from yesterday. She walked out a brand-new woman. All the spit, grool, cum, and sweat that coated her was washed away, and she was finally feeling clean. 
 
      
 
    Rose checked her email, ready to start a new day. Her heart stopped as she saw the first message.  
 
      
 
    It was from Professor Brown. 
 
      
 
    Rose stared blankly at the screen, her mind racing. Did Professor Brown change his mind about their deal? Did someone find out? Was she in trouble? 
 
      
 
    It felt like ages, but finally Rose opened the message. Her heart beating in her throat. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    Rose, 
 
    Thank you for coming to see me. I enjoyed our chat, and very much wish to talk to you again. The department is having a year-end ball tonight, I was wondering if you would be my guest and join me for the evening. It will be a great opportunity to meet future professors and network with your colleagues.  
 
      
 
    Regards, 
 
    Professor Tyson Brown 
 
      
 
    Rose stared at the email, her jaw dropped. Was… Was Professor Brown asking her out? 
 
    At first, Rose scoffed at the idea. What would people think if she came arm in arm with her professor.  
 
    Though, she did want to see him again. The image of his throbbing cock and rough touch made Rose’s entire body go limp, and her pussy could never go back to 21-year-old cock after experiencing his.  
 
      
 
    It would be best to politely decline, and move on with her life. Rose knew that continuing seeing the man would only cause trouble. 
 
    Unfortunately, her heart and pussy took precedence over her head. 
 
      
 
    Rose replied to the email, and gratefully accepted the invitation. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The wind howled as Rose waited in the entrance way to her dorms. Kids walked out ready to party and hit the clubs as Rose stood in her fancy dress and expensive make-up. 
 
    The ball wasn’t just a formal event, it was THE event for her faculty. Invites were rare, and only the best professors and top students would get a chance to attend one. Yet here she was, likely the only first year what would show up.  
 
      
 
    For such a momentous occasion, Rose had to dress to the nines.  
 
    She wore a tight dress, it was crimson red and sleeveless. It hugged her slim body and accentuated her curves. The dress went down to her knees but didn’t hide anything to the imagination, her ass pressed up against the fabric and her nipples poked out. Though, not in a slutty way.  
 
    She had a perfect body, might as well flaunt it. 
 
      
 
    Professor Brown showed up right on time.  
 
    Rose walked up to his sleek black sports car. The professor got out and greeted Rose with a friendly hug, the soft smell of his ocean cologne made her heart skip a beat. 
 
      
 
    “My dear,” He said, stepping back and admiring Rose. “You look absolutely stunning.” 
 
    Rose blushed, “You look amazing as well. Thank you for the invite, professor.” 
 
    She wasn’t just being nice. The professor wore a black suit that fitted him perfectly. He wasn’t the tallest or the most muscular, but the fabric of his tailored suit hug what muscles he did have nicely. 
 
      
 
    “Please, call me Tyler.” 
 
    Tyler opened the door, letting Rose slip inside the car. The interior smelled of pine, and she could barely see a thing due to the tinted windows and black leather seats. 
 
      
 
    The two of them made polite small talk the entire drive. Neither seemed willing to address yesterday’s affair. Though as the car pulled up to a red light, Tyler’s hand slipped down and rested on her thigh.  
 
    Rose could feel the blood rush to her cheeks, though the dark interior hid her shyness from the professor.  
 
      
 
    Tyler glanced her way, “You know…” He took a breath, “I was thinking, there are going to be so many people at the Ball tonight. Perhaps you and I could go do something else?” 
 
    Rose smiled, already knowing what Tyler had in mind. “Well I was hoping to meet some professors and network. Though, afterwards you and I could… Spend some more quality time together.” She placed her hand over his, rubbing it sensually. 
 
      
 
    Tyler laughed. “I actually have a better idea. You know Professor Biggins and Professor Chase?” 
 
    Rose nodded her head, she had classes with both the previous semester. 
 
    “They don’t usually attend the ball, and elect to playing cards and watching sports. They invited me, and I was wondering if you wanted to come?” 
 
      
 
    Rose frowned, “I don’t really want to show up uninvited.” 
 
    “It’s not that at all. I mention you coming with me to the Ball, and they insisted that I bring you to them.” 
 
    Rose tilted her head, unsure of why the two professors would want her to join. She barely talked to them all of last semester. 
 
      
 
    Tyler cleared his throat, even in the dark car she could see the sweat on his forehead. “... I also might have talked about our encounter yesterday…” 
 
      
 
    Rose’s jaw dropped. “You did WHAT?” 
 
      
 
    “Well in the past they talked about you, and how they wanted to fuck you, just guy talk. I don’t know, I couldn’t keep it in.” 
 
    Rose slumped back in the seat, her mind still processing it all. “And they want me to come to their party, for what? So that you can show off your little conquest?”  
 
      
 
    “Not at all. It’s just… They know that we fucked, so you could get your grades up, and they were willing to offer the same thing. If you take their class next semester, and do the same with them, then they’ll give you an automatic A.” 
 
      
 
    Rose scoffed. She was already embarrassed about the lengths she went to bump up her B+, the last thing she wanted to do was build a reputation. “Just drop me off back home. I’m not interested.” 
 
      
 
    Tyler swerved the car, parking at the side of the road. “Okay listen. I’m sorry about spilling the beans, but this is a great opportunity for you. You wanted to network, this is your chance.” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to meet future professors and colleagues. Not whore myself out.” 
 
    “If you treat them the way you treated me, you’ll never have to worry about getting another summer internship ever again. Professor Biggins is the head of research, he’ll get you whatever position you want.” 
 
    Rose crossed her arms. The stress of keeping up her grades while applying for jobs was getting to be too much, but still, this was crossing the line. 
 
      
 
    Tyler took her by the hand, their fingers intertwined. “These internships are prestigious, and landing a good one will set you up for the rest of your life. You always said that you want to break free from your parent's grip. What better way than this?” 
 
      
 
    Rose stared into his eyes. She could see the sincerity of his words, and truthfully, he was right. The competition for these internships was rough, and if other kids could use their assets, like their parents connections, why couldn’t Rose use her body 
 
      
 
    “... Fine.” She huffed, still a bit unsure about the whole thing. 
 
    Tyler smiled from ear to ear. “Good! I’m happy that you realized this is a mutually beneficial arrangement. Just do to them what you did to me, and you’ll be coasting the rest of your time at College.” 
 
      
 
    That was easier said than done. Tyler Brown was an attractive, young teacher, while Professor Biggins and Chase were older and nowhere near as good-looking.  
 
    Rose’s heart was beating out of her chest the entire drive. Her brain was telling her to bail out, and go home. She could get internships and grades the old-fashioned way.  
 
    … Though, another part of her was excited. Boys always clamored for her, though she never imaged they would go this far. Free grades and a guaranteed internship, just so some old man could use her tight little body? The thought of her being so sought after made her pussy quiver.  
 
      
 
    The car pulled up to a raggedy old apartment complex in a sketchy part of town.  
 
    “Are… Are you sure this is the place?” She asked, inspecting the run down neighborhood.  
 
    Tyler turned off the ignition, “Yup, this is the place. Professor Biggins has a family, he prefers to do things like this in an old apartment his family doesn’t know about.” 
 
      
 
    “Things like this?” Rose bit her lip, clearly inviting young students to come over was something the professors did quite often. Rose never would have imagined the old, stern Professor Biggins would be interested in younger girls. 
 
      
 
    Tyler stepped out of the car, rushing around and opening Rose’s door for her. He held her hand as they walked up.  
 
    Rose felt uncomfortable in her fancy dress, she was not dressed for the neighborhood at all. A few men down the street hollered something at the two of them, though Tyler ignored them and ducked inside the front door. 
 
      
 
    Rose wrapped her arms around her torso as Tyler buzzed up Professor Biggins apartment number. This was her last chance to leave, all she would have to say was she isn’t interested anymore. Though she couldn’t help it, her pussy was already growing wet. The black thong she wore was damp with her anticipation. She was always a good girl growing up, she imagined her parents seeing this, seeing what a little slut their perfect little angel had turned into. 
 
    She stayed quiet as a voice grumbled on the other end of the buzzer. The door clicked and Tyler held it open for her. 
 
      
 
    The entire building smelled like rotten food, Rose grimaced as Tyler led her up the stairs. Yelling and crying echoed throughout the hallways as Rose huddled up to Tyler.  
 
    The man kissed her forehead, “thanks, for doing this. I know you are only doing it for the grades, but you’re helping me out a lot as well.” 
 
      
 
    “How so?” She asked, as her led to the corner unit.  
 
    “These two are the heads of the department, and you are going to be my way into their little circle. Just do to them what you did to me.”  
 
    He grabbed her waist and kissed her. With that all her fears and doubts fizzled away. 
 
    Their kiss broke and Rose took one final breath before Tyler opened the door, and led them in. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The cramped apartment was disgusting. Rose shivered as they walked through the thick cigarette smoke, the smell was overpowered by body odor and cheap booze. 
 
    Rose covered her mouth with her hands to keep from breathing in any more of the gross haze than needed. 
 
      
 
    Laughter and shouting come from the other room, the two of them walked over broken bottles and dirty clothes to the living room.  
 
    There Professor Biggins and Chase were playing cards on a dining table, porn on in the background television. 
 
    Rose rubbed her eyes, the two professors had always been nothing but professional and serious when on campus. Her class with the two of them were difficult, and she could barely handle the no nonsense attitude they carried. Seeing them like this, wearing dirty white undershirts was strange to say the least. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, Tyler. You made it.” Professor Biggins said, side eyeing the two of them. “And you brought your little bitch.” 
 
    Professor Chase laughed at the comment, but Rose just furrowed her eyebrows and frowned. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” Tyler said, stepping forward, “this is Rose. The beautiful babe that I mentioned.” He shoved her forward, presenting her like a trophy. 
 
      
 
    Both older professors turned from their game, Rose trembled as she stood in the dank room, their eyes scanning her up and down. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well. Rose, it is you.” Professor Chase said, standing. The man was built like a weasel, probably weighing less than she did. His thin lips smiled as he walked over to her. She could smell the cigars on him as if the man bathed in it. “I couldn’t believe it when Professor Brown here said he fucked you. What a lucky bastard.”  
 
    He reached around, grabbing Rose by the ass. She yelped, trying to shake him off, but the man held firm. “I can’t wait for my turn.” 
 
      
 
    A shiver shot up her back.  
 
    “Now, now.” Professor Biggins said, the bigger and fatter man wobbled over, gently pushing Chase off her. “This lovely doll here is our guest. Let’s not touch her without her say so.”  
 
    He grinned, his stained yellow teeth and spotty skin made Rose grimace, but she appreciated the gesture.  
 
      
 
    Rose was beginning to wonder what she had gotten herself in for. Professor Biggins and Chase weren’t good-looking even in their suits and fitting clothing, seeing them in stained clothing and smelling rancid made them a whole new level of unattractive.  
 
    Though the prospect of a secure internship and grades made her keep her composure.  
 
      
 
    Tyler stepped forward, Rose clung onto his arm as he got between Rose and the other two. 
 
    “My friends, Rose here so kindly agreed to accept your offer. You are free to use her however you want, let's just make sure she gets her grades and internship offer.” 
 
      
 
    Rose frowned, however they wanted her wasn’t part of the deal. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes. She’ll get all that. But she has to earn it.” Biggins said, his eyes falling to her chest. The room was hot, though Rose’s nipples were still hard, peeking against the delicate fabric of her dress. 
 
    Tyler turned to face her, “Well, ready to go?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Rose pressed her lips together, but something dark and dirty actually made her excited. The thought of being a dirty little fuck toy. She nodded her head. 
 
      
 
    “There, good girl.” Biggins said, shoving Tyler to the side. “Elias, get her nice and warmed up.” Biggins signaled to Professor Chase, who was more than happy at the order.  
 
    He practically skipped forward, a huge smile on his rat-like face. The frail man ran his hands all over Rose’s body. His fingers dug into her skin, and he groped every part of her.  
 
    All Rose could do was clench her jaw and take it. 
 
      
 
    Chase was rough, he grabbed her waist and spun her around, before rubbing his crotch against her ass. 
 
    Through her thin dress, and his sweatpants, Rose could feel his cock begin to grow. And to her chagrin, Rose could feel her pussy growing wet. She was a little slut, with how much she liked this. All her time at College, she chased after proper, pretty boys. Never did she look twice at the improper ones, the dirty boys that would treat her like the little slut she was.  
 
      
 
    She wiggled her hips teasingly, causing a soft moan to pass Chase’s lips. The man wrapped his thin arms around her, grabbing her tits as he pressed his bulge into her ass. 
 
    She groaned as his hands dug into her flesh. Her eyes looked over and met Tyler's. The internal struggle plastered on his face.  
 
    He liked her, she knew it. The sight of Rose with another man, a short ugly one like Professor Chase was disturbing, but Rose could see the pleasure in his eyes as well. Watching the girl he fancied being used like a little fuck toy was just as pleasing to him as it was to her.  
 
      
 
    Chase lowered one hand, reaching down between Rose’s legs. His fingers began to viciously rub and claw at her pussy. Rose’s thin dress and thong were barely any cover for the man's savage touch.  
 
    Rose flailed helplessly, the haze traveling down her lungs, making breathing even harder. Each time she moved her body, Chase would pin her down against him, one hand on her tit the other between her legs.  
 
      
 
    Finally, he let go, falling to his knees behind her. Rose glanced over her shoulder to see Chase pull up her dress. She helped him, holding the fabric up to her waist. The man’s lip quivered as he was eye to eye with her luscious ass.  
 
    Rose arched her back, letting him get an even better view. It didn’t take long for him to fish the thong out from the crack, and bury his face between her cheeks. 
 
    Rose tossed her head back, “Ohhhh!” She moaned, as Chase’s tongue lashed against her asshole. The man gripped her thighs as his tongue penetrated her tight ass, before sliding down and teasing her slit. 
 
    Rose could feel the wetness run down her legs, both from his spit and her grool. Her leg began to quiver as her mind raced. She widened her stance and bent over even more, letting the man get an even better reach deep in her ass.  
 
      
 
    His tongue sent her mind into a spiral. Rose clenched her tits as her entire body shook with pleasure. “F-f-fuckkkk.” She moaned. 
 
      
 
    “The pretty little whore loves it, doesn’t she?” Professor Biggins chuckled, grabbing at his crotch. “Get her nice and wet for me.” 
 
    Professor Chase did just that, his tongue pushed in and out of her throbbing asshole. Rose’s leg was stammering so much she couldn’t even stand up straight.  
 
    She fell to her knees, going on all fours and perking her ass up like a cat. The disgustingly sticky floor didn’t even phase her, as Rose could only focus on the pleasure she was feeling down below. 
 
      
 
    To her chagrin, Chase stopped licking her ass, he rose to his knees as saliva dripped off his chin. “She tastes so good.” He panted, slapping Rose’s ass, causing her to moan even louder. “I don’t know what I like more, her tight ass, or her sweet pussy.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you go in for another taste?” Rose teased, wiggling her ass.  
 
    Chase grinned, “Don’t mind if I do.” 
 
    Rose turned around, laying the man down on his back. She could still feel the wetness between her thighs and ass.  
 
    As the man laid down, Rose put her feet on either side of his head, and carefully lowered herself onto his face. 
 
      
 
    She used the man’s wet mouth as a chair, as she leaned over to pull out his hard cock. His tongue had access to both of her holes, and was lashing away wildly. Rose could feel the wetness as she sat on his face, her heart beating fast. 
 
    His cock was tiny, and the surrounding pubes were nearly as tall as his shaft. Rose was so horny she didn’t care. She held onto the thing the best she could, though the spotty, tiny cock was barely even a tease. 
 
      
 
    As her tight pussy was being played with, Rose bent over and put Professor Chase’s small, hairy cock in her mouth. The taste of salt and grim coated her mouth, but she didn’t care. The pubes tickled her nose as she bobbed up and down on the little thing, her tongue playing with the throbbing head. 
 
      
 
    While she took the cock in her throat, another pair of hands begun to unzip the back of her dress. Rose turned her head, spit trialing down the corner of her mouth, to see Professor Biggins towering over her. “Let’s get you a little more comfortable, little slut.” 
 
    He undid the zipper, and grabbed Rose by the arm, forcing her back up to her feet. The dress fell down on Chase’s face, who quickly grabbed it and held it up to his face. His cock twitching wildly as he inhaled her soft, flowery scent.  
 
    “I think you are nice and ready.” Biggins said, coldly. 
 
      
 
    Taking Rose by the arm, Professor Biggins pulled her to the card table, swiping the cans of beer and cards onto the floor. He pushed her face down onto the table, holding her down as he reeled back, slapping her ass. 
 
      
 
    Rose yelped, her leg kick backwards.  
 
    “The slut likes that? Does she?” He said, still holding her face down. 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes, sir.” Rose muttered, her pussy aching and dripping with grool. 
 
    Biggins slapped her again, causing Rose to yelp louder. His fingers gripped her ass before sliding down between her thighs. He teased the wet hole of her ass and pussy, “What a tight little whore. Both holes are nice and wet. The slut is panting like a dog.”  
 
      
 
    Rose was indeed. Her breath was stifled by the humid, smokey air and her eager heart was working overtime.  
 
    Her entire body trembled at the rough touch of Biggins. His big, meaty hands groped at her delicate skin with malice. Her pussy juices ran down her leg, the mixture of her grool and Chase’s saliva coated her inner thighs. 
 
      
 
    Biggins’ grip on the back of her neck stayed, keeping Rose’s head down on the table, though she could feel Chase crawl up, taking her foot and messaging it in his mouth. With her shoes and socks tossed to the side, the man used his talented tongue, running it up and down the soles of her feet before sucking on her toes. 
 
      
 
    Biggins stepped right behind her, spreading her ass and letting the warm air hit her wet holes. Rose didn’t notice the man take out his cock, but before she knew it, the hard head slapped against her wet thighs. 
 
    Rose couldn’t turn her head to take a look, but as Biggins rubbed his shaft between her legs and against her slit, she could tell that his cock was much bigger than Chase’s pathetic little thing.  
 
      
 
    “Put it in me, daddy. P-please” Rose moaned, as a thick pressure pushed against her wet slit.  
 
    Professor Biggins wasn’t one for wasting time by the looks of things. The spread her cheeks, letting his hard cock slide right in. The thing was a good size, not as big as Tyler’s but big enough to satisfy her horniness. Hell, Chase’s little thing was enough for that at this point.  
 
    Rose gripped the corners of the table as it rattled under her. With one leg lifted and being played with by Professor Chase, Rose couldn’t stabilize, especially with Professor Biggins sliding his cock in and out of her.  
 
      
 
    “Even tighter than I imagined.” Biggins said, giving her ass another rough slap. “What an obedient little slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, daddy.” She muttered, feeling the euphoria take over. 
 
    Biggins let go of the grip on her neck. Grabbing her by the waist, the big man flipped her around like a lawn chair. Rose was afraid the table would break as her back hit the wood.  
 
    She stared up at Biggins, who grinned deviously, running his hands up and down her delicate body. 
 
      
 
    Rose quivered at his touch, feeling her entire body grow hot in anticipation.  
 
    Biggins grabbed her heels, pulling her foot away from Chase who frowned but said nothing.  
 
    He lifted her legs up over her head, Rose was athletic and flexible, so it was easy for her to fold. 
 
    With his hands wrapped around her heels, Biggins once again plunged his cock inside her tight slit. Rose could get a good look this time, his cock was shapely and surprisingly well-kept, though his sagging belly hid the real size of it. 
 
      
 
    She grimaced, grabbing at her own tits as he pounded her into the table. “Fu-fu-fuck.” She gasped, taking each thrust. With her legs over her head and her ass sticking up, each thrust seemed to go deeper than she was used to. Rose gasped and moaned as he filled her dripping wet pussy. 
 
      
 
    Professor Chase stumbled up to his feet, watching Rose getting fucked while stroking his own cock. Rose flashed him a wink as their eyes met, causing his cheeks to go red.  
 
    The weasel of a man wobbled over, tightly gripping his cock as he held it up to her face.  
 
    Rose snickered and stuck out her tongue, teasing him to finish all over her face.  
 
    Instead, Chase took his other hand and shoved his fingers into her mouth. Rose yelped as the gross tasting, boney fingers rubbed the back of her tongue. She gagged as spit filled her mouth and coated his hand.  
 
      
 
    Chase pulled his filthy hand out and rubbed it all over Rose’s face. “There, now she looks like the slut she is.”  
 
    His spit covered hand grabbed at her tit, pinching the nipple as his cock twitched, ready to cum. 
 
      
 
    Biggins let go of her ankles, leaning down on top of her. They kissed.  
 
    His tongue licked up the spit on her face, adding some of his own to cover her. Rose could taste the whiskey on his tongue as she sucked it.  
 
    By the time he pulled off her, Chase was ready to blow. His little cock once again shoved its way into her wet mouth as Biggins thrusted harder into her slit. 
 
      
 
    With the cock in her mouth, and another one in her pussy, Rose could barely think straight, but she knew one thing. She wanted their cum. 
 
    Chase grabbed her tangled hair and shoved Rose’s face into his groin. His cock pulsated in her mouth as Rose sucked it like a lollipop.  
 
      
 
    All it took was one wet lash of her tongue, before the man erupted thick, hot cum all over. 
 
    Rose gagged as the disgusting fluid coated her mouth. She turned her head, spitting some off onto her face and the table, but most of it slide back into her throat.  
 
    She forced a swallow, sucking up all the rancid cream. Even still she could taste it in her mouth, the salty cum coated her mouth, no matter how many times she spat up. 
 
      
 
    “The slut actually managed to take it all.” Chase laughed, rubbing the last of the cum off onto her stomach. “What a polite bitch.”
Biggins roared with laughter, “I bet her tight pussy wants some as well. Eh?” 
 
      
 
    Rose gagged, but nodded her head. “Y-yes. Daddy.” 
 
    The man held himself inside her, balls deep, as his thumb rubbed her exposed clit.  
 
    Rose gasped, arching her back before slamming it back down onto the table. “O-ohhhh.” She moaned, her body unable to take much more.  
 
    “Does the slut want my cum inside her pussy, or all over her face?” Biggins asked, messaging her tits.  
 
      
 
    Rose could feel his cock quivered against the tight walls of her pussy. He was about to cum.  
 
    “M-my pussy.” She said biting her lips. The feeling of a man’s cream coating her clit and oozing out was something special. 
 
    Biggins smiled, pinning her down by the shoulders.  
 
      
 
    Rose wrapped her legs around his thick waist attempting to pull him even deeper.  
 
    With one last twitch of his cock, he came inside her. 
 
    Rose could feel the warm, thick cum fill her crevasse. “Fuck…” She moaned, her eyes rolling back. 
 
    Biggins held his cock inside her, making sure every bit of his cum spilled out inside her tight slit. 
 
      
 
    Bigigns pulled himself off her and stumbled backwards. “My goodness. What a little thing you turned out to be.”  
 
    His cock dripped with cum, grool, and spit. Rose smiled and winked, her hands already down between her legs playing with his cum. “Thank you, daddy.”  
 
      
 
    She turned to face Tyler, who was tapping his legs impatiently in a chair. “So I suppose that our deal is done. I brought you Rose, so now I get a full time contract with the school.” 
 
      
 
    Rose frowned, unaware of his stake in all this. 
 
    “Yes, yes. The little girl was worth it.” Biggins said, smiling at her. “And she will get her end of the deal as well.” 
 
      
 
    Rose lifted herself into a sitting position, the cum and grool spilling out of her pussy and onto the table. She had forgotten all about the deal.  
 
    Tyler gave a brisk nod, grabbing Rose’s dirty clothes off the floor. “Good. Now let's get out of here Rose.” He said, handing her the bundled up dress and socks. 
 
      
 
    A smile crossed her lips, Tyler was jealous. The man fancied her, and watching her get used by two older, dirtier men was too much to handle. But Rose loved it. She loved being a little cum slut.  
 
    She turned and thanked Chase and Biggins. “It was a pleasure, if I need another internship next summer, I know where to turn.” She winked. 
 
    Tyler blushed red as she tossed back on her dress. It was difficult getting the dress over her sweaty, filthy body, and the cum between her thighs lingered and stained the red fabric. 
 
      
 
    Tyler insisted that she clean off in the bathroom, but Rose declined. Walking around covered in filth made her tired clit quiver.  
 
    Her thong was ruined, she decided to leave it behind for Professor Chase who more than happily accepted the dirty gift, shoving the grool soaked thong into his pocket. 
 
    Rose and Tyler left hand in hand. Rose was happier than she had ever been, not only did she secure her grades and internship, but she uncovered her true self. She was a slut, and proud of it.  
 
      
 
    As they sat in the car, Rose turned to face Tyler, her hand sliding up his pant leg. 
 
    “Let's find a go back to your place. Those two did a good job starting me off, but I need a real man to finish. And a real cock.” She squeezed his bulge, feeling his cock beginning to grow. 
 
    Tyler scoffed. “Fuck that. I’ll take you to a park, or behind a dumpster. That should be good enough for a slut like you.” 
 
    Rose giggled, “Yes sir. Whatever you say, daddy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    _______________________________________________________ 
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    And don’t forget, Sign up for my mailing list to hear about all my new stories right when they release, no to mention a FREE story that was way too dirty to post anywhere else: 
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